CIHM 

Microfiche 

Series 

(IVIonographs) 


ICIVIH 

Collection  de 

microfiches 

(monographles) 


Canadian  Instituta  for  Historical  IMicroraproductions  /  Institut  Canadian  da  microraproductiona  historiquaa 


Technical  and  Bibliographic  Notes  /  Notes  techniques  et  bibliographiques 


Th«  Institute  has  attempted  to  obtain  the  best  original 
copy  available  for  filming.  Features  of  this  copy  which 
may  be  bibliographically  unique,  which  may  alter  any  of 
the  images  In  the  reproduction,  or  which  may 
significantly  change  the  usual  method  of  filming  are 
checked  below. 


□ 
□ 


Coloured  covers  / 
Couvert  jre  de  couleur 

Covers  damaged  / 
Couve.iure  endommagie 

Covers  restored  and/or  laminated  / 
Couverture  restaur^e  et/ou  pellicul^e 

.  Cover  title  missing  /  Le  titre  de  couverture  manque 

Ccdoured  maps  /  Cartes  gtegrapMques  en  ewleur 

Coloured  ink  (I.e.  other  than  blue  or  black)  / 


13  Encre  de  couleur  (le.  autre  que  bleue  ou  ndre) 

□ Cotoured  plates  and/or  lllustrattons  / 
Ptendies  et/bu  illustralions  crt  couleur 


□ 
□ 
□ 


□ 


□ 


Bound  with  other  material  / 
ReM  avec  d'autres  documents 

Only  edition  available  / 
Seule  Milton  dlsponS)le 

Tight  binding  may  cause  shadows  or  distortion  atong 
interior  margin  /  La  reliure  serr^e  peut  causer  de 
I'ombre  ou  de  la  distorston  le  tong  de  la  marge 
int^rieure. 

Blank  leaves  added  during  restorations  may  appear 
within  the  text.  Whenever  possible,  these  have  been 
omitted  from  filming  /  Use  peut  que  cerlaines  pages 
blanches  ajout^es  lors  d'une  restauration 
apparalssent  dans  le  texte,  mals.  lorsque  cela  <tait 
possible,  ces  pages  n'om  pas  M  film<es. 

Additional  comments  / 
Commentalres  suppMmentaires: 


L'Institut  a  microfilm^  le  meilleur  exemplaire  qu'il  lul  a 
6\i  possible  de  se  procurer.  Les  details  de  cet  exem* 
ptaba  qui  tent  peiil4lr«  uniquea  du  poM  da  vua  bR)R* 
ographlque.  qui  peuvent  modifier  une  Image  reproduite. 
ou  qui  peuvent  exiger  une  modification  dans  la  m^lho- 
da  normala  da  f^ga  aom  indiqute  ci>dessoua. 

I    j  Cotoured  pages  /  Pages  de  couleur 

I    j  Paget  damaged/ Pageaandommagiet 

□ Pages  rastorad  and/br  lan^tad  / 
Pages  rastawfoa  at^  palBcuMes 

0 Pages  diseolourad.  stained  or  foxed  / 
Pages  dfcoloriat,  tachettea  ou  piquiea 

I    I  Pages  detached/ Pages  d^achies 

Showthrough /Transparence 


□ 
□ 
□ 


□ 


Quality  of  print  varies  / 
QualH^  In^gale  de  i'impression 

Includes  supplementary  material  / 
Comprend  du  materiel  suppl^mentaire 

Pages  wholly  or  partially  obscured  by  eri^.  i:  '-'.ps, 
tissues,  etc.,  have  been  refilmed  to  ensure  tht  ~  :  ;^t 
possible  image  /  Les  pages  totalement  ou 
partiellement  obscurcles  par  un  feuillet  d'errata.  une 
pelure.  etc.,  ont  6\6  film^es  k  nouveau  de  fa(on  k 
obtenir  la  menieure  Image  possible. 

Opposing  pages  with  varying  colouration  or 
discolourations  are  fHmed  twice  to  ensure  the  best 
possible  image  /  Les  pages  s'opposant  ayant  des 
colorations  variables  ou  des  decolorations  sont 
fibntes  deux  toi*  afni  d'^enir  la  meiUeure  irrwgeL 
possible. 


Thki  Htm  l«  fBroed  at  the  reduction  f»iie  checked  below  / 

C«  tfecumtnt  ut  (ilmi  au  taus  dt  i<due.ien  !nd!qu<  ci>dcts9ut. 

10x  14x  18x  22x   26x   30x  

1   I   I   I   I   I   I  I   I   I   !✓!   I   I   I   I   I  I   I   I   I   I  I 

12x  ICx  20x  24x  28x  32x 


Tht  copy  filmed  her*  has  bMii  r«pro<lue«d  ttianlM 
to  tho  gonorotity  of: 


L'oKompiaini  film*  fut  roproduit  grico  k  la 
gAnArositt  da: 


Unhrtrtlty  of  Atbcrta 
Edmonton 

Tha  imagas  appaaring  hara  ara  the  best  quality 
potsibia  contldaring  tha  condition  and  lagibility 
of  tha  original  copy  and  in  kaaping  with  tha 
filming  contract  tpacificationa. 


Original  copies  in  printed  paper  covers  ara  filmed 
beginning  with  the  front  cover  and  ending  on 
the  last  page  with  a  printed  or  illustrated  impraa- 
sion,  or  the  back  cover  when  appropriate.  Ail 
other  original  copies  are  filmed  beginning  on  the 
first  page  with  a  printed  or  illuatratad  Impres- 
sion, and  ending  on  the  last  page  with  a  printad 
or  illuatratad  impraaaion. 


Tha  laat  recorded  frame  on  each  microfiche 
shall  contain  the  symbol  ^»>(meening  "CON- 
TINUCD'  I,  or  the  symbol  ▼  (meaning  "END"), 
whichever  applies. 

Maps,  plates,  charts,  etc.,  may  be  filmed  at 
different  reduction  ratios.  Those  too  large  to  be 
entirely  included  in  one  expoaura  ara  filmed 
beginning  in  the  upper  left  hand  corner,  left  to 
right  and  top  to  bottom,  as  many  frames  as 
required.  The  following  diagrama  illuatrata  the 
method: 


Univtnity  of  Alberts 


Les  images  suivantss  ont  M  reproduites  avec  la 
plus  grand  soin,  compta  tenu  de  la  condition  at 
da  la  nattet«  da  I'axamplaira  film*,  at  an 
conf  ormit*  avac  lea  eendWona  du  eontrat  da 
fiimaga. 

Lea  axemplairaa  originaux  dont  la  couverture  en 
papier  aet  imprimAe  sont  film«s  en  commencent 
per  le  premier  plat  at  en  terminant  soit  par  la 
derni«re  page  qui  comporte  une  empreinte 
d'impression  ou  d'illustrbtion.  soit  par  la  second 
plat,  salon  le  caa.  Tous  lea  autres  exemplaires 
originaux  sont  filmta  en  commencent  par  la 
premltre  page  qui  comporte  une  empreinte 
d'impression  ou  d'illustration  at  en  terminant  par 
la  darniire  page  qui  comporte  una  taUa 
empreinte. 

Un  des  symboles  suivants  apparaltra  sur  la 
darniire  image  de  cheque  microfiche,  selon  le 
cas:  le  symbols        signifie  "A  8UIVRE".  le 
aymbola  Y  signifie  "FIN". 

Les  cartas,  planches,  tablaeux.  etc.,  pauvant  itra 
film«a  *  daa  taux  da  reduction  diff«rents. 
Lorsque  le  document  est  trop  grand  pour  dtre 
reproduit  en  un  seul  clicha,  il  est  film*  A  partir 
de  Tangle  supirieur  gauche,  de  gauche  k  droite. 
et  da  haut  an  baa.  an  pranant  la  nombra 
d'imagaa  nacassaire.  Lea  diagrammaa  suivants 
ilhiatrant  la  mithoda. 


2 


3 


1 

2 

3 

4 

5 

6 

MICROCOPY  RESOIUTION  TEST  CHART 

(ANSI  and  ISO  TEST  CHART  No.  2) 


4 


/APPLIED  IIVHGE  Ir 

1653  East  Uain  Street 

Rochester.  Neo  York      1*609  USA 

(716)       -  0300  -  PtKm. 

(716)  288  -  5989  -  Fox 


A  CENTURY  OF  PARODY  AND 
IMITATION 


CENTURY  OF  PARODY 
AND  IMITATION 


EDITED  BY 

WALTER  JERROLD 

AND 

R.  M.  LEONARD 


♦  No  author  ever  spared  a  brother, 
Wits  are  gamecockt  to  one  another.' 

Oat 


y:  LlBRA>5^«$r  THE 

op:.3t.  JOHN^THE  APOSTL.  , 

HUMPHREY  MILFORD 
OXFORD  UNIVERSITY  PRESS 
LONDON,  EDINBURGH,  GLASGOW 
NEW  YORK,  TORONTO,  MELBOURNE,  BOMBAY 

19x3 


ai*'..  ST.  JOHN  THf£  AP'O: 


PA/ 

p3  PREFATORY  NOTE 

The  object  of  this  compilation  is  to  provide  a  oorpiu  of 
representative  parodies  and  imitations  of  a  century, 
beginning  with  Rejected  Addresses  (1812),  which  practi^ 
cally  marked  the  birth  of  modem  parody,  and  are  here 
pnnted  in  their  entirety.  Prose  parodies,  excepting 
those  m  Rejected  Addresses,  have  been  excluded;  the 
derivation  of  the  word  'parody'  may  be  referred  to  in 
jusfcifioataon.  Bmonoii  wrote  in  his  *  Fable ' 

'  all  sorts  of  things  and  westher 

Must  be  taken  in  (ogethw 
To  make  up  a  yen 
And  a  sphere; 

SO  in  this  volume  will  be  found  aU  forms  of  imitations 
from,  in  Mr.  Owen  Seamaa'a  words,  '  the  lowest,  a  mere 
verbal  echo,  to  the  highest,  where  it  becomes  a  depart- 
ment of  pure  criticism.' 

It  is  quite  unnecessary  to  add  to  the  pubhshed  mass 
<A  writing,  wise  and  foolish,  on  the  art  and  ethics  of 
parody.  Some  of  the  pieces  in  this  book  are  included 
chiefly  because  they  have  an  historical  place  in  the 
development  of  parody  to  its  present  high  standard  of 
execution  and  good  taste. 

Isaac  D'IsraeU  asserted  that  '  unless  the  prototype 
is  familiar  to  us  a  parody  is  nothing.'  As  a  matter  of 
fact  some  of  the  best  work  is  that  of  which  the  originals 
have  been  forgotten  kmg  rinoe;  although,  of  oouzse, 
when  the  poets  and  the  poems  imitated  are  familiar 
the  art  of  the  imitator  can  be  better  appreciated. 

The  word  *  century '  has  been  interpreted  with  soma 
lioeaoe.  The  work  of  Hrii^  parodists  does  not  faU 
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within  the  scope  ci  this  collection,  and  it  is  a  real  self- 
denying  ordinance  which  forbids  the  inclusion  of 
triumphs  by  Sir  Frederick  Pollock,  Mr.  Owen  Seaman, 
Sir  Arthur  QuiUer-Couch,  Mr.  Barry  Pain,  the  Rev. 
Anthony  Deane,  and  others  who,  in  their  undergraduate 
days,  enlivened  the  periodicals  of  Oxford  and  Cambridge, 
or  to-day  show  their  dexterity  in  the  pages  of  Punch. 
By  way  of  recompense,  the  volume  contains  parodies 
by  some,  still  living  in  1812,  whose  work  was  published 
before  Bejected  Addresses.  The  parodies  which  follow 
therefore  range  from  George  Ellis,  who  was  bom  in 
1753,  to  Andrew  Lang,  who  died  in  1912.  Very  sparing 
use  has  been  made  of  anonymous  work,  and  in  this 
connexion  it  may  be  well  to  explain  that  *  Adolphus 
Smalls  of  Boniface'  is  ruled  out,  because,  although 
published  anonymously,  it  is  known  to  be  the  jorat 
composition  in  their  Balliol  days  of  Dr.  W.  W.  Merry, 
the  Rector  of  Lincoln  College,  Oxford,  and  Alfred 
Blomfield,  afterwar' .  Bishop  of  Colchester. 

With  regard  to  Rejected  Addresses,  the  publication  of 
which  may  be  said  to  have  revived  and  established  the  art 
of  parody,  the  genesis  of  the  work  is  sufficiently  explained 
in  the  authors'  prefaces  and  notes.  There  were  parodists 
before  the  Brothers  Smith,  yet  their  topical  httle 
volume  has  a  lasting  value,  not  only  because  of  its 
inherent  excellence,  but  also  because  it  struck  the  note 
which  the  best  later  exponents  of  the  art  have  followed. 
Published  in  the  autumn  of  1812,  the  book  reached 
its  fifteenth  edition  within  two  years,  and  its  success 
led  to  the  publication  of  a  volume  of  certain  of  the 
Addresaes  that  had  really  been  wat  to  Dmry  Lane 
for  competition.  The  one  hundred  and  fifteen  such 
Addresses  which  were  actually  submitted  are,  with  one 
or  two  exceptions,  preserved  in  the  Manuscript  Depart- 
ment ol  the  British  Museum. 

The  comittlers'  best  th«iks  are  due  to  tiioee  who 
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have  kindly  allowed  the  use  of  copyri^t  paiodiea 

or  imitations— namely,  to  the  following:  Sir  Herbert 
Stephen  (and  Messrs.  Bowes  and  Bowes)  for  parodies 
by  hte  brotiier  J.  K.  Stephen ;  Bfr.  Theodore  Watts- 
Dunton  and  Measis.  Chatto  and  Windus  for  Swinburne's 
parodies;  Mr.  W.  M.  Rossetti  and  Messrs.  ElUs  for  those 
by  Dante  Gabriel  Rossetti;  Mesirs.  G.  Bell  and  Sons 
for  the  copyright  pieces  by  C.  8.  CSalverley  in  Fly-Leavea  ; 
Messrs.  Blackwood  and  Sons  for  Sir  Theodora  Martin's 
'Lay  of  the  Lovelorn'  and  H.  D.  Traill's  parodies; 
Messrs.  Bradbury,  Agnew  and  Co.  for  R.  F.  Murray's 
*  Tennysonian  Fragment '  from  funeh  ;  Messra.  Bums 
and  Gates  for  Francis  Thompson's  imitation  of  Omar 
Khayyam  ;  Messrs.  Chatto  and  Windus,  and,  for  the 
American  rights,  the  Houghton,  Mifflin  Company,  for 
the  parodies  by  Biet  Harte  and  Bayard  Taylor ;  the 
Editor  of  the  Journal  of  Education  for  '  A  Girtonian 
Funeral '  by  an  unknoAvn  author,  presumably  deceased; 
Messra.  Longmans,  Green  and  Co.  for  the  parodiee.  by 
Andrew  Lang;  Messra.  J.  MacLehose  and  Sons  for  the 
additional  pieces  by  R.  F.  Murray;  Messrs.  Metcalfe 
and  Co.  for  A.  C.  Hilton's  parodies;  Messrs.  Pickering 
and  Chatto  for  Mias  Fanshawe's  pieces  ;  and  Messra. 
Charles  Scribner's  Sons  for  the  variaticms  by  H.  C.  Biinner 
on  the  familiar  theme  of  '  Home,  Sweet  Home.'  The 
sources  of  the  copyright  work  are  given  in  the  notrs 
at  the  md  of  the  vnhime.  The  footnotes  arc  those  of 
the  writecs  of  the  parodies. 

WALTER  JERROLD. 
R.  M.  LEONARD. 
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REJECTED  ADDRESSES' 

OB 

THE  NEW  THEATRUM  POETARUM 


Fired  thtA  the  Hoom  rajeot  him  I  a  deatlil 

I'll  print  a,  and  (Aanw  th*  fods. 

POPB. 


LOYAL  EFFUSION. 

BY  W.  T.  F.« 

Qiilcqaid  dioant,  kHtdo:  id  ramun  u  negant, 
Luido  id  qaoqim. 

Tmaxsou. 

Hail,  gloriong  edifice,  sturmidous  work ! 
God  bless  the  Regent  and  the  Duke  of  York ! 

Ye  Muses !  by  whose  aid  I  cried  down  Fox, 
Grant  me  in  Drury  Lane  a  private  box, 
Where  I  may  loll,  cry  bravo  !  and  profess 
The  boundless  powers  of  England's  glorious  press; 
V/liile  Afric's  sons  exclaim,  from  shore  to  shore, 
'  Quashee  ma  boo  !'— the  slave-trade  is  no  more  ! 

J  The  preface  in  given  at  the  beginning  of  the  Notes  on  p.  393. 

3  WiLUAM  Thomas  FmovuLD.  The  annotator's  first  peraonal 
knowledge  of  this  gentleman  was  at  Harry  Greville's  Kc-Nio  Theatre, 
in  Tottenham  Street,  where  he  personated  Zanga  in  a  wia  too  nnall 
for  lus  head.  The  second  time  of  sedng  him  wm  at  Wb  taUe  oi 
<dd  Lord  Dudley,  who  familiarly  callea  him  Fttc,  bat  fcagot  to 
name  him  in  his  wilL  The  Earl's  son  (noenthr  daoaaMd).  however, 
liberally  supplied  the  omisaion  by  •  donation  of  five  ^onsand 
pounds.  The  third  and  last  time  of  encountering  him  was  at  an 
anniversary  dinnor  of  the  Literary  Fund,  at  the  Freemasons'  Tavern. 
Both  partiea.  aa  two  of  the  stewards,  met  their  brethren  in  a  small 
room  about  half  an  honr  before  dinner.  The  lampooner,  out  of 
delicacy,  kept  aloof  from  the  poet.  The  latter,  how«f«r.  BMd* 
up  to  mm,  inien  the  following  dialogue  took  plaoe: 

m 
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HOHAOB  Ain>  JAmS  SKITB 


In  fair  Arabia  (happy  once,  now  stony, 
Since  ruined  by  that  arch-apostate  Boney), 
A  phoenix  late  was  caught:  the  Arab  host 
Long  ponder'd — part  would  boil  it,  part  would  roast; 
But  while  they  ponder,  up  the  pot-lid  flies, 
Fledged,  beak'd,  and  olaw'd,  alive  they  see  him  rise 
To  heaven,  and  caw  defiance  in  the  skies. 
So  Drury,  first  in  roasting  fiames  consumed, 
Then  by  old  renters  to  hot  water  doom'd. 
By  Wyatt's  trowel  patted,  plump  and  sleek, 
Soars  without  wings,  and  caws  without  a  beak. 
Gallia's  stem  despot  shall  in  vain  advance^ 
From  Paris,  the  metropolis  of  France; 
By  this  dav  month  the  monster  shall  not  gain 
A  foot  of  land  in  Portugal  or  Spain. 
See  Wellington  in  Salamanca's  field 
Forces  his  favourite  general  to  yield, 
Breaks  through  his  lines,  and  leaves  his  boasted  Manii<mt 
Expiring  on  the  plain  without  his  arm  on; 
Madrid  he  enters  at  the  cannon's  mouth, 
And  then  the  villages  still  further  south. 
Base  Buonaparte,  fiU'd  with  deadly  ire, 
Sets,  one  by  one,  our  playhouses  on  fire. 
Some  years  ago  he  pounced  with  deadly  glee  on 
The  Opera  House,  then  burnt  down  the  Pantheon; 
Nay,  still  unsated,  in  a  coat  of  fiames, 
Next  at  Millbar'i  he  cross'd  the  river  Tli  uiv 


itzgerald  (witit  good  humour):  'Mr.   ,  I  mem  to  recite 

after  dinner.' 

Mr.  :  '  Do  you  ?' 

Fitzgerald:  '  Yes;  you'll  have  more  of  "  God  bleas  the  Regent 
and  the  Duke  of  York  !"  ' 

The  whole  of  this  imitation,  after  a  lapse  of  twenty  yean,  appears 
to  the  Authors  too  personal  and  saroaatio;  bat  they  may  uelter 
themselves  under  a  very  broad  mantle: 

'Let  hoarse  Fitcser&ld  bawi 
His  oreakiac  oonplets  in  a  ttivern-liaU.' 

BnoK. 

'  'The  first  piece,  under  the  name  of  the  loyal  Mr.  Fitzgerald, 
though  as  good,  we  suppose,  as  the  original,  is  not  very  interesting. 
Whether  it  be  very  like  Mr.  Fitzgerald  or  not,  however,  it  must 
be  allowed  that  the  vulgaritv.  servility,  and  gross  absurdity  of  the 
newspaper  scribblers  is  weU  xendand  in  we  foUowiag  lines.' — 
Edinburgh  Review. 


ROSACB  AKD  JAMB8  SMITH 
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Thy  hatch,  O  Halfpenny    pass'd  in  a  trice, 

Boil'd  some  black  pitch,  and  burnt  down  Astley's  twioe; 

Then  buzzing  on  throiudi  ether  with  a  vile  hum, 

Tum'd  to  the  left  huid,  frmting  the  Asyliuu, 

And  burnt  the  Royal  Circus  in  a  hurry — 

('Twas  call'd  the  C^us  then,  but  now  the  Surrey). 

Who  burnt  ((K>nfound  his  soul !)  the  houBes  twain 
Of  Covent  Garden  and  of  Drury  Lane  1 
Who,  while  the  British  squadron  lay  ofE  Cork 
(God  bless  the  Regent  and  the  Duke  of  YoA !) 
With  a  foul  earthquake  ravaged  the  Caraccas, 
And  raised  the  price  of  dry  goods  and  tobaccos  1 
Who  makes  the  quartern  loaf  and  Luddites  rise  ? 
Who  fills  the  butchers*  shops  with  large  blue  flies  ? 
Who  thought  in  flames  St.  Junes's  court  to  pinch  1 
Who  burnt  the  wardrobe  of  poor  Lady  Finch  f— • 
Why  he,  «'ho,  forcing  for  this  isle  a  yoke, 
Peminds  tje  of  aline  I  lately  spoke, 
'The  tree      freedom  is  the  British  oak.' 

Bless  every  man  possess'd  of  aught  to  give; 
Long  may  Long  Tilnev,  Wellesley,  Long  Pole  live; 
God  bless  the  Army,  bless  their  coats  of  scarlet, 
God  bless  the  Navy,  bless  the  Princess  Charlotte; 
God  bless  the  Guards,  though  worsted  Gallia  scofi, 
God  bless  their  pi^-tails,  though  they're  now  cut  off; 
And,  oh !  in  Downing  Street  would  Old  Nick  revel, 
ibufi^aod's  prime  milliter,  timi  bless  tiie  devi ! 

^  In  plain  English,  the  Halfpenny -hatch,  then  a  footway  tbfOtq^ 
fields;  bat  now,  as  the  same  bards  sing  elsewhere— 

*  St.  Oflorge's  Fields  are  fields  no  more. 
The  trowel  supersedes  the  plough; 
Swamps,  huge  and  inandato  of  yore. 
Are  oluuigad  to  oiTio  vUlas  now.' 


Fitzgerald  Mikaally  sent  in  an  address  to  the  committee  on  the 
31st  of  Aagtut,  1812.  It  was  published  among  the  other  genuine 
Rejeeud  Addretm*,  ki  oas  votaoM,  is  ttat  jMr.  Tk»  felmrfaqt  ^ 
an  extract:— 

'  The  troubled  shade  of  Garriok,  hovering  near, 
Dropt  on  the  buming  pile  a  pitying  tear.' 

Wliat  a  jity  tiiat.  tt«  Stame'i  wwowting  angel,  it  did  not  nicceed 
in  blotting  the  fire  oat  for  cvarl  Ttwt  fi^ag,  whj  not  ado^ 
Oulliver's  remedy  ? 


■OKAOB  AHD  JAM18  SMIXB 


THE  BABY'S  DEBUT. 

BY  W.  W.* 

Thy  lisping  prattle  and  thy  mincing  gait. 
All  thy  fake  mimic  fooleries  I  hate; 
For  thou  art  Folly's  counterfeit,  and  she 
Who  is  right  foolish  h»th  the  better  plea: 
Nature's  true  idiot  I  ^ef  er  to  viiee. 

GUUBIBLAITD. 

fSpokut  in  the  eharaater  of  Nan^  Lake,  a  giH  tight  ytmrt  o/  mw.  tpAo 
M  drown  %po»  tk»  itage  in  a  ekiUP$  ehaite  by  Sammd  BMgkt$, 
Jm  Mnek'$  porter.} 

My  brother  Jack  was  nine  in  May," 
And  I  was  eight  on  New-year's-day; 

So  in  Kate  Wilson's  shop 
Papa  (he's  my  papa  and  Jack's) 
Bought  me,  last  week,  a  doll  of  wax, 

And  brotbw  Jack  a  top. 

Jack  's  in  the  pouts,  and  this  it  is, — 
He  thinks  mine  came  to  more  than  hk; 

So  to  my  drawer  he  goes, 
Takes  out  the  doll,  and,  0,  my  stars : 
He  pokes  her  head  between  the  bars, 

And  melts  ofE  half  her  nose ! 

*■  WlLUAH  WOBOaWOBTH. 

*  Jaolc  and  Nanqy,  as  it  was  afterwards  remarked  to  the  Authors, 
are  Ime  made  to  oome  into  the  world  at  periods  not  sufficiently 
remote.  The  writwa  were  then  bachelors.  One  of  them,  unfor- 
tonatdy.  etiU  oontinues  so,  as  he  has  thus  recorded  ia  liie  nieoe's 
altmm: 

'Should  I  seek  Hymen's  tie. 

As  a  poot  I  die — 
Ye  Benedicks,  mourn  my  distresses  t 

For  wliat  little  tame 

Is  annexed  to  my  name 
IB  derived  from  Reieeled  Addresses.' 

The  blunder,  notwithstanding,  remains  onrectified.  The  reader 
of  poetry  ia  always  dissatisfied  with  emendations:  they  sound  dia- 
oordantly  apoa  the  ewr,  lilu  a  modHn  wmg.  by  Kaiiop  or  Braham. 
jatBodaoed  m  Love  in  a  YiBagt. 
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Quite  cross,  a  bit  of  eMng  I  beg, 
And  tie  it  to  his  peg-top's  peg, 

And  bang,  with  mi^^t  and  main, 
Its  head  against  the  parlour-door: 
Off  flies  the  head,  and  hits  the  floor, 

And  breaks  a  window-pane. 

This  made  him  cry  with  rage  and  spite: 
Well,  let  him  cry,  it  serves  him  right. 

A  pretty  thing,  forsooth  ! 
If  he's  to  inelt,  all  scalding  hot, 
HaJf  my  doll's  nose,  and  I  am  not 

To  draw  Ids  p«g-top's  tooth.l 

Aunt  Hannah  heard  the  window  break, 
And  cried,  '  0  naughty  Nancy  Lake, 

Thus  to  distress  your  aunt: 
No  Dmiy  Lane  tot  you  to-day!' 
And  while  Papa  said,  '  Pooh,  she  may !» 

Mamma  said,  '  No,  she  sha'n't !' 

Well,  after  many  a  sad  reproach. 
They  got  into  a  hackney  coach. 

And  trotted  down  tiie  street. 
I  saw  them  go  :  one  horse  was  blind, 
The  tails  of  both  hung  down  behind, 

Thdr  shoes  wwe  on  tiidr  feet. 

The  chaise  in  which  poor  brother  Bill 
Used  to  be  drawn  to  Pmtonville 

Stood  in  the  lumber-room: 
I  wiped  the  dust  from  off  the  top. 
While  Molly  mopp'd  it  with  a  mop, 

And  Iffuah'd  it  with  a  Inoom. 

My  uncle's  porter,  Samuel  Hu^es, 
Ciune  in  at  six  to  black  the  shoes, 

(I  always  talk  to  Sam:) 
So  what  does  he,  but  takes,  and  drags 
Me  in  the  chaise  along  the  flags. 

And  leaves  me  where  I  am. 
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BOBAOB  AVD  JAMES  SMITH 


My  father's  walls  are  made  of  briok. 
But  not  so  ti^ll  and  not  so  thick 

As  these;  ai^,  goodness  me ! 
My  father's  beams  are  made  of  wood, 
But  never,  never  half  so  good 

As  tiiose  tiiftt  now  I  see. 


What  a  large  floor !  'tis  like  a  town  ! 
The  carpet,  when  they  lay  it  down. 

Won't  hide  it,  I'll  be  bound; 
And  there's  a  row  of  lamps  !— my  eye  f 
How  they  do  blaze !  I  wonder  why  • 

Th^  keep  them  on  tiie  gromid. 


At  first  I  caught  hold  of  the  wing. 
And  kept  away;  but  Mr.  Thing- 

amoob,  the  prompter  man, 
Gave  with  his  hand  my  chaise  a  shove, 
And  said,  '  Go  on,  my  pretty  love; 

'  Speak  to  'em.  little  Nan. 


'You've  only  got  to  curtsy,  whisp- 
er, hold  your  chin  up,  laugh,  and  lisp. 

And  thea  you're  sure  to  take: 
I've  known  the  day  when  brats,  not  quite 
Thirteen,  got  fifty  pounds  a-night;^ 

Then  wliy  not  Naney  Lah»  ?' 

*  This  alludea  to  the  young  Betty  m&nU.  The  writer  was  in 
the  stage-box  at  the  height  of  this  ^oang  geattoaum's  popu't^ty. 
One  of  the  other  occupants  offered,  in  a  load  rfAoe,  to  prr  e  '  .^t 
young  Betty  did  not  understand  Shakespeare.  '  Silence  I*  .'  ^  th» 
cry ;  but  he  still  proceeded.  '  Turn  him  out  1'  was  the  next  ejaoola' 
tion.  He  still  vociferated  '  He  does  not  understand  Shakespeare;' 
and  was  consequently  shouldered  into  the  lobby.  '  I'll  prove  it  to 
you.'  said  the  critic  to  the  door-keeper.  '  Prove  what,  sir  T'  '  Tb«* 
he  does  not  understand  Shakespeare.'  This  was  'loUdre's  housemaid 
with  a  vengeance  ! 

Young  Betty  may  now  be  seen  walking  about  town — a  portly 
personage,  aged  s^bout  forty— clad  in  a  furred  and  frogged  aurtout; 
probably  mattering  to  himself  (as  he  has  been  at  college),  '  0  rnihi 
pcirtiriiiMif  fte. 
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But  while  I'm  speaking,  wkere's  papa  ? 
And  niece's  my  aimt  t  and  where^i  mamma  I 

Where's  Jack  ?   0,  there  they  sit ! 
Thejr  smile,  they  nod;  I'll  go  my  ways, 
And  order  round  poor  Billy's  ohakw, 

To  join  tham  in  the 

And  now,  good  gentlefolks,  I  go 
To  join  mamma,  and  see  the  thiow; 

So,  bidding  you  adieu, 
I  curtsy,  like  a  pretty  miss, 
And  if  you'll  blow  to  me  a  kiss, 

ru  blow  a  kiss  to  you. 

'  The  author  does  not,  in  thb  iofUniM.  attampt  to  copy  any  of 
the  higher  attributes  oi  Mr.  Wotdnrac^'t  poetey;  bat  hM  succeeded 
perfectly  m  the  baitMm  ot  hk  naokkh  affaeUtimia  of  chUdiah 
MinpUcity  and  mmmr  ■Nmiring.  We  hope  H  wUl  make  him 
adiamed  of  hit  AkM  FO,  mad  thb  greatw  part  of  hn  lart  volumea 
~*1.SS^i.i!^°®J?2^  •  pwxijr,  but  a  very  fair,  aad  tndMd 


AN  ADDRESS 
WITHOUT  A  PH(ENIX. 
BY  8,  T.  P.* 

Tut  WM  looind  for  at  «Hir  hMid.  Mid  thk  WM  Uftad. 

What  Ytm  Wm. 

What  stately  vision  mooks  my  waking  smise  f 

Hence,  dear  delusion,  sweet  enchantment,  heooe ! 

Ha !  is  it  real  ? — can  my  doubts  be  vain  ? 

It  is,  it  is,  and  Drury  hves  again ! 

Around  each  grateful  veteran  attends. 

Eager  to  rush  and  gratulate  his  friends. 

Friends  whose  kind  looks,  retraced  with  proud  ddig^t, 

Endear  the  past,  and  make  the  future  bright: 

Yes,  genearous  patrons,  your  returning  smile 

Blesses  cm  Uim,  «ad  ocmsecrates  oar 

I'oraaseeoi^oltbtaMMiiTWMaiiMMaaHtt.MetiMPNi^ 
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When  last  we  met,  Fate's  unrelenting  hand 
Already  graaped  the  devastating  brand; 
Skm  orepb  tae  aileiit  flame,  enniared  its  prize. 

Then  burst  resistless  to  the  astonished  skies. 
The  glowing  walls,  disrobed  of  scenic,  pride, 
In  trembling  conflict  stemmed  the  burning  tide. 
Till  crackling,  blazing,  rocking  to  its  fall, 
Down  rushed  the  thundering  roof,  and  buried  all  I 

Wliere  late  the  sister  Muses  sweetly  sung. 
And  raptured  thousands  on  their  music  hung, 
Where  Wit  and  Wiadom  ahone,  by  Beauty  graced. 
Sat  lonely  Silence,  empress  of  the  waste; 
And  still  had  reigned — but  he,  whose  voice  can  raise 
More  magic  wonders  than  Amphion's  lays. 
Bade  jarring  bands  with  friendly  zeal  Migage 
To  rear  the  prostrate  glories  of  the  stage. 
Up  leaped  the  Muses  at  the  potent  spell. 
And  Drury's  genius  saw  his  t«nple  swell; 
Worthy,  we  hope,  the  British  Dnuna'a  oaoae, 
Worthy  (A  Bntuh  arta,  and  yo«r  applaoae. 

Guided  by  yon,  our  earnest  aims  presume 
To  renovate  the  Drama  with  the  dome; 
The  scenes  of  Sht^espeare  and  our  bards  of  old» 
With  due  observance  splendidly  unfold. 
Yet  raise  and  foster  with  parental  hand 
The  living  talent  of  our  native  land. 
0  !  may  we  stiH,  to  sense  and  nature  tme. 
Delight  the  many,  nor  o£Eend  the  few. 
Though  varying  tastes  our  changeful  Drama  claim, 
Still  be  its  moral  traidenoy  the  same, 
To  win  by  precept,  by  example  warn, 
To  brand  the  front  of  Vice  with  pointed  scorn. 
And  Virtae's  nailing  brows  witii  votive  wreaths  admn. 


mmam  jam  tutm  mam 


• 


CUI  BONO! 


BY  LOBD  b; 


I. 

Satbd  with  home,  of  wife,  of  children  tired. 
The  netlen  soul  ii  driven  abroAd  to  roam;* 
Sated  abroad,  all  seen,  yet  nought  admired, 
The  restless  soul  is  driven  to  ramble  home; 
Sated  with  both,  beneikth  new  Dnury*!  dome 
The  fiend  BDmd  muMrn  eommU  to  pine, 

*■  LoBD  Braov. 

*  TUa  wmdd  mmi  to  dioir  that  po«t  uicl  proiAet  are  avaonymoiu, 
the  noUe  bard  haTing  afterwaids  returned  to  England,  and  again 
quitted  it.  under  domeetio  eiKumitanoea  painfully  notorioui.  Ilia 
good>humoared  forgiveneH  of  the  Authors  has  been  already  alluded 
to  in  the  Preface.    Nothing  of  thia  Uluatrious  poet,  however 
tfirial,  can  be  otherwise  than  interesting.    'We  knew  him  well' 
At  Ifr.  Murray's  dinner-table  the  annotator  met  him  and  Sir  Johu 
Malcolm.    Lord  Byron  talked  of  intending  to  travel  in  Persia. 
'  What  must  I  do  when  I  set  off  ?'  said  he  to  Sir  John.   *  Cut  off 
your  buttons  1'   '  My  buttons  1  what,  these  metal  ones  7'  *Yee; 
'ae  Persians  are  in  the  main  very  honeot  fellows;  but  if  you  go  thua 
ediutned,  you  will  Lnfallibly  be  murdered  for  your  buttons.'  At 
a  dinner  at  Monk  Lewis's  chambers  in  the  Albany,  Lord  B3rron 
expressed  to  the  writer  his  determination  not  to  go  there  again, 
adding,  '  I  never  will  dine  with  a  middle-aged  man  who  fills  up  hie 
table  with  youug  ensigns,  and  has  looking-glass  panels  to  his  book- 
oases.'  Lord  Bjrron,  when  one  of  the  Drury  Lane  C!onunittee  of 
Management,  challenged  the  writer  to  sing  alternately  (like  the 
swains  in  Tupl)  the  praisea  id  Mrs.  Maidjn.  the  actn«,  who,  by 
the  by,  was  hiseed  off  tha  sttf*  for  an  hofirted  iatiaaMsr.  of  whkA 
■he  was  quite  binooeiit. 
The  ooBtert  ran  as  foSowt: 

'  Wake,  muse  of  fire,  7onr  ardent  lyn^ 

Pour  forth  your  amorous  ditty. 
But  first  profound,  in  duty  bound. 

Applaud  the  new  committee ; 
Their  scenic  art  from  Thespis  cart 

All  jaded  nags  discarding. 
To  London  drove  this  queen  of  lovet 

Knchanting  Mrs.  Mardyn. 

'  Thouffh  tides  of  love  around  her  rove, 
I  fear  sho'il  chooso  Factolus — 
In  that  MAt  surge  bards  ne'er  immeigeb 
So  Z  mm  trmtmtim  mttik 
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There  growls,  And  ottrMi,  like  »  deadly  Onmne, 
Seoniing  to  view  fantartto  Cdumbiae, 
Vkming  with  §oom  and  hato  tha  aonianaa  of  tiie  Nbw. 


"  Oat,  OQl,  alu  I"  Ul-tetod  gM. 

That  ahiii'it  round  CX>Tent  OardM* 
Thy  ray  how  flat,  oompared  with  tImM 
Vtom  eye  of  Mn.  Mardyn  1' 

And  80  on.  The  reader  haa,  no  doubt,  already  discovered  '  which 
li  the  justice,  and  which  is  the  thief.' 

Ijord  B^ron  at  that  time  wore  a  ver^  narrow  cravat  of  white 
sannet,  with  the  shirt-collar  falling  over  it;  a  black  coat  and  waist- 
coat, and  very  broad  white  trousers,  to  hide  his  lame  foot — these 
were  of  Russia  duck  in  the  morning,  and  jean  in  the  evening.  His 
watch-chain  had  a  number  of  smaO  gold  seals  appended  to  it,  and 
was  looped  up  to  a  button  of  his  waistcoat.  His  face  was  void  of 
colour;  he  wore  no  whiskers.  His  eyes  were  grev,  fringed  with 
long  black  lashes;  and  his  air  was  imposing,  but  ratner  supercilious. 
He  undervalued  David  Hume;  denving  hia  claim  to  grtiua  on 
acoooat  of  his  bulk,  and  oalUng  him  m»  the  bmio  tigiMt, 

'  The  fattest  hog  in  Epiouma*  atr.* 

One  of  this  extraordinary  man's  allegations  was,  that  '  fat  is  an 
oily  dropsy.'  To  stave  oS  its  visitation,  he  frequently  chewed 
tobacco  in  lieu  of  dinner,  alleging  that  it  absorbed  um  nctrk  ioiee 
of  the  stomach,  and  prevented  hunger.  *  Pass  your  IuhkI  dowa 
oiy  side.'  said  his  locdahip  to  the  writer;  *  can  you  count  mj  ttta  V 

*  Every  one  <A  than.'   *  lam  ddighted  to  hear  you  say  so.  I  oaDed 

last  week  oa  Udy  ;  «  Ah.  Uxd  Bynm."  aaid  she,  "  how  fat 

you  grow  I"  Bot  you  kaow  Lady   is  fond  of  saying  spiteful 

tiling*  i'  Let  tliia  goas^  be  rammed  up  with  the  words  of  Lord 
Cheaterfi^,  in  his  oliarMter  <rf  Bolingbroke:  '  Upon  the  whole,  on 

•  rarrey  of  tiib  extraordinary  ehanoter.  whak  omb  we  my  bat 
"  Alas,  poor  hamaa  nature  I" 

His  favourite  Pope's  dsseriptfcm  <rf  man  is  mpfttoMt  to  Bynm 
individually: 

'  Chaos  of  thought  and  passion  all  contused. 

Still  by  himself  abused  or  disabused; 
Created  part  to  rise  and  part  to  fail. 
Great  lord  of  all  thinss,  yet  a  slave  to  all; 
Sole  ]ad«re  of  truth,  in  endless  error  hurled— 
The  eriory,  joet,  and  riddle  of  the  world.' 

The  writer  never  heard  him  allude  to  ld»  defunaed  foot  weept 
upon  one  occasion,  whm,  entering  the  green-room  <rf  I^niry  Lane, 
he  found  Lord  Bjrron  alone,  the  younger  Byrne  and  Miss  &nitii  tiie 
dancer  having  just  left  him,  after  an  angry  oonferenoe  about  a  pat 
ssnl.  '  Had  you  been  here  a  mhnito  socmer.'  said  Lmrd  B..  '  you 
would  have  lieard  a  question  about  dancing  referred  to  me; — me ! 
(lo<Aing  moomfully  downward)  whom  fato  feom  my  birth  lus 
fR^btted  Ikmb  taldng  •  single  step.' 


MoiAOl  A>o  turn  mam  || 

n. 

Ye  reckless  dupes,  who  hither  wend  your  w»y 
To  gaze  on  puppeto  in  »  painted  dome. 
Punuinff  paitimee  ^taring  to  betray, 

Like  falling  stars  in  life's  eternal  gloom, 
What  seek  ye  here  ?  Joy's  evanescent  bloom  ? 
Woe's  me  !  the  brightest  wreatha  die  ever  gave 
Are  but  as  flowers  that  decorate  a  tomb. 
Man's  heart,  the  mournful  urn  o'er  which  they  wave, 
b  sacred  to  deqwir,  its  pedestal  the  grave. 

m. 

Has  Ufe  so  little  store  of  real  woes. 
That  here  ye  wend  to  taste  fictitious  grief  ! 
Or  is  it  that  from  truth  such  anguish  flows. 
Ye  court  the  lying  drama  for  reUef  1 
Long  shall  ye  find  the  pang,  the  napito  brief: 
Or  if  one  tolerable  paf  i  appears 
In  folly's  volume,  'tis  the  actor's  leaf, 
Who  dries  his  own  by  drawing  others'  tears 
And,  raising  present  mirth,  maki  glad  his  future  yeaxB. 

IV. 

Albeit,  how  like  young  Betty  doth  he  flee ! 
Light  as  the  mote  that  danoeth  in  the  beam, 
He  liyeth  only  in  man's  present  e'e, 
His  life  a  flash,  his  memory  a  dream, 
Oblivious  down  he  drops  in  Lethe's  stream. 
Yet  what  are  they,  the  learned  and  the  gnat! 
Awhile  of  longer  wonderment  the  theme. 
Who  shall  presimie  to  prophesy  their  date. 
Whore  nou|^t  is  oortain,  save  the  onoertainty  of  f 

v. 

This  goodly  pile,  upheaved  by  Wyatt*a  tofl. 
Perchance  than  Holland's  edifice^  more  fleet, 
Again  red  Lemnos'  artisan  may  spoil; 
The  fire-idMm  ai^  mkbiigfat  Snsm  may  b^, 

*  •  Holland's  edifice.'  The  late  thestro  WM  ImOt  by  Holland 
the  architect.  The  writer  risited  it  on  the  ni^t  of  ita  opening. 


IS 


And  all  be  strewed  y-smoking  at  your  feet ! 
Start  ye  I  perohMioe  Death's  angel  may  be  sent, 
En  mm  toe  flaming  temple  ve  relTCM; 
And  ve  whc  met,  on  revel  idfesse  bent, 
May    find,  in   pleasure's  lane,  your  grave  and 


The  pert omuHMM  mi*  Maebilk  sad  the  Virgin  Uwrnatkui.  Bsliwo 


the  play  and  ths  fuoe.  sa  •zedkot  epUosue.  wriMM  bv  Gaon* 
Colman.  was  ezodlmtly  •pokta  hf  Jim  Wttmu  U  NMnwl  to 
the  iron  ourtain  wbkh  waa,  bi  th*  avant  of  tn,  to  bt  lat  domi 
between  the  ataga  and  thn  andianoa.  and  whioh  saaocdin||y  daaoandad. 
by  wav  of  ezperiment.  leaving  UiM  Fanan  batwaaa  tha  lampa 
and  the  ourtain.  The  fair  speaker  informed  tha  «odienoe, 
that  should  the  fire  break  oat  on  tha  atage  (wbara  it  naaally 
originates),  it  would  thus  be  knfk  turn  tha  apsotstont  addtaf, 
wiu  great  solemnity — 

'  No  I  we  assure  our  senewwa  benetsotors 
'Twill  only  bum  the  soenerjr  and  the  actors  I' 

A  tank  of  water  was  afterwards  exhibited,  in  tha  ooona  of  tha 
epilogue,  in  i^iah  a  whuny  was  rowad  by  a  fasl  ttva  auui*  tha  bsad 
jrfaying— 

•  And  did  you  not  bear  ot  a  Jolly  young  waterman  t' 
1^  Fkrran  reciting— 

'  sit  still,  there's  nothing  In  it. 
We'll  undertake  to  drown  you  in  a  single  n:innta.' 

'  0  vain  thought !'  as  Othello  says.  Notwithstanding  tha  boast 
in  tile  epilogue— 


'Blow,  wind — oobm^ 
Our  eaaUa*! 


wiaok.  in 
h  atell  laq 


yat  nnbora, 
a  siege  to 

the  theatre  fdl  a  victim  to  the  flames  within  fifteen  years  from  the 
prognoatii' '  Theae  preparations  againat  fire  always  presuppoba 
presence  oi  mind  and  promptness  in  those  who  are  to  put  them  into 
action.  Tiiey  remind  one  of  the  dialogue,  in  Morton's  Speed  the 
Plough,  between  Sir  Abel  Handy  and  his  son  Bob: 

'  Bob.  Zounds,  the  oastie 's  o.i  fire  1 

Sir  A.  Yes. 

Bob.  Where's  your  patent  liquid  for  extinguishing  fire  7 

Sir  ^.  It  is  not  mixed. 

Bob.  Then  where's  your  patent  fire-escape  7 

Sir  A.  It  is  not  fixed. 

Bob.  You  are  never  at  a  loss  ? 

Sir  A.  Never. 

Bob.  Thai  what  do  you  mean  to  do  t 
8ieA.  IdoBtknow.' 


malum      iamm  mam  it 

n. 

Your  debts  mount  hi|^i— ye  plunge  in  deeper  milt ; 
Tlie  tndenuMi  dum— no  warning  voice  ye  hew; 
The  idaintiff  euee— to  public  shows  ye  haste; 
The  bailiff  threats— ye  feel  no  idle  fear. 
Who  can  arrest  your  prodigal  career  ? 
Who  CM  keep  down  tiw  levity  of  youth  f 
What  sound  can  startle  age's  stubborn  ear  ? 
Who  can  redem  from  wretchedness  and  ruth 
lfMitnwtofalMliood*aTojoe,lalMto  tlwToioeoi  troth  f 

vn. 

To  thee.  West  saint !  who  dofled  thy  skin  to  make 
The  Smithfield  rabble  leap  from  theirs  irith  foy, 
We  dedicate  the  pil»— arise !  awake  !— 
Knock  down  the  Muses,  wit  and  sense  destroy, 

Clear  our  new  stage  from  reason's  dull  alloy, 
Charm  hobbling  age,  and  tioUe  capering  youth 
With  cleaver,  marrow-bone,  and  Tunbridge  toy; 
While,  vibrating  in  unbelieving  tooth,' 
Harps  twang  in  Drury's  walls,  and  make  her  boards 
a  booth. 

vin. 

For  what  is  Hamlet,  but  a  hare  in  March  I 
And  what  is  Brutus,  but  a  oroalL  owlt 
And  what  is  RoUa  ?  Cupid  steeped  in  staioh, 
Orlando's  helmet  in  Augustine's  cowl. 
Shakespeare,  how  true  thine  adage,  '  fair  is  foul !' 
To  him  whose  soul  is  with  fruition  fraij^t, — 
The  song  of  Braham  is  an  Irish  howl, — 
Thinking  is  but  an  idle  waste  of  thought. 
And  nought  is  every  thing,  and  every  thing  is  nought. 

IX. 

Sons  of  Parnassus  !  whom  I  view  above, 
Not  laurel-crown'd,  but  clad  in  rusty  black; 
Not  spurring  Pegasus  through  Tempi's  grove, 
But  pacing  Grub-street  on  a  jaded  hack; 

'  A  rather  obscure  mode  of  expreaaion  for  Jetot'-hanf  whioh 
some  etymologists  allege,  bv  the  way.  to  be  a  corruption  M  /mm'- 
harp.  No  ooonexion.  theratore.  with  King  Dvrid. 
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What  reams  of  foolscap,  whPe  your  brains  ye  rack, 

Ye  mar  to  make  again !  for  sure,  ere  long, 
Condraan'd  to  tread  the  bard's  time-sanction'd  track, 
Ye  all  shall  join  the  bailifi-haunted  throng, 
And  reproduce,  in  rags,  the  rags  ye  blot  in  song. 

X. 

So  fares  the  follower  in  the  Muses'  train; 
He  toils  to  starve,  and  only  lives  in  death; 
We  slight  him,  till  our  patronage  is  vain. 
Then  round  his  skeleton  a  garland  wreathe, 
And  o'er  his  bones  an  empty  requiem  breathe — 
Oh !  with  what  tragic  horror  would  he  start, 
(Could  he  be  oonjurad  from  the  grave  beneath) 
To  find  the  stage  again  a  Thespian  cart, 
And  elephants  and  colts  down*trampling  Shakespeare's 

Hence,  pedant  Nature !  with  thy  Grecian  rules ! 
Centaurs  (not  fabulous)  those  rules  efface; 
Back,  sister  Muses,  to  your  native  schools; 
Here  booted  grooms  usurp  Apollo's  place. 
Hoofs  shame  the  boards  tnat  Garrick  used  to  grace, 
The  play  of  limbs  succeeds  the  play  of  wit, 
Man  yields  the  drama  to  the  Hou'yn'm  raoe. 
His  prompter  spurs,  his  licenser  the  bit, 
The  stage  »  tiMAe-jaisd,  d  jook^-otnb  the  pit. 

xa. 

Is  it  for  these  ye  rear  this  proud  abode? 
Is  it  for  these  your  superstition  seeks 
To  build  a  temple  worthy  of  a  god. 
To  laud  a  monkey,  or  to  worship  leeks  ? 
Then  be  the  stage,  to  recompense  your  freaks, 
A  motley  chaos,  jumbling  age  and  ranks. 
Where  Punch,  the  lignum-vitse  Roscius,  squeaks. 
And  Wisdom  weens,  and  Folly  plays  her  pranks, 
And  moody  Madness  lanj^  and  hugs  tiie  duun  ne  clanks. 


'The  author  has  succeeded  better  in  copying  the  moody  and 
miaanthropic  Matiments  of  CkOde  Harold,  than  the  nervou  and 
impetaou  dietioB  in  which  his  noble  Uo^pher  has  embodied  Htm. 
The  attnapt,  howerer,  iadioatee  very  OMiridenUe  power;  and  tiM 
flow  of  the  vene  and  tiw  oonetanie(«m  of  the  poetkal  period  an 
imitated  with  no  wdinary  ddlL'—AKiiNiyft  Bevkw. 


HORAOB  jUn>  JAMW  SMITa 
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TO  THE 

SECRETARY  OF  THE  MAN  iGING  COMMITTEE 
OP  DRU.IY  LA.VE  I'LAYHOUSE. 

Sm, 

To  the  gewgaw  fetters  of  rhyme  (invented  bv  the 
monks  to  enslave  the  people)  I  have  a  rooted  objection. 
I  have  therefore  writtm  an  addrera  for  your  theatre  in 
pl«n,  homespun,  yeoman's  prose;  in  the  domg  whereof 
I  hope  I  a,m  swayed  by  nothing  but  an  independent  wish 
to  open  the  eyes  of  this  guUed  people,  to  prevent  a 
repetition  of  the  dramatic  bamboozling  they  have  hitherto 
laboured  nnder.  K  you  like  what  I  have  done,  and  mean 
to  make  use  of  it,  I  don't  want  any  such  aristocraiie 
reward  as  a  piece  of  plate  with  two  griffins  sprawUng 
upon  It,  or  a  do^  and  a  jackass  fighting  for  a  ha'p'worth 
of  gtlt  gingerbread,  or  any  such  Bartholomew-fair  non- 
sense. All  I  ask  is,  that  the  door-keepers  of  your  rfav- 
house  may  take  all  the  sets  of  my  Reg^  now  on  hand, 
and  force  every  body  who  enters  your  doors  to  buy  one 
pvmg  afterwards  a  debtor  and  creditor  account  of  what 
they  have  received,  post-paid,  and  in  dne  oowvemnittinff 
me  the  money  and  unsold  Begisten,  earriage-paid. 

I  am,  &c. 
W.  C.> 

m  hbm  ohasaotxb  of 
A  HAMPSHIRE  FARMER. 


■  Rabidi.  qui  concitus  iti 


Implevit  pariter  temis  latratibus  auras, 
Et  sparsit  virides  apainiB  albmtiboa  agros. 

Most  XHiNKmo  Pboplb, 

Whmt  permns  address  an  audience  from  the  stage,  it  is 
usual,  either  in  words  or  gesture,  to  say,  '  Lftcoea  •nd 
Gentlemen,  your  servant.'    If  I  were  base  flOM^, 

*  WiLUAH  C!ORBITT— now  ILP. 
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mean  enough,  paltry  enough,  and  brute  beast  enough, 
to  follow  wat  fashion,  I  should  tell  two  lies  in  a 
breath.  In  the  first  place,  you  are  not  Ladies  and 
Gentlemen,  but  I  hope  something  better,  that  is  to 
say,  honest  men  and  women;  and  in  the  next  place, 
if  yoa  were  evw  so  much  ladies,  and  ever  so  much 
gentlemen,  I  am  not,  nor  ever  wiU  be,  your  humble  ser- 
vant. You  see  me  here,  most  thinking  people,  by  mere 
chance.  I  have  not  been  within  the  doors  of  a  playhouse 
before  for  these  ten  years;  nor,  till  that  abominable 
custom  of  taking  money  at  the  doors  is  discontinued, 
will  I  ever  sanction  a  theatre  with  my  presence.  The 
stage-door  is  the  only  gate  of  freedom  in  the  whole  edifice, 
and  through  that  I  made  my  way  from  Bagshaw's^  in 
Brydges  Street,  to  accost  you.  Look  about  you.  Are 
you  not  all  comfortable  ?  Nay,  never  slink,  mun ;  speak 
out,  if  yon  are  dissatisfied,  and  tdl  me  so  before  I  leave 
town.  You  are  now,  (thanks  to  Mr.  Whiibread,)  got 
into  a  large,  comfortable  house.  Not  into  a  gimcrack 
ftHaee :  not  into  a  Solomon's  temple ;  not  into  a  frost- 
work of  Brobdingnag  filigree;  but  into  a  plain,  honest, 
homely,  industrious,  wholesome,  brown  brick  playhouse. 
You  have  been  straggling  for  independence  and  elbow- 
room  these  three  years;  and  who  gave  it  you  ?  Who 
helped  you  out  of  Lilliput  ?  Who  routed  you  from  a 
rat-hole,  five  inches  by  four,  to  perch  you  in  a  palace  ? 
Again  and  again  I  answer,  Mr.  Whitbread.  You  might 
have  sweltered  in  that  place  with  the  Greek  namt^  tiH 
do<»nsday,  and  neither  Lord  Castlereagh,  Mr.  Canning, 
no,  nor  the  Marquess  WeUesley,  would  have  turned  a 
trowel  to  hel^  you  out !  Bememhw  that.  Never  forget 
that.  Read  it  to  your  children,  and  to  your  children's 
children !  And  now,  moat  ikii^ng  people,  cast  your 
eves  over  my  head  to  what  the  builder  (I  beg  his  parckm, 
the  architect)  calls  the  proscenium.  No  motto,  no 
slang,  no  popish  Latin,  to  keep  the  people  in  the  dark. 
No  vduti  in  speculum.  Nothing  in  the  dead  languages, 
properly  so  called,  for  they  oi^ght  to  die,  aye  and  be 
aamnea  to  boot !  The  Covent  Ckurden  manager  tried 

^  Bagfihaw.   At  th&t  time  tiw  publisher  of  Gobbett's  Register. 
*  The  old  Ljmm  ThM^w,  pulod  down  by  Mr.  Arnold.  That 
dim  ilMtroyd  by  tn  m*  mtmd  on  to 
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tiiat,  and  »  pretty  busineBs  he  made  of  it !  When  a 

man  says  vduti  in  specvlum,  he  is  called  a  man  of  letters. 
Very  well,  and  is  not  a  man  who  cries  0.  P.  a  man  of 
letters  too  ?   You  ran  your  0.  P.  against  his  vduH  in 
apeeulum,  and  pray  .  hich  beat  ?   I  prophesied  that, 
though  I  never  told  any  body.   I  take  it  for  granted, 
that  every  inteUigent  man,  woman,  and  child,  to  whom 
I  address  myself,  baa  stood  severally  and  respectively 
m  little  RuBsell  Street,  and  cast  their,  his,  her,  and  its 
eyes  on  the  outside  of  this  building  before  they  paid 
their  money  to  view  the  inside.   Look  at  the  biiok-work, 
English  Audience  /  Look  at  the  brick-woric !  All  plain 
and  smooth  Hke  a  quakers'  meeting.   None  of  your 
Egyptian  pyramids,  to  entomb  subscribers'  capitals. 
No  overgrown  colonnades  of  stone,  Hke  an  aMennaii's 
gouty  1^  in  white  cotton  stockings,  fit  only  to  use  as 
rammers  for  paving  Tottenham  Court  Road.  This 
house  is  neither  after  the  model  of  a  temple  in  Athens, 
no,  nor  a  iempU  in  Moorfields,  but  it  is  built  to  act 
English  plajrs  in;  and,  provided  you  have  good  scenery, 
dresses,  and  decorations,  I  daresay  ^ou  wouldn't  break 
your  hearts  if  the  outside  were  as  plain  as  the  pikesti^ 
lusedtocarry  whenlwaaaiergMuit.   Apropos,  m  the 
French  valets  s^y,  who  cut  their  masters'  throats*— 
apropos,  a  word  about  dresses.   You  must,  many  of  you, 
have  seen  what  I  have  read  a  description  of,  KemUe 
and  Mrs.  Siddons  in  Macbeth,  with  more  gold  and  silver 
plastered  on  their  doublets  than  would  have  kept  an 
honest  family  in  butcher's  meat  and  flannel  from  year^ 
end  to  vear's  end !   I  am  informed,  (now  mind,  I  do  not 
▼oneh  for  the  fact,)  but  I  am  informed  that  all  such  ex- 
travagant idleness  is  to  be  done  away  with  here.  Lady 
Macbeth  is  to  have  a  plain  quilted  petticoat,  a  cotton 
gown,  and  a  mob  cap  (as  the  court  parasitee  call  it;— it 
will  be  well  for  them,  if,  one  of  these  days,  they  don't 
wear  a  mob  cap— I  mean  a  white  cap,  with  a  weft  to  look 
at  them) ;  and  Macbeth  is  to  appear  in  an  honest  yeo- 
mui's  drab  coat,  and  a  pair  of  black  cal«nanco  breeches. 
Not  ^atemanoa;  no,  nor  Talavera  neither,  my  most 
Noble  MarqiMM;  baft  pfaifai,  faMi,  WmA  mhmnxo 
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Btuff  breeches.  This  is  right;  this  is  as  it  should  be. 
Moat  thinking  people,  I  have  heard  you  much  abused. 
There  is  not  a  compound  in  the  language  but  is  strung 
fifty  in  a  rope,  like  onions,  by  the  Morning  Post,  and 
hurled  in  your  teeth.   You  are  called  the  mob;  and 
when  they  have  made  you  out  to  be  the  mob,  you  a»e 
called  the  scum  of  the  people,  and  the  dregs  of  the  people. 
I  fdiould  like  to  know  how  you  can  be  both.   Take  a 
b&^in  of  broth— not  cheap  soup,  Mr.  WHberforeer—nat 
soup  for  the  poor,  at  a  penny  a  quart,  as  your  mixture 
of  horses'  legs,  brick-dust,  and  old  shoes,  was  denomi- 
nated— ^but  plain,  wholesome,  patriotic  beef  or  mutton 
broth ;  take  this,  examine  it,  and  you  will  find— mind, 
I  don't  vouch  for  the  fact,  but  I  am  told — you  will  find 
the  dregs  at  the  bottom,  and  the  scum  at  the  top.  I 
will  endeavour  to  explain  this  to  you :  England  is  a  lai^e 
earthenware  pipkin  ;  John  Bull  is  the  6ee/ thrown  into  it; 
taxes  are  the  hot  water  he  boils  in;  rotten  boroughs  are 
the/tte2  that  blazes  under  this  same  pipkin;  parfiament 
is  the  ladle  that  stirs  the  hodge-podge,  and  sfMnethnes 

 .   But,  hold  !  I  don't  wish  to  pay  Mr.  Nevman^  a 

second  visit.  I  leave  you  better  off  than  you  have  been 
this  many  a  day :  you  have  a  good  house  over  your  head ; 
you  have  beat  the  French  in  Spain;  the  harvest  has 
turned  out  well ;  the  comet  keeps  its  distance ;'  and  red 
slippers  are  hawked  about'  in  Constantinople  for  next  to 
nothing;  and  for  o,lI  this,  again  and  again  I  tell  you,  you 
are  indebted  to  Mr.  Whitbread  !  !  ! 

1  At  that  time  keeper  of  Newgate.  The  pnaent  Kipwintendent 
k  styled  governor ! 

*  A  portentous  one  that  made  its  appeuanoe  in  the  year  1811; 
in  the  midtt  (rf  tiw  war, 

with  taar  of  dunge 
P^lczing  nattone. 
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THE  LIVING  LUSTRES. 

BT  T.  M.* 

JiuB  te  JaTaverit 
Viros  i^nquere, 
Doctieqae  conjugb 
Sinu  quiewera. 

Btm  T.  MoBX. 

I. 


retrospective  addresses' 
±aU  damp  as  wet  blankets  on  Drury  Lane  fire  ? 
Away  with  blue  devils,  away  with  distresses, 
And  give  the  gay  spirit  to  sparkling  desire ! 


n. 


Let  artists  decide  on  the  beauties  of  Drury, 
The  richest  to  me  is  when  woman  is  there; 

The  question  of  houses  I  leave  to  the  jury 
The  fairest  to  me  is  the  house  ot  the  fair. 


m. 

When  woman's  soft  smile  all  our  senses  bewilders, 
And  gilds,  while  it  carves,  her  dear  form  oa  the  heart 

What  need  has  New  Drury  of  carvers  and  gilders?  * 
With  Nature  so  bounteous,  why  oaU  npoo  Art  f 


IV. 


How  well  would  our  actors  attend  to  their  duties, 
Our  house  save  in  oil,  and  our  authors  in  wit, 
°i       lamps,  if  a  row  of  young  beauties 
Wanoed  light  from  their  eyes  between  us  and  the  pit  I 

*  Thokas  Moobb. 

*  'The  Living  Lustres  appears  to  as  a  vetv  lair  imitation  of  tiia 
fantastic  verses  which  that  ingenious  person,  Mr.  Moore,  inditas  wfan 
he  IS  merely  gallant,  and.  resisting  the  lures  of  TnliiptiiOMlMIM  h 
not  enough  in  eamect  to  be  tond«r7— AKuftufyk  Btri^ 
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The  apples  that  grew  on  the  fruit-tree  of  knowledge 
By  woman  were  pluck'd,  and  she  still  wears  tiie  prize, 

To  tempt  us  in  thea*re,  senate,  or  college — 

I  mean  the  love-apples  that  bloom  in  the  eyes. 


VI. 

There  too  is  the  lash  which,  all  statutes  controlling, 
Still  governs  the  slaves  that  are  made  by  the  fair; 

For  man  is  the  pupil,  who,  while  her  eye's  rolling, 
Is  lifted  to  rapture,  or  sunk  in  despair. 


vn. 

Bloom,  Theatre,  bloom,  in  the  roseate  blushes 
Of  beauty  illumed  by  a  loTe-breathing  smile ! 

And  flourish,  ye  pillars,^  as  green  as  the  rushes 
That  pillow  the  nymphs  of  the  Emerald  Isle ! 


vra. 

For  dear  is  the  Emerald  Isle  of  the  ocean, 
Whose  daughters  are  fair  as  the  foun  of  the  wave, 

Whose  sons,  unaccustomed  to  rebel  commotion, 
Though  joyous,  are  sober — though  peaceful,  are 
wave. 

IX. 

The  shamrock  their  olive,  sworn  foe  to  a  quarrel. 
Protects  from  the  thunder  and  lightning  of  rows; 

Their  sprig  of  shillelagh  is  nothing  but  laurel. 
Which  flourishes  rapidly  over  their  brows. 

X. 

O  !  soon  shall  the  /  burst  the  tyrannical  shackles 
Which  each  panting  bosom  indig^umtly  names, 

Until  not  one  goose  at  the  capital  cackles 
Against  the  grand  question  of  Catholic  claims. 

*  This  alludes  to  two  massive  pillars  of  verd  antique  which  then 
the  proscenium,  but  which  have  since  been  removed.  Their 
ooloor  mainda  t>e  bard  of  the  Emerald  Isle,  and  tiiis  oauw  Urn 
(mon  MM)  to  fy  off  at  •  taagnt,  aad  Hibtni'stte  tte  fwl  of  ^ 
poiflk 
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XI. 

And  then  shall  each  Paddy,  who  once  on  the  Liffey 
Perchance  held  the  helm  of  some  mackerel-hoy. 

Hold  the  helm  of  the  state,  and  dispense  in  a  jiffy 
More  fidies  than  evor  he  caught  iroen  m  boy. 

xn. 

And  those  who  now  quit  their  hods,  diOTelf,  and 

barrows, 

In  crowds  to  the  bar  of  some  ale-house  to  flook, 
When  bred  to  our  bar  shall  be  Gibbses  and  Garrows, 
Assimie  the  silk  gown,  and  discard  the  smock-frock. 

xm. 

For  Erin  surpasses  the  daughters  of  Neptune, 

As  Dian  oatahines  each  enoirding  star; 
And  the  spheres  and  the  hewens  eonld  never  have  kept 

tune 

Till  a«t  to  llie  mnaie  oi  Erin-go-bn|^ ! 


THE  REBUILDING. 

BY  B.  8.* 

 Per  audaoea  nova  dithynmboa 

Verba  devolvit.  nuBwriaqoe  fertor 
Lege  Bolatis. 

H0B4T. 

[Spoken  by  a  Olendoveer."] 

I  AM  a  blessed  Glendoveer:* 
*Tli  mine  to  epeak,  and  yooTB  to  hear.* 

>  ROBIBT  SOUTHIY. 

3  For  the  Olendoveer,  and  the  rest  of  the  dramatis  peraona  oi 
this  imitation,  the  reader  is  ntemi  to  the  '  Curse  of  Kehama.' 

'  '  The  StbuUding  is  in  the  name  of  Mr.  Southev,  and  is  nw  (rf 
the  best  in  the  collection.  It  is  in  the  style  of  the  "  Kduuna  "  oi  that 
multifarioos  author;  and  is  sapposed  to  be  spokMi  in  tiw  efaanettr 
of  one  of  his  Olendoveers.  '^hT  fmittitifrn  nf  tnn  dirtinn  and  mwiuic. 
we  think,  is  nearly  almost  parfeet;  and  tiw  dean^ttiona  aa  food  at 
the  original  It  opens  wiM  aa  aooonni  of  tiv^  baxnk^  of  the  old 
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Midnight,  vet  not  a  nose 
From  Tower-hill  to  Piccadilly  snored ! 
Midnight,  yet  not  a  nose 
From  Indra  drow  the  essence  of  repose ! 
See  witii  what  orimson  fuiy, 
By  Indra  fami'd,  tiie  god  of  fire  awmuu  the  walls  of 

Drury ! 

Tops  of  houses,  blue  with  lead. 
Bend  beneath  the  landlord's  tread. 
Master  and  'prentice,  serving-man  and  lordt 
Nailor  and  tailor, 
Qi^zier  and  brazier, 
Throngfa  stieets  and  alleys  pour'd— 
A31,  all  abroad  to  gaze, 
And  wonder  at  the  blaze. 
Thick  calf,  fat  foot,  and  slim  knee, 

Mounted  on  roof  and  chimney,^ 
The  mighty  roast,  tiie  mi^ty  stew 
To  see; 
As  if  the  dismal  view 
Were  but  to  them  a  Brentford  jubilee. 

Vainly,  all-radiant  Sunra,  sire  of  Phaeton 
(By  Greeks  call'd  Apollo^), 
Hollow 

1  This  couplet  was  introduced  by  the  Authors  by  way  of  bravado, 
in  answer  to  one  who  alleged  that  the  BngUdi  luigiiege  ocmtaiiwd 
no  rhyme  to  chimney. 

3  Apollo.  A  gigantic  wooden  figure  of  this  deity  was  erected  on 
the  roof.  The  writer  {horreseit  refereru  /)  is  old  enough  to  recollect 
the  time  when  it  was  first  placed  there.  Old  Bishop,  then  one  of  the 
mMten  of  Mwohuit  Tailors'  School,  wrote  an  epigram  upon  the 
oooiMriMit  iriUch.  referring  to  the  nianmid  flgore.  oonoloded  thus: 

'Above  he  fills  np  Shakespeare's  plaee. 

And  Shakespeare  fills  up  his  below 

Very  MitiUietical:  but  quaere  aa  to  the  meaning  ?  The  writer,  like 
Ptttto,  'long  puzzled  his  brain  '  to  find  it  out,  till  '.e  was  immersed 
'  hi  a  lower  deep  '  by  hearing  Madame  de  Stap'  jay,  at  the  table 
of  the  late  Lord  Dilfoa,  '  Buonaparte  is  not  a  man,  but  a  system.' 
Inquiry  was  made  in  tiie  ooune  <n  the  evening  of  Sir  James  Mackin- 
torn  aa  to  what  tito  lady  meant.  He  answered.  'Man  1 1  oumot 
U/SL'  Maduae  de  Stael  repeats  this  apophthegm  ia  her  work  on 
Qemuiy.  It  i»  fOobaUy  andaetood  there. 
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Sounds  from  thy  harp  proceed; 
Combustible  as  reed, 
^•tongue  of  Vulcan  licks  thy  wooden  lep: 
vnm  Drury's  top,  diseever'd  from  thy  pea, 
Thou  tnmblest, 
Humblest, 

Where  late  thy  bright  effulgenoe  shone  on  Mghr 
While,  by  thy  somenet  excited,  fly 
Ten  million 
^  Billion 
Spftrin  from  the  pit,  to  gem  the  saUe  sky. 

Now  come  the  men  of  fire  to  quench  the  fires: 
To  Russell  Street  see  Globe  and  Atlas  run 
Hope  gallops  first,  and  second  Son; 
On  flying  heel 
See  Haod-m-Hand 
O'ertake  the  band ! 
View  with  what  glowing  wheel 
He  weka 
Phoenix! 

While  Albion  scampers  from  Bridge  Street,  Black- 
friars — 
Drury  Lane !  Drury  Lane ! 
Drury  Lane  !  Drury  Lane ! 
They  shout  and  they  bellow  again  and  again. 
All,  all  in  vain  ! 
Water  turns  steam; 
Each  blazing  beam 

 Hisses  defiance  to  the  eddying  spout: 

It  aeraos  but  too  plain  that  nothing  can  put  it  out ! 
Drury  Lane  !  Drury  Lane  ! 
See,  Drury  Lane  expires ! 

Pent  in  by  smoko-dried  beams,  twdve  moons  or  more. 
Shorn  of  his  ray, 
Saryti  in  durance  lay: 
The  workmen  heard  him  shout. 
But  thought  it  would  not  pay. 
To  %  him  oat. 
When  lo  t  teriift  Tuumi,  loid  of  heO. 
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Solemn  as  lead. 
Judge  of  the  dead, 
Sworn  foe  to  witticism, 
By  men  oall'd  critioism, 
Came  passing  by  that  way: 
Rise !  eried  the  fiend,  behold  a  sight  of  fllidnoti  t 
Behold  the  rival  theatre ! 

I've  set  0.  P.  at  her,* 
Who,  like  a  bull-dog  bold, 
Growls  and  fastens  on  his  hold. 
The  many-headed  rabble  roar  in  madness; 

Thy  rival  staggers:  come  and  spy  her 
Deep  in  the  mud  as  thou  art  in  the  mire. 

So  saying,  in  his  arms  he  caught  the  beaming  one. 
And  crossing  Russell  Street, 
He  idaoed  him  on  his  feet 

^  0.  p.   This  personage,  who  is  alleged  to  have  growled  like  a 
bull>do«.  rernirefl  rather  a  lensthened  note,  for  the  edification  of 
the  riamg  g<      ition.    The  'horns,  rattles,  drums.'  with  which 
he  is  aocoiiir     A,  are  no  inventions  of  the  poet.   The  new  Covent 
Garden  Theatre  opened  on  the  18th  Sept..  1809.  when  a  ery     *  (Nd 
Prices '  (afterwards  diminished  to  O.  P.)  burst  out  from  every  put 
of  the  house.   This  continued  and  increased  in  violence  tUl  the 
23rd,  when  rattles,  drums.  wUetlee,  and  oat-oUls,  having  oompletety 
drowned  the  voices  of  the  aoton,  Mr.  KemUe,  the  sti^-nuutamr, 
came  forward  anil  wid.  that  a  committee  of  gmtianun  had  undsr. 
taken  to  esamiR'  «iie  fiaaaeee  of  tiie  eoneeni.  aad  that  antO  Huty 
w«fe  ptenued  w  -  ii  Aeir         the  ^eatf*  wooU  eonlfaiM  doeedL 
'Name  ihml'  wae  elwated  from  all  ridee.    Tbe  oamee  wave 
deoland.  vii.  Or  Chariae  Frioe.  tiie  SoUdtor-Geoenl.  tbe  Raomder 
of  Londim.  the  Governor  of  the  Bank,  and  Mr.  Angweteen.   '  All 
■haiehcriden  1'  baiHed  a  wag  from  the  gall«ry.  In  a  few  days  the 
theatee  re-opencd:  the  pubuc  paid  no  attention  to  the  report  of 
the  refweea,  uid  the  tumult  was  renewed  for  several  weeks  with 
even  increased  violence.   The  proprietors  now  sent  in  hired  bruisers, 
to  mill  the  refractory  into  subjection.   This  irritated  most  of  their 
former  friends,  and,  amongst  the  rest,  the  annotator,  who  accord- 
ingly wrote  the  song  of '  Heigh-ho,  says  Kemble,'  which  was  caught 
up  by  the  ballad-singers,  and  sung  under  Mr.  Kemble's  house- 
windows  in  Great  Russell  Street.   A  dinner  was  given  at  the  Crown 
and  Anchor  Tavern  in  the  Strand,  to  ovlebrate  the  victory  obtained 
by  W.  Clifford  in  his  action  against  Brandon  the  box-keeper,  for 


dinner  Kembie  attended,  and  matters  were  compromised  by 
allowing  the  advanced  price  (seven  shillings)  to  the  bozee.  Thte 
wiitar  mBembtn  a  fomer  riot  of  a  rimBer  eoct  s*  Um  MOM  thtalM 


assaulting  him  for 


the  letters  0.  P.  in  his  hat.   At  this 


ROKA<»  Airs  9Amm  nani  W 

'Neath  Covent  Garden  dome.   Sudden  a  sonnd* 
As  of  the  brioklayen  of  Babel,  rose: 
Horns,  rattles,  drums,  tin  trumpets,  riieeto  <rf  copper, 
Punches  and  slaps,  thwack,  of  all  sorts  and  sizes, 
Prom  the  knobb'd  bludgeon  to  the  taper  switch,* 
Ran  echoing  round  the  walls;  paper  placards 
Blotted  the  Uunpe,  boots  brown  with  mud  the  benohea; 
A  sea  of  neads  roU'd  roaring  in  the  pit; 
On  paper  wings  0.  F.'s 
Reclin'd  in  lettered  ease; 
While  shout  and  sooff, 
Ya  !  ya  !  off  !  off  ! 
Like  thmiderbolt  on  Surya's  ear-drum  fell, 
And  aeon'd  to  paint 
The  savage  oddities  of  Saint 
 Bartholomew  in  hell. 

(in  the  year  1792),  when  the  price  to  the  boxes  was  raised  from  five 
wfllinfra  to  six.    That  tumult,  hdwever,  only  lasted  three  nighta. 

»  •  From  the  knobb'd  bludgeon  to  the  Uper  switch.'  Thw  image 
IS  not  the  creation  of  the  poets:  it  sprang  from  reality.  The  Authors 
happened  to  be  at  the  Royal  Circus  when  '  God  save  the  King ' 
was  called  for,  accompanied  by  a  cry  of  '  Stand  up  !'  and  '  Hata  off  I' 
An  inebriated  naval  heutenant  perMiving  a  gentleman  in  an  adjoin- 
mg  box  slov  to  obey  the  call,  struck  his  hat  oft  with  his  stick,  Ex- 
claiming, '  Take  off  your  hat,  sir  1'  The  ether  taus  assaulted  prored 
to  be,  unluckily  for  the  lieutenant.  Lord  Camelford,  the  eelefanted 
bruiser  and  duellist.  A  set-to  in  the  lobby  was  the  consequenoe. 
where  his  lordship  (Quickly  proved  victorious.  'The  devil  is  not 
80  black  as  he  is  painted,'  said  one  of  the  Authors  to  the  otiMTt 
'  let  us  call  upon  Lord  Camelford.  and  tell  him  that  we  were  Tritntwni 
of  his  being  first  assaulted.'  The  viut  WM  pi^  on  the 
mo'-ung  at  Lord  CamdfMd't  loc^iag.  la  Bead  Strael.  (WOe 
fire-place  in  the  drawing-room  were  onuuneote  stronidT  ■iimmlm 
of  the  pugnacity  of  the  peer.  A  long  thick  Uadgeon  lay  IrartmitallT 
supported  by  two  brass  hooka.  Abov«  tiiis  was  placed  parallel  one 
of  lesser  dimenaiona.  until  a  pynuaid  of  weapons  gradually  arose, 
tapering  to  a  horsewhip: 

'  Thus  all  below  was  strength,  and  all  above  was  grraoe.' 

L«fd  Camelford  received  his  visitants  with  great  civility,  and 
thanked  them  warmly  for  the  call;  adding,  that  their  evidence  would 
be  material,  it  being  his  intention  to  indict  the  lieutenant  for  an 
assault.  •  All  I  can  say  in  return  is  this,'  exclaimed  ihe  peer  with 
great  cordiality,  *  if  ever  I  see  you  engaged  in  a  row,  upon  my  soul, 
I  L  stand  by  you.'  The  Authors  expressed  themselves  thankful 
for  w>  potent  an  ally,  and  deputed.  In  about  a  fortnight  ttUf' 
w»id«LonlCameKocdwMsfco*fa»doelw*thlfc'.B«e*. 
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Tears  dimm'd  the  god  of  li^^ 
*  Bear  me  back.  Yamen,  from  thii  hictooM  tight ; 


Oh  !  bury  me  again  in  brick; 
Shall  I  on  New  Drury  tremble, 
To  be  0.  P.'d  like  Kemble  t 


Better  remain  by  rubbish  guarded. 

Than  thu8  hubbubish  ffroan  placarded; 
Bear  me  back,  Yamen,  bear  me  quick, 
j^ad  bury  me  again  in  brkdc.* 
Obedient  Yamen 
Answered,  '  Amen,* 
And  d  d 
As  he  was  bid. 

There  lay  the  buried  god,  and  Time 
Seemed  to  decree 'eternity  of  lime; 
But  pity,  like  a  dew-drop,  gently  prest 
iUmighty  VeeshiuwV  adamantine  breast: 
He.  the  preserver,  ardent  still 
To  do  whate'er  he  says  he  will, 
From  South-hill  wing'd  his  way. 
To  raise  the  drooping  lord  of  day. 
All  earthly  spells  the  busy  one  o'wrpower'd; 

He  treats  with  men  of  all  conditions, 
Poets  and  players,  tradesmen,  and  musicians; 


Nay,  even  ventorea 

To  attack  the  renters. 
Old  and  new: 
A  list  he  gets 
Of  claims  and  debts. 


And  deems  nought  done,  while  aught  remains  to  do. 
Yamen  beheld,  and  wither'd  at  the  sigLl; 


For  light  was  hateful  to  his  soul: 
'  Go  on  !'  cried  the  hellish  one,  yellow  with  spite; 
'  Go  on !'  cri     the  hellish  one,  yellow  with  spleen, 
'  Thy  toils  of  the  mcKming,  like  Ithaea's  queen, 


Fll  toil  to  undo  every  night.' 
lyeMbaoo.  TIm  late  lb.  WkMnad. 


Bear  me  back,  Yamen,  I 


iok. 
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Ye  sons  of  song,  rejoice ! 
Veeshnoo  has  still'd  the  jarring  elem«nti. 
The  spheres  hymn  muiie; 
Again  the  god  of  day 
Peeps  forth  with  trembling  ray, 
Wafces,  from  their  humid  caves,  the  sleeping  lHbk% 
^       And  pours  at  intervals  a  strain  divine. 

.JS.*"  „  0"*^  Yamen; 

The  vollied  flame  rides  in  my  breatb* 
rpui  1.    J^l         ^  elemental  death; 
im  iMUid  •ball  tear  your  paper  bonds  to  irieoee; 

Engross  your  deeds,  assignments,  leaaea, 
My  breath  shall  every  line  erase  • 
Soon  as  I  blow  the  blaze.* 

lis  fe^*".       ™®*  ^"^^n  and  Anchor, 

And  Yamen  s  risage  grows  blanker  and  blanker: 
The  lawyers  are  met  at  the  Aaohor  •   '  Cnnm, 
And  YMuen's  ohedk  is  a  mssety  ^^ 
Veedinoo,  now  thy  work  prooeeda, 
The  solicitor  reads, 
And,  merit  of  merit ! 
Red  wax  and  green  fenet 
Are  fixed  at  the  foot  of  the  deads ! 

Yamen  beheld  and  shiver'd; 
His  finger  and  thumb  were  cramped; 
His  ear  by  the  flea  in't  was  bitten, 
When  he  aaw  by  the  lawyer's  clerk  wxittan, 
Bialed  and  delivered,  > 
.         .      Being  first  duly  stamped,  i 
Now  for  my  turn !'  the  demon  cries,  and  blows 
sulphur  horn  hfo  month  and  nose. 
Ah  !  bootless  aim  !  the  critic  fiend, 
Sagacious  Yunen,  judge  of  heU, 
Is  judged  in  his  turn; 
_^  Parchment  won't  bum  ! 

Wa  schemes  of  v^eanoe  are  dissolv'd  in  air, 
^Hduneiift  won't  tear  1 1 

Is  it  not  written  in  the  Himakoot  book, 
(That  nu|{hty  Baly  from  Kehama  took) 
Who  blows  on  pounce 
Um  tha  S«««ft  vBOMnMo  !* 
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It  is !  it  is  !  Yamen,  thine  hour  is  nigh: 
Like  as  an  eagle  olaws  an  asp, 
Veeshnoo  has  caught  nim  in  his  mighty  grasp, 
And  hurl'd  him,  in  spite  of  his  shrieks  and  his  squalls, 
Whizsinff  aloft,  like  the  Temple  fountain, 
Three  times  as  high  as  Mem  moontain, 
Which  is 

Ninety-nine  times  as  high  as  St.  Paul's. 
Deeoending,  he  twisted  like  Levy  the  Jew,* 
Who  a  durable  grave  meant 
To  dig  in  the  pavement 
Of  Monument-yard: 
To  earth  by  the  laws  of  attraction  he  flew, 
And  he  fell,  and  he  fell 
To  the  resions  of  hell; 
Nine  centuries  bounced  he  from  cavem  to  rook. 
And  his  head,  as  he  tumbled,  went  nickety-nook. 
Like  a  pebble  in  Carisbrook  well. 

Now  Veeshnoo  tum'd  round  to  a  capering  varlet. 
Arrayed  in  blue  and  white  and  scarlet, 
And  cried,  '  Oh  !  brown  of  slipper  as  of  hat ! 
Lend  me,  Harlequin,  tny  bat !' 
He  seized  the  wooden  sword,  and  smote  the  earth; 
When  lo  !  upstarting  into  birth 
A  fabric,  gorgeous  to  behold, 
Outshone  in  elegance  the  old, 
And  Veeshnoo  saw,  Mid  orira,  'Hail,  playhouse  mine!* 
Then,  bending  his  head,  to  Surya  he  said: 

'  Soon  as  thy  maiden  sister  Di 
Caps  with  her  copper  lid  the  dark  blue  sky, 
And  through  the  fissures  of  her  clouded  faun 
Peeps  at  the  naughty  monster  man, 
Go  mount  yon  edifice, 
And  show  thy  steady  face 

*  LevT.  An  inaolTent  bnelite  who  threw  himMlf  from  tiw  top 
of  the  9umiim«it  a  short  time  before.  An  inhabitant  of  Monnmoit 
Yud  informed  the  writer,  that  he  happened  to  be  standing  at  his 
door  talkina  to  a  neighbour;  and  hxddng  up  at  the  top  of  the  piUar, 
exclaimed.  *  Why,  hue's  the  flag  eoning  down.'  '  flag  1'  answeced 
tile  otha.  '  it's  a  man.'  The  words  ware  hardfy  attend  when  ^ 
Boioide  fell  witiiin  ten  feet  <rf  th*  spcatos. 
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In  renovated  pride, 

More  bright,  more  glorious  than  before  I* 
But  ah  !  coy  Surya  still  felt  a  twinge, 
Stin  smarted  from  his  former  «inge; 
And  to  Veeshnoo  repUed, 
In  a  tone  rather  grufi, 
*No,  tiiank  yon  I  om  tump's  eoooj^ !' 


DRUBY'S  DIRGE. 

BY  LAinU  MATILDA.^ 

You  praise  onr  lirm:  bat  tiiough  they  wrote  with  force, 
Their  rhyoiaa  wen  vioioas,  and  thmr  diotioa  ooum  : 
We  want  their  MrtmaA,  agreed;  bat  we  atone 
For  that  and  man,  by  imtitmtu  ail  our  own. 

GiFFoao. 

I. 

Balmy  Zephyrs,  lightly  flitting, 
Shade  me  witii  your  azure  wing; 

On  Parnassus*  summit  sitting, 
Aid  me,  Clio,  while  I  sing. 


n. 

Softly  slept  the  dome  oi  Drury 
O'er  the  empyreal  crest. 

When  Aleot<o's  sister-fury 
Soltiy  dnmb'iiiig  iBiik  to  nrt. 


m. 

Lo !  from  Lemnos  limping  lamely, 
Lags  tiie  lowly  Lord  of  Fire, 

Cjrtherea  yielding  tamely 
To  the  QyolopidMk  And  din. 

1  The  Authon.  M  iBfdlMiir  boaad.  wfah  tUs  kdU  to 

aoonymoua. 
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IV. 

Goads  of  amber,  dreams  of  gladness. 
Dulcet  joys  and  sports  of  youth. 

Soon  must  yield  to  naughty  sadneis; 
Mercy  holds  the  veil  to  Truth. 


V. 

See  Erostratus  the  Bec<»id 
Fires  again  Diana's  fane; 

By  the  fates  from  Orcus  beckon'd» 
Clouds  envdop  Drury  Lane. 


VI. 

Lurid  smoke  and  frank  suspicion 
Hand  in  hand  reluctant  dance: 

While  the  God  fulfils  his  missioa, 
Chivalry,  renga  thy  Iwooe. 


vn. 

Hark !  the  engines  blandly  thunder. 

Fleecy  clouds  dishevell'd  lie, 
And  the  firemen,  mute  with  wonder, 

On  tiM  won  of  Etotom  orj. 

vnz. 

See  the  bird  of  Ammon  sailing, 
Perches  on  the  engine's  peak. 

And,  the  Eagle  firemen  hailing, 
Soothes  tbem  with  it*  iHokecing  beak. 


IX. 

Juno  saw,  and  mad  with  malice. 
Lost  the  prize  that  Paris  gave: 

Jealousy's  ensangained  ohalioe, 
IJbuitling  pours  the  orimt  wave. 


SI 


z. 

Pan  beheld  Patroolus  dying. 

Nox  to  Niobe  was  tum'd ; 
From  Busiris  Bacohiu  flyiiur 

Saw  hit  SeoMie  innmM. 

XI. 

Thus  fell  Drurv's  lofty  glory, 

LeveU;d  with  the  shuddering  stonet- 
«^witti  tresses  black  and  gory, 

vnak»  tlw  dew  of  peaxfy  gtOMu. 

zn. 

Hark  !  what  soft  Eolian  numbers 
Gem  the  blushes  of  the  mom  • 

Break^Amphion,  break  your  slombex  . 
Natqre's  xingleto  daok  the  thorn. 

xm. 

Ha  !  I  hear  the  strain  erratic 
Bimly  glance  from  pole  to  pole; 

Beptores  sweet  and  dreams  eosta^ 
lire  my  eTerlasting  sooi. 

XIV. 

Where  is  Cupid's  crimson  motion  1 
BSBowy  ecstasy  of  woe, 

me  straight,  meandering  ocean, 
Where  the  stagnant  torrents  flow. 

XV. 

Blood  in  every  vein  is  gushing. 
Vixen  vengeance  lulls  my  heiirt; 

oee,  the  Goigtm  guig  is  rushing  t 
Never,  never  let  us  part ! 


Th^'^^'l  ^  ^*«»  M»tildt,  is  not  of  the  first  qoalHv 
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A  TALE  OF  DBURY  LANE. 

BY  W.  8.* 

Thai  he  went  on,  atringing  one  ezte»Tag»aoe  upon  Miotiier,  in 
the  style  hia  hooka  of  (AivAlry  hftd  t»iigfat  him.  Mid  imitating. 
M  near  aa  he  ootiid,  thdr  y«y  {dirase.*— Oov  Quixom 

{To  be  spoken  by  Mr.  KemUe,  i»  atuUoftke  Blade  Pnwe^e  Armom, 
borrowed  frtm  the  Tower.] 

SuBVEY  this  shield,  all  bossy  bright— 

These  cuisses  twain  behold  ! 

Look  on  my  form  in  armour  cU^t 

Of  steel  inlaid  with  gold; 

My  knees  are  stiff  in  iron  buckles, 

Stiff  spikes  of  steel  protect  my  knuckles. 

These  once  belong'd  to  sable  prince, 

Who  neyer  did  in  battle  wince;  ^ 

With  valour  tart  as  pungent  quince, 

He  slew  the  vaunting  Gaul. 
Best  there  awhile,  my  beaided  lanoe, 
Wbile  from  gteea  curtain  I  advance 
To  yon  foot-lights,  no  trivial  dance,^ 
And  tell  the  town  what  sad  mischanoe 

Did  Drury  Lane  befall. 


On  fair  Augusta's  towers  and  trees 
Flitted  the  silent  midnight  breeie, 
Curling  the  foliage  as  it  past, 
Which  from  the  moon-tipp'd  plmnage  cast 
A  span^^ed  light,  like  dancing  spray. 
Then  re-asaumed  its  still  array; 

^  Waltu  Scott. 

3  Sir  Walter  Scott  informed  the  annotator,  that  at  one  time  he 
intended  to  print  his  collected  worita.  Mid  had  pitched  apon  tliia 
identioal  quotation  aa  a  motto^—a  proof  ttat  aooMlimMi  gnat  wita 
Jump  with  Uttie  onea. 

'  AHwd^g  to  the  then  great  distance  between  the  picture-frame, 
ta  wUb^  tha  graan  eurtaia  waa  aat.  and  the  band.  For  a  juatiftea' 
Hkm  o(  thto  aee  below— Da.  Johmsov. 
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When,  as  night's  lamp  unclouded  hvag, 

And  down  its  full  effulsence  flung, 

It  shed  sudi  aoit  and  hdmy  power 

That  cot  and  castle,  hall  and  bower, 

And  spire  and  dome,  and  turret  height 

Appeared  to  slumber  in  the  li^t. 

Frwn  Henry's  chapel,  Rufus'  hall, 

To  Savoy,  Temple,  and  St.  Paul, 

From  Knightsbridge,  Pancras,  Camden  Town, 

To  RednC  ShadweU,  Horsleydown, 

No  voice  was  heard,  no  eye  u  iclosed. 

But  all  in  deepest  sleep  reposed. 

They  might  have  thoujdit,  who  gaxsd  around 

Amid  a  i&iioe  so  xmnonnd, 

It  made  the  senses  thrill. 
That  'twas  no  place  inhabited, 
But  bome  vast  city  of  the  dead— 

AU  waa  M  hmk'd  and  ttlB. 

Qlw  JtaCRlii0. 

As  Chaos,  which,  by  heavenly  doom, 
Had  slept  in  everlasting  gloom. 
Started  with  terror  and  surprise 
When  light  first  flash'd  upon  her  eyes— 
So  London's  sons  in  nightcap  woke, 

In  bedgown  woke  her  dames; 
For  shouts  were  heard  'mid  fire  and  smc^. 
And  twice  ten  hundred  voices  spoke — 

*  The  playhouse  is  in  flames  !' 
And,  lo !  where  Cathcdne  Stiert  extends. 
A  fiery  tail  its  lustre  lends 

To  every  window-pane; 
Blushes  each  spout  in  Martlet  Court, 
And  Barbican,  motii-eaten  fort. 
And  Covent  Garden  kennels  sport 

A  bright  ensanguined  drain; 
Meux's  new  brewhouse  shows  the  light, 
Bowkfid  Hill's  chapel,  and  the  heiSt 

Where  patent  shot  they  sell; 
The  Tennis  Court,  so  fair  and  tall, 
^rtakes  the  ray,  with  Surgeons'  HalL 
m  tieki«-porten'  house  of  call, 
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Old  Bedlam,  close  by  London  Wall,^ 
Wright's  shrimp  and  oyster  shop  wlthal> 
And  Rioharas(m*s  Hotel. 

Nor  these  alone,  but  far  and  wide, 
Across  red  Thames's  gleaming  tide, 
To  distant  fields,  the  blaze  was  borne. 
And  daisy  white  and  hoary  thorn 
In  borrow'd  lustre  seem'd  to  sham 
The  rose  or  red  Sweet  Wil-li-am. 
To  those  who  on  the  hiUs  around 
Beheld  the  flames  from  Drury's  moimd. 

As  from  a  lofty  altar  rise, 
It  seem'd  that  nations  did  conspire 
To  offer  to  the  god  <rf  fire 

Some  vast  stupendous  sacrifice  ! 
The  siunmon'd  firemen  woke  at  call, 
And  hied  them  to  their  stations  i^: 
Starting  from  short  and  broken  snooze, 
Each  soueht  his  pond'rous  hobnail'd  shoes. 
But  first  his  worsted  hwen  pUed, 
Plush  breeches  next,  in  crimson  dyed. 

His  nether  bulk  embraced; 
Then  jacket  thick,  of  red  or  blue, 
Whose  massy  shoulder  gave  to  view 
Tlie  badge  of  each  respective  crew. 

In  tin  or  copper  traced. 
The  engines  thunder'd  through  the  street. 
Fire-hook,  pipe,  bucket,  all  complete. 
And  torches  glared,  and  clattering  feet 

Along  the  pavement  paced. 
And  one,  the  leader  of  the  band. 
From  Charing  Cross  along  the  Strand, 
Like  stag  by  beagles  hunted  hard. 
Ran  till  he  stopped  at  Vin'gar  Yaxd. 

1  Old  Bedlam  at  that  time  stood  '  close  by  London  Wall.'  It 
was  built  after  the  model  of  the  Tuileries,  which  is  said  to  have  given 
the  French  king  great  oSence.  In  front  of  it  Moorfields  extended, 
with  broad  gravel  walks  crossing  each  other  at  right  angles. 
These  the  writer  well  recollects;  and  Bivaz,  an  underwriter  at 
Lloyd's,  has  told  him,  that  he  remembered  when  the  merchants  of 
London  would  parade  these  wtSku  on  a  summer  evening  with  tbev 
wivM  sad  dftughters.   But  now,  as  a  punning  brothor  Mtd  sii)|i» 

'MoorfleldB  are  fields  no  mote.' 


5^^^^ge  his  shoulder  hon. 
The  belt  and  oil-skin  hat  he  wore, 

^**!  ^®        his  men  to  bang, 
Show  d  foreman  of  the  British  jranff— 
His  name  was  Hiffginbottom.  Kow 
^  meet  that  I  S^M  teU  you  how 

The  others  came  in  view: 
The  Hand-in-Hand  the  race  begun, 
Then  came  the  Phoenix  and  the  Sun. 

S^ohgoge-  where  old  insurers  ran, 
TtTMiTTf  ^here  the  new; 

With  these  came  Rumford,  Bumfoid,  Cole, 
Robins  from  Hockley  in  the  Hole, 
lAWBon  and  Dawson,  cheek  by  jowl 
«^...r"?^P  Giles's  Pound:' 

Whitford  and  Mitford  join'd  the  train, 

*ru^J?««T  ^  ^ck  Lane, 
And  Clutterbuck,  who  got  a  sprain 

Before  the  plug  was  found. 
Hobson  and  Jobson  did  not  sleep 
But  ah !  no  trophy  could  they  reap. 
For  both  were  in  the  Donjon  '^Tiep 
Of  Bridewell's  ^oomy  mound ! 
E'en  Higginbottom  now  was  posed, 
/-or  sadder  scene  was  ne*er  disclosed: 
Without,  within,  in  hideous  show. 
Devouring  flames  resistless  glow, 
And  blazing  rafters  downward  go. 
And  never  halloo  'Heads  below!' 

Nor  notice  give  at  all. 
The  firemen  terrified  are  slow 
To  bid  the  pumping  torrent  flow, 
^OT  fear  the  roof  should  fall. 

•   ^^P'  stand  aloof  ! 

Whitford,  keep  near  the  walls  » 
Hugmns,  regard  your  own  behoof, 
JTor,  lo  !  the  blazing  rocking  roof 

Down,  down,  in  thunder  falls ! 
A  /  .  succeeds  the  stroke. 

And  o»  the  ruins  volumed  smoke, 
Rolling  around  its  pitchy  shroud. 
Conceal  d  them  from  th'  aetonish'd  crowd 
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At  length  the  mist  awhile  was  olear'd, 
When,  lo  !  amid  the  wreck  uprear'd, 
Qnidual  a  moving  head  appear'd. 


*Twas  Joseph  Muggins,  name  rerered, 

The  foreman  of  their  crew. 
Loud  shouted  all  in  signs  of  woe, 
'  A  Muggins  !  to  the  reeoae,  ho  !' 

And  pour'd  the  hissing  tide: 
Meanwhile  the  Muggins  fought  amain, 
And  strove  and  struggled  all  in  Tain, 
For,  rallying  but  to  fall  again, 

He^  totter'd,  sunk,  and  died ! 

Did  none  attempt,  before  he  fell, 
To  succour  one  they  loved  so  well  ? 
Yes,  Higginbottom  did  aspire 
(His  fireman's  soul  was  all  on  fire), 

His  brothor  ohl^  to  save; 
Bat  ah  !  his  reckless  generous  ire 

Served  but  to  share  his  ^ave ! 
Mid  blazing  beams  and  scalding,  streams, 
Through  fire  and  smoke  he  dauntless  broke, 

Where  Muggins  broke  before. 
But  sulphury  stench  and  boiling  drench, 
Destropng  sight,  o'erwhelm'd  mm  quite, 

He  sunk  to  rise  no  more. 
Still  o'er  his  head,  while  Fate  he  braved. 
His  whizzing  water-pipe  he  waved; 
'Whitford  and  IfitfOTd,  ply  your  pumps. 
You,  Clutterbuok,  come,  stir  your  stumps 
Why  are  you  in  such  doleful  dumps  ? 
A  meman,  and  afraid  of  bumps ! — 
What  are  they  fear'd  on  ?  fools  !  'od  rot  'em  ! ' 
Were  the  last  words  of  Higginbottom. 


Peace  to  his  soul !  new  prospects  bloom, 
And  toU  rebuilds  what  fires  consume  1 
Baft  we  and  drink  we,  be  oar  difety, 
*  Joy  to  the  managing  0(»uiiiMee  t* 


An  jAMm  nam  s 

Eat  we  and  drink  we.  join  to  rum 

W^h  if~"S       nookTjohn  Horaer,  come. 
With  bread  of  ginger  brown  thy  thmnb. 

*or  thig  IS  Drury's  gay  day- 
Roll  roU  thy  hoop,  and  t^l  thy  tops 
A^d  buy  to  glad  thy  smiling  ohoiT^' 
Unsp  parliament  with  loUypoM. 

And  iiiigen  of  tbe  LadyT 

Didst  mark,  how  toil'd  the  busy  train, 
T    "j",?"  *o  eve,  till  Drury  Lne 
Leapd  hke  a  roebuck  from  the  plain? 
Rop^  rose  and  sunk,  and  rose  a^ 

And  nimble  workmen  trod: 
To  reahse  bold  Wyatt's  plan 

f^A  I'Sf^.*  i^owUng  Irishman; 
Loud  dWd  numy  a>rter-can 
*  raggamuffin  clan, 
With  tro'vel  and  with  hod. 

Drury  revives  !  her  rounded  pate 
gblue.  IS  heavenly  blue  witrslate; 

®  midway  air '  elate, 
uru  *     ™*«Pie,  crow,  or  ohongh:  ' 

v-nilP*^*  visagJ^meMfc 
YeUow  and  pointed  are  her^rs, 
«o  pendant  portico  appears 
Dan^  beneath,  for  Whitbread's  sheMs* 
Hbve  ont  the  bauble  off. 

And.  bnt  that  solid  bulk  butsprekd 
Opposed  you  on  your  onward  treikL 
And  posts  andpiikrs  warranted 
™*      was  true  that  Wyatt  said, 
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You  might  have  deem'd  her  walls  so  thick 
Were  not  composed  of  stone  or  brick, 
Bat  all  a  phantom,  all  a  trick, 
Of  brain  disturb'd  and  fancy-sick. 
So  high  she  soars,  so  vast,  so  quick ! 


*  From  the  parody  of  Walter  Soott  we  know  not  what  to  leleot— 
it  is  all  good.  Tho  affeot  of  the  fire  on  the  town,  and  the  deeoription 
of  a  flmnaa  in  liia  official  apparel,  may  be  quoted  aa  amnaing  apeei* 
m«u  <rf  tha  mitapjilieation  of  the  style  and  met>e  of  Mr.  BooM's 
admiiaUe  romances.'— Qvortcr^  MtvUw. 

* "  A  Tale  of  Dmry , ' '  by  Walter  SooU.  is.  upon  the  wbok.  admirably 
•zeoated;  thongh  the  introdneUoa  is  rather  tame.  The  burning 
is  described  with  the  mighty  minsteel's  oharaoteristic  lore  td  localitiea. 
The  oataatronhe  is  described  with  a  spirit  not  unworthy  <rf  the  nam* 
so  Tonturously  assumed  by  the  desoriber.'^JMtiiiiuyi  BttUm. 


JOHNSON'S  GHOST.* 

tOhott  of  Dr.  Johnson  rises  from  trap-door  P.  S.,  and  OKcit  of 
BoswKix  from  trap-door  O.  P.  The  laUer  bows  respeetfidly  to 
the  House,  and  obsequiously  to  the  Doctor's  Ohost,  and  retires.] 

Doctor'a  Ohost  loquitur. 

That  which  was  organised  by  the  moral  ability  of  one 
has  bem  ezeonted  by  the  phydoal  efforts  of  many,  and 
Deuky  Lane  Theatre  is  now  complete.  Of  that  part 
behind  the  curtain,  which  has  not  yet  been  destmed 
to  glow  beneath  the  bnuh  of  the  varnisher,  or  vibrate 
to  the  hammer  of  the  carpenter,  little  is  thought  by 
the  public,  and  Uttle  need  be  said  by  the  committee. 
Train,  however,  is  not  to  be  MMsifioed  lor  the  aoocoi- 

1  *  Samuel  Johnson  is  not  so  good :  the  measure  and  wdemnity 
of  his  sentences,  in  all  the  limited  variety  of  their  structure,  are 
indeed  imitated  with  singular  skill;  but  the  diction  is  caricatured 
in  a  vulgar  and  unyleasing  degree.  To  make  Johnson  call  a  door 
"a  ligneo'os  barrioado."  and  its  knocker  and  bell  its  "frappant 
and  tmtinnabulant  appendages,"  is  neither  just  nor  humorous;  and 
we  are  surprised  that  a  writer  who  has  given  such  extraordinary 
proob  of  his  talent  for  finer  ridicule  and  fairer  imitation,  should 
nave  stooped  to  a  vein  of  pleasantry  so  low,  and  so  long  ago  exhausted ; 
espeoiallv  as,  in  other  passages  of  the  same  piece,  he  has  rhewn  how 
well  qiiaUfied  he  was  both  to'  catch  and  to  render  the  true  character- 
istios  of  his  (oiginaL  The  beginning,  for  example,  wo  thmk  excel- 
lent.'— Mi^Myk  Btrim. 
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modation  of  either;  and  he  who  should  pronounce  that 
our  edifice  has  received  its  final  embellishment  wotUd  be 
dissemmatinff  falsehood  without  incurring  IftTonr  aad 
nskinff  the  diagraoe  of  deteotion  vithovT  MrtkiiMitiiitf 
the  advantage  of  suooeM.  im^mmfmmaf 

Professions  lavishly  effused  and  pardmoniously  veri- 
fied are  alike  inconsistent  with  the  pfeoepte  of  innate 
and  the  praotioe  of  external  policy:  let  it 
not  then  be  conjectured,  that  because  we  are  unassuming, 
we  are  imbecile;  that  forbearance  is  any  indication  of 
deepondency,  or  humility  of  demerit.  He  that  is  the 
most  assured  of  success  will  make  the  fewest  appeals 
to  favour,  and  where  nothing  is  claimed  that  is  undue, 
nothing  that  is  due  will  be  withheld.  A  swelling  opening 
w  too  often  succeeded  by  an  insignificant  conclusion. 
FMttmwst  mountains  have  ere  now  produced  muscipular 
•mnrtions;  and  the  auditor  who  compares  incipient 

E>P<»Pr  ^th  final  vulgarity  is  reminded  of  the  pious 
wk«8  of  Constantinople,  who  solemnly  perambulate 
her  streets,  exclaiming,  'In  the  name  of  the  Prophet— figs !' 

Of  many  who  think  themselves  wise,  and  of  some 
who  are  thought  wise  by  others,  the  exeartions  are  directed 
to  the  revival  of  mouldering  and  obscure  dramas;  to 
endeavours  to  exalt  that  which  is  now  rare  only  because 
it  was  always  worthless,  and  whose  deterioratkm,  while 
it  condemned  it  to  living  obscurity,  by  a  strange  obli- 
quity of  moral  perception  constitutes  its  title  to  posthu- 
mous renown.  To  embody  the  flying  colours  of  folly 
to  arrest  evanescence,  to  give  to  bubbles  the  globular 
consistency  as  well  as  form,  to  exhibit  on  the  stage  the 
piebald  denizen  of  the  stable,  and  the  h„li  reasoning 
parent  of  combs,  to  display  the  brisk  locomotion  ^ 
Ck>lumbine,  or  the  twtuous  at^dinising  of  Punch;— 
these  are  the  occupations  of  others,  whose  ambition, 
hmited  to  the  applause  of  onintellectual  fatuity,  is  too 
innocuous  for  the  applicauon  ci  satire,  aod  too  humble 
for  the  incitement  of  jealousy. 

Our  refectory  will  be  found  to  contain  every  speoiea 
of  fruit,  from  the  cooling  nectarine  and  luscious  peach 
to  the  puny  pippin  and  the  noxious  nut.  There  Indolence 
may  rep<Me,  and  Inebriety  ievd;  and  the  spruce  appren- 
tice, mahi^  in  at  wewad  tMomA,  tamj  Hun  onrttBr 
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wHh  impunity;  debarred,  by  •  burimr  ot'  Imok  aed 
mortta,  from  narring  tluiA  ■oanio  inlecwt  in  otbeca, 
which  nature  and  education  hftVt  ifHTnH^Ti  Mm  §mm 
oomiwehendiag  himtdl. 

permanent  cannot  removed,  for,  if  removed,  it  ■o«a 
ceases  to  be  permenent.  What  stationary  abaanyiif 
can  vie  with  that  li^nieous  burie*do,  which,  deflPWiiB 
with  frappaht  aa^^  tintrnnabulant  appendages,  now 
serves  as  the  cntranoo  of  the  Ioa'  •  cottage,  and  now 
as  the  exit  oi  u  la  ty\o  bed-chami  at  one  tirne,  in- 
sinuating plastic  Harlequin  into  a  butohor's  sho^  and, 
at  another,  yawning,  as  a  flood-gate,  to  fMrecipitate  the 
Cyprians  of  St  Giles's  into  the  embraces  of  Ma  lieath 
To  elude  this  glaring  absurdity,  to  give  to  each  ra- 
■paotive  niMMioii  the  door  wlifeh  tte  earpenter  woold 
doubtless  have  given,  w  o  vary  our  portal  with  the  vary- 
ing scene,  pasatng  from  deal  to  mahogwy,  and  from 
mi^iogMqr  to  oai,  aa  tt»  oppoitte  tHrnarn  of  eoMaga, 
palace,  or  castle,  may  appear  to  require 

Amid  the  general  hum  of  gratuii^on  whicn  flatters 
us  in  front,  it  is  fit  that  some  r^ard  should  be  paid  to 
the  murmurs  of  despondence  that  nasail  m  in  the  rear. 
They,  as  I  have  elsewhere  expressed  it.    who  live  to 
jdease,*  should  not  have  their  own  ploasures  entirely 
ovwiooked.  The  children  ot  Tlusepis  are  gmoeral  in  their 
emrares  of  the  arohiteot,  in  iMviag  piaeed  the  looalitv 
of  exit  at  such  a  distance  from  the  oily  irradiators  whieh 
now  dazzle  the  eyes  of  him  who  addresses  you.   I  tarn, 
cries  the  Queen  of  Torrors,  n^ed  of  my  fair  proportioc-^ 
When  the  king-killing  Thane  hints  to  the  breathi 
auditory  the  murders  he  means  to  perpetrate,  in  th^ 
oastle  of  Macduff, '  ere  his  purpoae  eml,  to  vast  is  tl 
interval  he  has  to  travel  before  he  can  escape  from  t) 
stage,  that  his  purpose  has  even  time  to  freeze.  Yom 
condition,  cries  the  Muse  of  Smiles    s  hard,  but  it  is 
cygnet's  down  in  oomparison  with  miae.  The  peedee 
of  oapera  and  congeea*  has  laid  H  down  aa  a  i^e. 
tiw  beat  good  thi]^  «llera#  hf  il»  amfaig  Tisitar 

*  Tke  celebrated  Lord  ChtatatMi,  rtn  <t.<  LcKiu  i  te  Ms  Ses. 
■ewwdlai^to^l^^  iaiJisis  * Hw  ■■■an  at  a  daaoi^. 
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Aoulr  -oiiduct  him  rapidly  to  i  lin  jjni  i  last  imi 

UurabUitv  with  tel.  But  wl  n,  on 
thtt  hoarded  elongation  i*  Mb  to  my  lot  to  say  good 
thine  to  ejactiL.te.  '  n  oving,'  or  to  chant  'hie 
Me  homm  gemtivo,'  an,  are  the  moments  that  mnsl 
elapM,  ere  I  ,  an  h  .e  mymM  from  pnblio  virion  in  th« 


To  objection  Iik«  th  se,  aptiouslv  urged  ai^  qw^a- 
1<  !  naintaim-d.  it  i  tiit;.-  thfi*  •  uity  ihoiild  oon- 
clusivdy  reply.  i)eviatioii  from  aic  propriety  has 
onJy  to  Ti^npera*  e .  mil  for  t  he  on.,  quenoes  it  generate*. 
Let  tAe  a.  u>r  oonsi"  r  th=  i  of  mif  as  that  line  bemnd 
w^ohhejjioald  not  soar  ie^>  spurious  applause : 
m  mn  tWi  A,  tliat  in  pmp'  he  advances  to  the 

lamps,  be  m^edps  frt  the   ninoheon  of 

Hotspnr  mqm  res  n  o  a  icuuuii^ii  cii  .  froni  loonnterinff 
tl^  ohmk  of  bea<.  -n  ^  stas^  iNn,  a  i  that  the 
l»pvHr»  of    iAnda  produce  effect,  although 

th    hroat  >  r   w  wh      rb^ it  should  not  overhang  tht 
or     stra    1  -  Jr     of  the  modem  erMoal  Olympus, 
Iiorti  Mary  «■  oi  tV        atric  sky,^  has,  ex  eaihedrd,  as- 
swted,  tlki^  8  nf  irai  actor  looks  upon  the  audiei  ce 
P«t  of  t  he  theat)    m  the  third  ride  of  the  chamber 
nhai        mmLy    cd  the  third  Wall  thus  fancifui 
^-r^    our  aetor    honld,  hf  ridicule  or  reason,  be  witi, 
aaW  fi  .11  kv<x         h     heads  against  the  rtucco. 

lime  fore  .  and ,  me,  th#t  all  thinm  which  have 
a  limit  must  -^m^  to  a  eoDslMioB.  Let  me,  ere 
that  <  nclr  ^,  recall  to  yoor  iioollection,  that 

the  ^  Jars  V  ill  ,  rise  on  either  ride  of  me,  blooming  in 

'  ^  **M»tri«  "ky.   This  alludes  to  Leigh  Hunt. 

^  ,     !^^'  •*  ''•P*       actors  in  hot  water. 

4m  m's  argument  is,  like  many  of  his  other  arguments, 
H  antraable;  that  Which  it  defend*  Imi  since  bMO  aban. 

aw  as  lit  racticable.  Mr.  Whitbread  conic,  led  that  the  actor 
^  .»ice  »  1  a  picture,  and  accordingly  pU«ed  the  green 

art^^  n  ir  .  rame  remote  from  the  foot-lights ;  allying  that 

ao  r  rform-  uid  mar  the  iilusion  by  stepping  out  of  the  frame. 
Uo  on  was  .e  fir*,  actor  Tvho,  like  Manftwd's  ancestor  in  the 
Castieof  OUraiuo,  took  the  liberty  of  abandoning  the  canon.  '  Don't 
teU  me  of  frames  and  pictures,''  ejacuUted  the  testy  comedian:  •  If 
1  can  t  foe  heard  by  the  audience  in  the  frame,  I'll  walk  out  of  it  I* 
TtorpTMoaaiiim  hak  rfaea  hnn  tw-wuw^l^f^        ^  SOtOts  tWiriiJ 
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virid  antiqtiity,  like  two  massy  evergreens,  had  yet 
■lumbered  in  their  native  quarry,  bnt  for  the  ardent 

exertions  of  the  individual  who  called  them  into  life :  to 
his  never-slumbering  talents  you  are  indebted  for  what- 
ever pleasure  this  haunt  of  the  muses  is  calculated  to 
afford.  If,  in  defiance  of  chaotic  malevolence,  the 
destroyer  of  the  temple  of  Diana  yet  survives  in  the 
name  of  Erostratus,  surely  we  may  confidently  predict, 
that  the  rebuilder  of  the  temple  of  Apollo  will  stand 
recorded  to  distant  posterity  in  that  oi— Samuel 

WmXBSBAD. 


THE  BEAUTIFUL  INCENDIARY. 

BY  TBI  HON.  W.  8.^ 

FormoMm  naonare  dooea  Amaryllida  lilvaa.— Viaoru 
Seenc  rfrmw^  ami  diieov»*  a  Ladff  adeep  on  a  «nuh. 
Enttr  PBiLAin>aB. 

PHILAKDEB. 

I. 

Sobriety,  cease  to  be  sober,' 
Cease,  Labour,  to  dig  and  to  delve; 

All  hail  to  this  tenth  of  October, 

One  thousand  eight  hundred  and  twelve ! 

WiLUAM  SnVOBll. 

*  Sobriety,  &o.  The  good-humour  of  the  poet  upon  occasion 
of  tiiis  parody  has  been  noticed  in  the  Preface.  *  It's  all  venr  v/ell 
lot  (moe,'  said  he  afterwards,  in  comic  confidence,  at  his  villa  at 
PMeraham,  '  but  don't  do  it  again.  I  had  been  almost  forgotten 
wfami  you  revived  me;  and  now  all  the  newspapers  and  reviews 
ring  with,  "  this  fashionable,  trashy  author." '  The  sand  and  '  filings 
of  glatss,'  mentioned  in  the  last  stanza,  are  referable  to  the  weU- 
known  verses  of  the  poet  apologising  to  a  lady  for  having  paid  an 
unconscionaUy  hmg  Boratac  iwAi  sad  whaM>  tJBMb^  to  Tine, 
he  says, 

'All  bli  sande  are  diamond  speike. 
That  ffUtter  aa  they  pats.' 

f^w  men  in  society  have  more  '  j^dened  Ufe '  tiiao  this  poet. 
He  nov  reaidflt  in  and  nay  tlwoee  nake  the  jpnwd  tour 

without  MI  tetorprotor  Bpeakfag.  he  doae.  fjro^  mMra.  and 
Qeraan,  aa  floantly  aa  KogUah. 
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Ha !  whom  do  my  peepers  remark  t 
'Tis  Hebe  with  Jupiter's  jua; 

O  no,  'tis  the  piide  of  the  noL, 
Fair  Lady  Elizabeth  Mngg. 

n. 

Why,  beautiful  nymph,  do  you  close 

The  curtain  that  fringes  your  eye  ? 
Whv  veil  in  the  olon^  of  repose 

The  son  that  should  brighten  our  akj  ? 
Perhaps  jealous  Venus  has  oiled 

Your  hair  with  some  opiate  drug. 
Not  choosing  her  charms  should  be  foiled 

By  Lady  Elizabeth  Mugg. 

m. 

But  ah '  why  awak^  the  blaze 

Those  bright  burning-glasses  contain. 
Whose  lens  with  copcentrated  rays 

Proved  fatal  to  old  Drury  Laae  ? 
Twas  an  aoddMital,  they  cry, — 

Away  with  the  flimsy  humbug ! 
^Twas  fired  by  a  flash  from  the  eye 

Of  Lady  Efiubeth  Mngg. 

IV. 

Thy  f^tanoe  can  in  us  raise  a  flame, 

Then  why  should  old  Drury  be  free  ? 
Our  doom  and  its  dome  are  the  same. 

Both  Bubjeot  to  beauty's  deorae. 
No  candles  the  workmen  consumed, 

When  deep  in  the  ruins  thev  dug; 
Thj  flash  still  their  progress  Wambo, 

Gbeet  Lady  Elisabeth  liogg. 

V. 

Thy  face  a  rich  fire-place  displays: 
Tlie  mantd-pieoe  marble^tny  brows; 

TMta  OTes,  axe  the  l«^t  beaming  blaze; 
Thy  bib,  wUeh  no  tinpiis  aikms, 
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The  fender's  tall  barrier  marks; 

Thy  tippet's  the  fire-quelling  rug, 
Which  serves  to  extinguish  the  tpttrks 

Of  Lady  Elizabeth  Mugg. 


The  Countess  a  lily  appears, 

Whose  tresses  the  pearl-drops  emboss; 
The  Marchioness,  blooming  in  years, 

A  rose-bud  enveloped  in  moss; 
But  thou  art  the  swept  passion-flower, 

For  who  would  not  slavery  hug, 
To  pass  but  one  exquisite  hour 

In  the  arms  of  Elizabeth  Mugg  ? 


vn. 

When  at  court,  or  some  Dowager's  rout. 

Her  diamond  aigrette  meets  our  view, 
She  looks  like  a  glow-worm  dressed  out, 

Or  tulips  bespangled  with  dew. 
Hot  two  lips  denied  to  man's  suit, 

Are  shared  with  her  favourite  Pug; 
What  lord  would  not  change  with  the  brute, 

To  live  wilh  EBiftlMth  li^g  t 

vin. 

Coukl  the  stage  be  a  large  vis-l^vis. 

Reserved  for  the  polished  and  great. 
Where  each  happy  fover  might  see 

The  nymph  he  ftdovm  tlte4-tMe; 
No  longer  I'd  gaze  on  the  ground. 

And  the  load  of  despondency  lug. 
For  I'd  book  myself  all  the  year  round. 

To  ride  with  the  sweet  Lftdy  Uagg. 


sc. 

Yes,  she  in  herself  is  a  host. 
And  if  she  were  here  all  abm^ 

Otor  hoQM  mkjit  aaetm'm^^  hoiat 
A  bmaftr  «  HmWiwi  aad  ton. 


Again  should  it  burst  in  a  tdaw, 

In  vain  would  they  ply  Congreye's  plug » 
For  nought  could  extiiuiajsh  ^  nyi 

From  the  glMwe  of  ^vine  La^  Miigg. 


X. 


0  could  I  as  Harlequin  frisk, 

And  thou  be  my  Columbine  fair, 
My  wand  should  with  one  magio  whisk 

Transport  us  to  Hanover  Square: 
St.  Georg©»i  should  lend  us  its  shrine, 

The  parson  his  shoulders  might  shrug, 
But  a  license  should  force  him  to  join 

My  hand  in  the  hand  of  my  Mugg. 


XI. 


Gourt-^aster  the  weapons  should  tip, 

By  Cupid  shot  down  from  above, 
Which,  out  into  spots  for  thy  lip, 

Should  still  barb  the  arrows  of  love. 
The  god  who  from  othen  ffiea  quick, 

With  us  should  be  slow  as  a  slug; 
As  close  as  a  leech  he  should  stiek 

To  me  and  Elizabeth  Mugg. 


xn. 


For  Time  would,  with  us,  'stead  of  sand* 

Put  filings  of  steel  in  his  glass, 
To  drv  up  the  blots  of  his  hand. 

And  spangle  life's  page  as  they  pass. 

»  CoDgnvt't  ping.  The  ]»t«  Sir  Wflliwn  Oongrere  had  made 
•  mode'^  r  Drury  Xane  Theatre,  to  which  was  allzed  an  enoins 
«tot  event  of  fiie,  wm  made  to  play  from  the  rtagehito 

a   t  ^«  '^t"'  •ccompanied  by  Tl&odm 

Hook,  at  to  see  the  model  at  Sir  William'a  hoak>  in  CeoU 
Street.  ;Now  I'U  duok  Whitbread!'  said  Hook.  aeisinK  the  wa^. 
CieiTiIbi  Mading  a  tan«ot  otwSm  Mp  Ike 
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Since  all  is  grass  ere  'tis  hay,* 
O  may  I  in  clover  live  snug, 

And  when  old  Time  mows  me  away, 
Be  stacked  with  defunct  Lady  Mugg ! 


'"The  Beautiful  Incendiary,"  by  the  Honourable  W.  Spencer, 
is  also  an  imitatii  n  of  great  merit.  The  flashy,  fashionable,  artifioial 
style  of  this  writer,  with  his  confident  and  extravagant  oomplimentoi 
can  scarcely  be  said  to  be  parodied  in  saoh  Uaot.'—Eiiiibwgk  Btview.. 


FIRE  AND  ALE. 

BY  M.  a.  L.' 
Omnia  tnuuformat  mm  in  miraonla  renun. — Viion- 

My  palate  is  parched  with  Pierian  thirst, 

Away  to  Parnassus  I'm  beckoned ; 
List,  warriors  and  dames,  while  my  lay  is  rehearsed, 
I  sing  of  the  singe  of  Miss  Drury  the  first. 

And  the  birth  of  Mias  Drury  the  second. 

The  Fire  King,  one  day,  rather  amorous  fail; 

He  mounted  his  hot  copper  filly; 
His  breeches  and  boots  were  of  tin,  and  the  belt 
Was  made  of  cast  iron,  for  fear  it  should  melt 

With  the  heat  of  the  copper  colt's  belly. 

^  See  Byron,  aftenoarda,  in  Don  Juan : — 

*  Fbr  fleah  to  gnn.  yttOA  Ttaae  mows  down  to  ter> 

But,  as  Johnson  says  of  Dryden,  '  His  known  wealth  was  so  gntk, 
he  muht  borrow  without  any  impeachment  of  his  credit.' 

'  iCkTTHf  w  Gbboobt  Liwis,  commonly  called  Ifook  Lewk,  from 
Us  (MMW  popular  romance  of  that  name.  He  was  a  good-hMCftcd 
man,  •ad,  uke  too  '".any  of  that  fraternity,  a  disagreeable  one— 
TwboM,  disputatious,  and  paradoxical.  His  Monk  and  CtuS* 
Sptem  elevated  him  into  fame;  and  he  continued  to  write  ghott* 
rtBfiw  tin,  following  as  he  did  in  the  wake  of  Mrs.  Raddilfe,  h*  quite 
ovwwtoAed  the  market.  Lewis  Tinted  hia  MtatM  ia  JamaiM, 
and  o«ma  back  pOTfectly  negro-bitten.  He  prcMnalgated  a  new  code 
of  knra  ia  the  ialMid.  for  tiie  govanuMot  m  bk  aaUe  anbjeota:  one 
mkj  mm  h».m  apariman:  'inj  daTo  who  oommita  murder  shall 
hvn.  hb  head  dw^ed.  and  be  om&Md  thrae  daya  and  nights  in  a 
daikfoflou'  Upon  oocaaiea  flf  pfiHli^t  Mkite  psfodto.  Mode  Laarte 
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Sure  never  was  skin  half  so  scalding  aa  hli  I 

When  an  infant  'twas  equally  horrid; 
For'  the  water,  when  he  waa  baptised,  gave  a  fizz. 
And  bubbled  and  simmer'd  and  started  off,  wbiEE  f 
As  soon  as  it  sprinkled  his  forehead. 

Oh !  thm  there  was  glitter  and  fire  in  each  eye, 

For  two  livinff  coals  were  the  symbols; 
His  teeth  wwe  oaloined,  and  his  tongue  was  so  dry 
It  rattled  against  them,  as  though  yon  should  toy 
To  play  the  piano  :  i  thimbles. 

Prom  his  nostrils  a  lava  sulphureous  flows, 

Which  scorches  wherever  it  lingers; 
A  sniveDing  feUow  he's  caD'd  by  his  foes, 
For  he  can't  raise  his  paw  up  to  blow  his  red  noae 

For  fear  it  should  blister  his  fingers.  " 

His  wig  is  of  flames  curling  over  his  head, 

WeU-powder'd  with  white  smoking  ashes; 
He  dnnks  gunpowder  tea,  melted  sugar  of  lead. 

«Tu.  spiced  gingerfanMT. 

Which  black  from  the  oven  he  gnashes. 

said  to  Lady  H.. '  Many  of  them  are  very  fair,  but  mine  is  not  at  all 
like;  they  have  made  me  write  burlesque,  which  I  never  do.'  •  Yon 
don  t  know  your  own  talent,'  answered  the  lady. 


'A  BWiwIeM  fota  mA  dwwfltb 

H«  bad,  moreover,  large  £Tey  eyes,  thick  features,  and  an  inexpreasivfr 
Sk^r!?^   ^°  *»®        »  disagreeable  habit  of  drawing 

WW  fon-finnr  of  his  nght  hand  across  his  right  eyelid.  He  aflfected, 
^^ItJI^^^lu  "^"^  °*  «iandified.  drawling  tone;  young  Hariowe, 
the  artist,  did  the  same.  A  foreigner  who  had  but  a  sUght  know, 
ledge  of  the  English  language  might  have  concluded,  from  their 
cadences,  that  they  were  Uttle  better  than  fools—'  just  »  bom 
goose,  as -Terry  the  actor  used  to  say.  Lewis  died  on  his  paMu» 
homeward  from  Jamaica,  owing  to  a  dose  of  James's  powtlera  in. 
judiciouslv  adminutor«d  by  'his  own  mere  motion.'  He  wrot* 
vanoua  plays,  with  various  sueeesa:  he  had  an  adminble  notion  ot 
drama^BMiutonot^^bat  tiietoodiMW  <rf  hto  aoMMt  aad  iooidtate 
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Each  fire  njrmph  his  kias  from  her  oonntenance  shMds, 

Twotild  soon  set  her  cheekbone  a  frying; 
He  spit  in  the  tenter  ground  near  Spitalnelds, 
And  the  hole  that  it  burnt,  and  the  chalk  that  it  yidd», 
WAb  m  capital  lime-kfln  for  drying. 

When  he  open'd  his  mouth,  out  there  issued  a  blast 

(Nota  bme,  I  do  not  mean  swearing), 
Bnt  the  noise  that  it  made,  and  the  heat  that  it  cast, 
I've  heard  it  £rom  those  who  have  seen  it,  surpass'd 
A  shot  mamifaetory  flaiing. 

He  bUused,  and  he  blazed,  as  he  gallop'd  to  snatch 

His  Iwide,  little  dreaming  of  cUmger; 
His  whip  was  a  torch,  and  ms  spur  was  a  match. 
And  over  the  horse's  kit  eye  was  a  patch, 
To  hemp  it  from  boning  the  manger. 

And  who  is  the  housemaid  he  means  to  enthral 

In  his  cinder-producing  alliance  1 
'Tis  Drury  Lane  Playhouse,  so  wide,  and  so  tall. 
Who,  like  other  combustible  ladies,  must  fall, 

U  iA»  cannot  aet  &jp$AM  at  defiaooe. 

On  his  warming-pan  kneepan  he  clattering  roll'd, 

And  the  housemaid  his  hand  would  have  taken. 
But  his  hand,  like  his  passion,  was  too  hot  to  hold, 
And  A»  socm  kt  it  go,  but  her  new  ring  of  gold 
AH  meHed,  Hke  Wter  or  bacon  t 

Oh !  then  she  look*d  soar,  and  indeed  well  she  might. 

For  Vinegar  Yard  was  before  her; 
But,  spite  of  her  shriekB,  the  ignipotent  knight, 
fiorol^ig  the  maid  in  a  flame  of  gas  light, 

To      skks  bk  ft  d^'VOoke*  bora  mt. 

Look !  look !  *tb  the  Ala  lOag,  so  statoly  and  stanh. 

Whose  votaries  scorn  to  be  sober; 
He  ]>op8  from  his  vat,  like  a  cedar  or  larch; 
JBrown-stout  is  his  doublet,  he  hope  in  his  march. 

And  frottu  at  the  in  Oetober. 
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H»         i»  •  "Pigot,  his  shield  is  a  bung; 
He  tape  where  the  housemaid  no  more  is. 

A  seoona  um  unaey,  tall,  tidy,  and  Toanc. 
And  sported  tii  loco  sororis.  '"""^ 

Back,  lurid  in  air,  for  a  second  regale, 

The  Cinder  King,  hot  with  desire. 
To  Brydges  Street  hied;  but  the  Monarch  of  Ale. 
With  uplifted  spigot  and  faucet  and  pail. 

Thus  ohided  the  Monarch  of  Fire: 

'  Vile  tyrant,  beware  of  the  ferment  I  brew 
rt  «»8t  here,  dash  the  wig  o'  me ! 

U,  spite  of  yonr  marriage  with  Old  Drury,  you 
Comehero  with  your  tinderbox,  courting  the  New. 
m  have  you  indicted  for  bigamy  iT 

^'  9;  «»*  only  »  faithful 

author,  but  a  yerv  just  repreMntetion  of  that  mixture  of  extSva- 
gance  and  jooularfty  which  hM  impnMd  aort  wSwritiJS^S 
the  ohMMster  of  a  tori  of  fHvkal     — '  Tiff  ill  Miff  iBSl 


PLAYHOUSE  MUSINGS. 

BT  8.  T.  0.* 

JDkr^t  fldii  arauw  aodaUbus  olim 
UMMwt  UtMrit;  neqoe  ai  male  ooMoat,  oMaam 
iwonrreu  alio,  aeqae  ti  beo*. 

Hoaun. 

J'l  5***"*^  Public,  wherefore  look  yott  sad  1 
I  had  a  grandmother,  she  kept  a  (tonkey 
To  carry  to  the  mart  her  crockery  ware. 
And  when  that  donkey  look'd  me  in  the  faoe. 
Hi8faoewMsad!andy(wa»gad,my  Pabio  f 

Joy  ahonld  be  yours:  this  tenth  day  of  Ootobv 
Agate  aoembke  m  in  Cniiy  '  v^wnw 

■ 


so 
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Long  wept  my  e^e  to  see  the  timber  planks 

That  bdd  our  nuns;  many  a  day  I  cried, 

Ah  me !  I  fear  they  never  will  rebuild  it ! 

Till  on  one  eve,  one  joyful  Mondav  eve, 

As  along  Charles  Street  I  prepared  to  walk. 

Just  at  the  comer,  by  the  pastrycook's, 

I  heard  a  trowel  tick  against  a  brick. 

I  look'd  me  up,  and  straight  a  parapet 

Uprose  at  least  seven  inches  o'er  the  planks. 

Joy  to  thee,  Drury !  to  myself  I  said : 

He^  of  Blackfriars'  Road,  who  hymn'd  thy  downfall 

In  loud  Hosannahs,  and  who  prophesied 

That  flames,  like  those  from  prostrate  Solyma, 

WoiUd  scorch  the  hand  that  ventured  to  rebuild  tbee, 

Has  proved  a  lying  prophet.   From  that  hour, 

As  leisure  offer'd,  close  to  Mr.  Spring's 

Box-office  door,  I've  stood  and  eyed  the  builders. 

They  had  a  plan  to  render  less  their  labours; 

Workmen  in  olden  times  wotild  mount  a  ladder 

With  hodded  heads,  but  these  stretch'd  forth  a  pole 

From  the  wall's  pinnacle,  they  placed  a  pulley 

Athwart  the  pole,  a  rope  athwart  the  pulley; 

To  this  a  basket  dangled;  mortar  and  bricks 

Thus  freighted,  swung  securely  to  the  top, 

And  in  the  empty  buket  workmen  twain 

Precipitate,  unhurt,  aooosted  earth. 

Oh !  'twas  a  goodly  sound,  to  hear  the  people 
Who  watch'd  the  work,  express  their  various  thoughts  I 
While  some  believed  it  never  would  be  finish'd, 
Sraw,  on  the  contrary,  betieved  it  would. 

I've  heard  our  front  that  fac'«  Drur^  Lane 
Much  criticised;  they  say  'tis  vulgar  briok-work, 
A  mimic  manufactory  of  floor-cloth. 
One  of  the  morning  papers  wish'd  that  front 
Cemented  like  the  front  in  Brydges  Street; 
As  it  now  !o'^k8,  they  call  it  Wyatt's  Mermaid, 
A  haodimne  woman  with  m  fiw's  tail. 

t  •  He  of  Blackfriars'  Road.'  viz.  the  late  Rev.  Rowland  Hill,  whc 
li  nid  to  have  preached  a  aermon  oongratalating  hia  congregation 
M  the  MitMtKy^M. 


"KmMm  AMD  9AMM  mam  n 

Th^ifS-^       ?.*^P^®     St.  Bride's  in  Fleet  Street- 
The  Albion  (as  iU  name  denotes)  is  white- 
Morgan  and  Saunders'  shop  for  chaira  and  tables 
g         Ijke .*  «no^-l>all  in  the  setting  sun- 
White  IS  Whitehall.   But  not  St.  Bride's  in  Fleet  SW 

JMor  white  WhitehaU,  is  white  tm  Dnny*e  laoe. 

Oh.  Mr.  Whitbread  !^  fie  upon  you,  sir ! 
I  thmk  you  should  have  buifTa  Colonnade; 
SnfS  i^^'lf'  ^^^J^K       her  coach 

And         ^fJ  ^i?"^^*"  J^'f  P^^'^i^es  the  shower, 
r^L^  ^u^^  her  throat, 

Pbrohance  her  coacli  stands  half  a  dozen  off 

Wk/JJ  she  mounts  the  step,  the  oozing  mud 

ShJ^nn^rt  ^       «'^PP«^-  On  the  morraw, 

She  coughs  at  breakfast,  and  her  gruff  papa 

To  build  no  portico  is  penny  wise: 

Heaven  grant  it  prove  not  in  the  end  pound  foolish  I 

wiif^l.^^d^'S'  ■^'^.^  J?"®®"  Theatres! 
What  is  the  Recency  m  Tottenham  Street. 
The  Royal  Amphitheatre  of  Arts. 
Afltley's.  Olympic,  or  the  Sans  Pareil, 

iTJT^r^  '7J^        ^        ^^^^  I        thee  push'd 
«ack  from  the  narrow  street  that  ohristen'd  th^T 
I  know  not  why  they  oaU  thee  V^l^  ^ 

Amid  the  freaks  that  modem  fashion  sanctions 
Itgneves  me  much  to  see  live  animals 
Ittought  on  the  stage.   Grimaldi  has  his  rabbit. 
Lauront  his  cat,  and  Bradbury  his  pier.  ^ 
Fie  on  suohtrioks  f   Johnson,  the  iL^hinist  . 
Of  former  Drury,  imitated  life 

^i'  I^^  ^^^Vhant  in  Blue  Beud, 
fetuff  d  by  his  hand,  wound  round  his  Kthe  piobOMlt. 

Rolll^™;iffJ^!^*^'"^  then  Master  of  the 
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As  spruce  as  he  who  roar'd  in  Padmanaba.* 

Nought  bom  on  earth  should  die.   On  hackney  stands 

I  reverence  the  coachman  who  criee  '  Gee,' 

And  spares  the  lash.  When  I  behold  •  spidsr 

Prey  on  a  fly,  a  magpie  on  a  worm. 

Or  view  a  butcher  with  horn-handled  knife 

Slaughter  a  tender  lamb  as  dead  as  mutton, 

Indted,  indeed,  Fm  Twnr,  very  riok  t 

'  Mr.  Coleridge  will  not,  we  fear,  be  as  much  entertained  aa  «• 
were  with  hia  '  Pla^houae  Musings,'  which  begin  with  oharaoteriitie 
pathos  and  simplicity,  and  put  us  much  in  mind  of  tiM  aflMHag 
story  of  old  Pouiter's  mare.' — QmrteHy  Review. 

* Playhouse  Musings," '  by  Mr.  Coleridge,  a  piece  which  is  un- 
questionably Lakish,  though  we  cannot  say  that  we  recognise  in 
it  any  of  the  peculiar  traits  of  that  powerful  and  misdirected  genius 
whose  name  it  has  borrowed.  We  rather  think,  howerer,  that  the 
tuneful  brotherhood  wiU  OMMldar  il  m  a  fwpwtabk  Mdogw.'— 
Siinibm^h  Btvitw. 


DRURT  LANE  HUSTINGS. 
▲  raw  KAummrr  ballad. 

BT  ▲  nO-HlO  POBT. 

This  is  the  very  age  of  promise:  To  promise  is  most  courtly  and 
fashionable.  Performance  is  a  kind  of  will  or  testament,  which 
ugaes  a  pmA  ■kka—  fai  hta  }uilg»mtiil  that  makes  it. 

Tmov  or  Athxks. 


I  To  b*  mtng  by  Mr.  Jcmtmton  in  Uu 
Loomnr  IfTwwiaB.] 

I. 


of 


Mb.  Jack,  your  address,  says  the  Prompter  to  me. 
So  I  gave  him  my  card— no,  that  a*nt  it,  says  lie; 

'Tis  your  public  address.   Oh !  says  I,  never  fear, 
If  address  you  are  bother'd  for,  only  look  here. 

[Fate  on  kat  affeetetUf 

Tol  de  vol  lot.  *o. 

t  <  Padmanaba,'  viz.  in  a  pantomime  called  Hmrltquin  in  Pad- 
manaba.  This  elephant,  some  years  afterwards,  was  exhibited  over 
Exeter  'Change,  where,  the  reader  will  remembor.  it  was  found 
neoawary  to  dertroy  the  poor  animal  by  dieohaiSM  of  mosketr 
Whea  he  amtt  m  mtmm  u  ia  tta 
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Tol  cb  vol, 
in.  ^ 

^  Td  (|0  ml.  te. 

Each  one  shiUing  god  ^thin  reach  of  a  nod  i.. 

Th«  ^  if  fashion'd  for  viewimr 

The  whole  house  can  see  what  the  whok  tow^  A^, 

mymt  if  on*  «idiig,  and  doing's  another. 

^  Toi  d*  lol.  AO. 

5t7he"^^jjjrof'*ri^'r„r&^^ 

<uo  w  OKI  agB  wten  it's  seven  ^ean  old. 


64  ifw^vff  An  jAim  nun 

vm. 

As  I  don't  know  on  whom  the  election  will  fiU, 
I  more  in  return  for  reittming  them  i^; 
But  for  fmr  Mr.  Speaker  my  mewfaig  •hoaM  miss, 
The  hoaee  that  I  wUh  *em  to  sit  in  is  this. 

Tol  de  rol,  &c. 

n. 

Let  us  cheer  our  great  Ck>mmoner,  but  for  whose  aid 
We  all  should  have  gone  with  short  o<»nm<ma  to  bed; 
And  sinoe  he  has  saved  all  the  iat  from  the  fire, 
I  move  that  tiie  honee  be  oalPd  Whitbread's  Entire. 

Tol  de  rol,  &c. 


' "  A  N«w  Hdfpcony  BftlUd."  Inr  ft  Pio-Nk)  PtMt.  !■  •  good  imito. 
(rf  vliftt  «M  act  worth  imitfttiiM— thsl  tawBsadoos  nlztafo  of 
Tiilgur^.  aoaMOM.  impadenoe.  siid  miMn^do  peas.  wU^  iiiid«r 
the  oamB  id  homMoiu  loogt,  rooM  oar  pelte  sadfaness  to  a  iw 
higher  pitch  of  rapture  thfta  Qaniok  or  9Mom  orsr  was  aUi 
ioipire.  — £4t«6tir9A  RtiuUm. 


ARCHITECTURAL  ATOMS. 

TRANSLATED  BTf  DK.  B.* 

Lege,  Dioic,  Lege,t— Joscfh  Amobiws. 
To  h*  naitti      tk*  Trandalor't  Son 

AwAT,  fond  dupes !  who,  smit  with  sacred  lore, 

Mosaic  dreams  in  Genesis  explore, 
Boat  with  Copernicus,  or  A»-rWng  stray 
With  Newtcm,  Ptolemy,  or  Tyoho  Orahe  ! 
To  you  I  sing  not,  for  I  sinjg  of  truth, 
Primeval  systems,  and  oreati'n's  youth; 
Such  as  of  old,  with  magic  wisdom  fraught, 
Lispired  Lucbettus  to  the  Latauis  taught. 

'  Db.  Busby.  This  gantleswa  gave  living  reciutiooa  of  his 
translation  of  Luentitu,  wMi  tea  bm  bfMkl<aad-batt«r.  Ho  Mat 
in  a  reid  Addrat  to  the  Dnny  Lib*  Cotnmittoe.  wUtA  wts  mSfy 
fojerted.  The  laeeeat  imftattoa  ptolwHi  to  bo  wettsd  Iqr  tlio  tlraat- 
lator'a  son.  The  poet  here,  i^ain,  wu  a  praphei.  A  tew  ereaiaft 
after  ik»  opening  of  the  theatre,  I^.  Boslqr  eat  with  hk  aoa  ia  oao 
td  the  iitaae-bozea.  The  latter,  to  the  astonishment  of  tiio  aocUaaoe, 
at  the  end  <d  the  play,  stepped  from  the  box  upon  the  sta^  with 


I  sing  how  oaaual  Molii,  in  aby  climb. 
Snoounter'd  omiuI  oom-htiT,  etmatl  Ume; 

K188  d  in  their  slope  blue  elemental  slate. 
ClMp'd  soUd  beams  in  ohanoe-dinoted  fuy. 
And  fftfie  to  Urth  our  imoirated  Dnuy. 

iir?***',*P**^,!^°^® '  ^^oae  sceptre  was  confess'd. 
Where  fair  iEolia  sp  ags  from  Tethys'  breast: 
Thence  on  Olympua,  mid  celestials  placed, 
God  of  tm  Wihds,  aod  Ether's  boundless  waste— 
Thee  I  invoke  !   Oh  puff  my  bold  design, 
ftomptthebnght  thought,  and  sweU  th'  harmonioaalina- 
SVl  ,.r."-^  P»n»W  •nd  my  rm^  inspire 
With  Winsor's'  patent  gas,  or  wind  of^fire, 
In  wha^  pure  blaae  thy  embryo  form  enroU'd, 
The  Ml  anfigiilaiifi,       «iielMl»  the  odd. 

But,  wUe  I  eonrt  thy  gifts,  be  mine  to  shun 
The  deprecated  prize  Ulysses  won, 

rao  pnoond  wtad»  m  ■kins  of  i>arefament  bore. 


mnS'i^fclJ!*^S!2?T"5L**~*i*=^<^  •  "omUWe.  at  this 
5^?^!?*  ^t^mkA  hsiKM  away  the  juvn 


n-ISLS^'^iM''^  t^whliogwaa  tiras  noticed  in  one  of  tha 
nenmapen  of  the  day.  la  tha  wfanM  of  birtha:-'  Yesterday,  at 
hu  honae  in  OnnM  Amis  ~-        Tk_  tt  u  m  .  .^i.,  .  ^'^>u»j. 


hia  houe  in  Qoeea  Anna  8M.  Dr.  Boaby  of  u  rtill-bom  Luerctu'7' 
.     Winsor'.  natent  gaa'-at  that  time  in  i?,  :afar.oy^  Thr  Ifk 

Moond.  Biah^afata  Straet.  The  writer  J  ;  a  lecture  (riven 
-  »kir^I25Sr'  *^  ?^  admittance  u  x  three  shillinga.  but. 
M  tto  faytator  waa  about  to  apply  to  parliament,  membeni^f  both 
moM^wmattitttad  patia.  The  writer  and  a  f eUow-jeeter  aaaumed 
Sl'SSl^"^***?     •  '^""^  '  Members     parliament  1' 

^Li^LSSS^*  •  1°°'"  °*  o'»t-*n^e.    '  What 

gaws^gentlemen  T    'Old  Sarum  and  Bridgewater.     'Walk  in. 
|mMMB.    Luckily,  the  real  Simon  Porea  Sid  not  att<:.ML  Thk 
sasunxmiQ&tio::  was  farther  notMad  ia  Bmmm  m  Lanba  *~ 
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Speeds  the  fleet  bark,  till  o'er  the  billowy  gnen 

The  azure  heishts  of  Ithaca  are  seen; 

But  while  with  favouring  gales  her  Vay  she  wins, 

His  curious  comrades  ope  the  mjrstic  skins; 

When,  lo !  the  rescued  winds,  with  boisterous  sweep, 

Roar  to  the  clouds  and  lash  the  rocking  deep; 

Heaves  the  smote  vessel  in  the  howling  blast, 

Splits  the  stretoh'd  sail,  and  cracks  the  tottering  mast. 

Lauuch'd  on  a  plank,  the  buoyant  hero  ridet, 

Where  ebon  Afnc  stems  the  sable  tides. 

While  his  duck'd  comrades  o'er  the  ocean  fly, 

And  sleep  not  in  the  whole*  dkins  tiliey  untie. 

So,  when  to  raise  the  wind  somo  lawyer  txim. 
Mysterious  skins  of  parchment  meet  our  eyes; 
On  meeds  the  smiliiu^  suit — '  Pleas  of  our  Lord 
The  King '  shine  sable  on  the  wide  record; 
Nods  the  prunella'd  bar,  attorneys  unile, 
And  siren  jurors  flattor  to  beguile; 
Till  stript — ^nonsuited— he  is  doom'd  to  tool 
111  legal  shipwreck  and  redeemless  loss ! 
Lucky,  if,  like  Ulvsses,  he  can  keep 
His  head  above  the  watsn  of  the  deep. 

Mol^n  monarch  !  Emperor  of  Pufifs  ! 
We  modem  sailors  dread  not  thy  rebuffs; 
See  to  thy  golden  shord  promiscuous  come 
Quacks  for  the  lame,  the  bUnd,  the  den^  th»  dumb; 
Fools  are  their  bankers — a  prolific  line, 
And  every  mortal  malady's  a  mine. 
Each  sly  Sangrado,  with  his  poisonous  pill, 
Flies  to  the  printer's  devil  with  his  bill. 
Whose  Midas  tooeh  can  gild  hb  asMi*  eats, 
And  load  a  knave  with  folly's  rich  aaeacs. 
And  lo !  a  second  miracle  is  thine. 
For  sloe-juice  water  stands  transform'd  to  wino. 
Where  Day  and  Martin's  patent  blacking  roll'd 
Burst  from  the  vase  Pactolian  streams  of  gold; 
Laugh  the  sly  wizards,  glorying  in  their  steatth 
Quit  the  black  art.  and  loll  in  lazy  wealtii. 
See  Britain's  Algerines,  the  lottery  fry, 
Wa  aasnal  teibnte  by  tha  anroal  liel 


Aided  by  thee— but  whither  do  I  atray  f— . 
Court,  citv,  borough,  own  thy  Bovmim  my: 
An  age  of  puff s  an  age  of  gold  luooeSi.^ 
And  windy  bubUw  an  the  gpmHhntd». 

K  such  thy  power,  0  hear  the  Muae's  prayer! 
SweU  thy  loud  lungs  and  wave  thy  wings  of 
Spread,  ^ewless  giant,  aU  thy  arii  SSst  ' 
LikewindmiH-sails  to  bring  the  poet  grist; 

w»,?S^  &"^?«  son,  with  eddying  gale. 
Whirl'd  Onthyia  from  her  native  vij2- 
ho,  while  Lttoretian  wonders  I  rehearse. 
Augusta*!  9om  shall  patronise  my  verse. 

wriif^^^i*'.  creative  brain. 

With  eddying  impulse,  built  new  Drury  Lane; 
Jsot  to  the  labours  of  subservient  man; 
To  no  young  Wvatt  appertains  the  plan— 
\Ve  mortals  stalk,  like  horses  in  a  n&I 
Impassive  media  of  i^mio  will-  ' 
Ye  stwe  f  then  Truth**  hfoad  tiisman  discem- 
Tis  Demonstratkm  ■pfiw  attnml,  aad  Ibmd! 

From  floating  elements  in  chaos  hurl'd. 

\n  'a^  w^'i'''^'  'P^.the  infant  world: 

No  great  Ftnt  Cmm  inspind  the  happy  plot. 

But  aU  was  matter-and  no  matter  wto 

Atoms,  attracted  by  some  law  occult. 

Setthng  m  spheres,  the  globe  was  the  zenilt: 

Pure  child  of  Chance,  which  still  dinetethe  hall 

As  rotatory  atoms  rise  or  faU. 

In  ether  launoh'd,  the  peopled  bubble  floati. 

A  mass  of  particles  and  confluent  motes,  ' 

So  Dieehr  poised,  that  if  one  atom  fling^ 

Its  weigM  away,  aloft  the  planet  sprirS. 

And  wings  ito  course  throush  realms  £l  b^tdlsa  nwoa 

Outstripping  comets  in  eeTeotric  race. 

Add  but  one  atom  more,  it  sinks  outright 

Down  to  the  realms  of  Tartarus  and  5ght. 
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Thus  with  the  flames  that  from  old  Drury  rise 
Its  tOmamtt  prhneTal  sought  the  skies; 
There  pendulous  to  wait  the  happy  hour 
When  new  attractions  should  restore  their  power: 
So,  in  this  procreant  theatre  elate, 
Echoes  uiibom  their  future  Ufe  await; 
Here  embryo  sounds  in  ether  lie  conoeal'd, 
Like  woards  in  northern  atmosphere  oongeal'd. 
Here  many  a  foetus  laugh  uid  half  encore 
Clings  to  the  roof,  or  creeps  along  the  floor; 
By  puffs  concipient  some  in  ether  flit. 
And  soar  in  In»vos  from  the  thundering  pit; 
Some  forth  on  tlolnt-nights^  from  tradesmen  bfoak, 
To  mar  the  actor  they  design  to  make; 
While  some  this  mortal  life  abortive  miss, 
<>ush'd  by  a  groan,  or  strangled  by  a  hiss. 
So,  when  '  Dog's-meat '  re-echoes  through  the  streets, 
Rush  sympathetic  dogs  from  their  retreats, 
Beam  with  bright  bUoe  their  supplicating  eyes, 
Sink  their  hind-legs,  ascend  their  joyful  cries; 
Each,  wild  with  hope,  and  maddening  to  prevail, 
Pdnts  the  i^eised  e«r,  and  yngn  the  exptetaot  tail. 

Ye  fallen  bricks !  in  Drury's  fire  calcined, 
Since  doomed  to  slumber,  couch'd  upon  the  wind, 
Sweet  was  the  hour,  when,  tempted  by  your  {reaiw. 
Congenial  trowels  smoothed  your  yellow  ehsehf. 
Float  dulcet  serenades  upon  the  ear. 
Bends  every  atom  from  Its  ruddy  sphere, 
Twinkles  each  eye,  and,  peeping  from  its  veil, 
Marks  in  the  adverse  crowd  its  destined  male. 
The  oblong  beauties  clap  th«r  hands  of  grit. 
And  brick-dust  titterings  on  tlie  breezes  flit; 
Then  down  they  rush  in  amatory  race, 
Their  dmfy  l»ridegro<»M  eager  to  smlaraoe. 

i  '  Tioket-nights.'  This  phraae  is  probablv  unintelligiUe  to  th* 
untheatrical  portion  of  the  oommunity,  which  may  now  ba  said  to 
be  all  the  world  except  the  actors.  Ticket-nights  are  those  whereon 
the  inferior  actors  club  for  a  benefit:  each  distributes  as  many  tickets 
of  admission  as  ho  is  able  among  his  friends.  A  motley  assemblMM 
is  the  consequence;  and  as  each  actor  is  encouraged  by  his  own  tm, 
who  are  not  in  general  play-going  people,  the  applause  comes  (as 
Chesterfield  says  of  Pope's  attempts  at  wit) '  generaUy  unseasonably 
MMI  too  ofttQ  aHOMMtv^.* 


Some  choose  old  lovers,  some  decide  for  new, 
But  each,  when  fix'd,  is  to  her  station  true. 
Thus  various  bricks  are  made,  as  tactes  bivit»— 
The  red,  the  grej,  the  dingy,  or  tht  iHA>. 

Perhaps  some  half-baked  rover,  frank  mmI 
To  aUen  beauty  bends  the  lawleos  knee. 
But  of  imhaUow'd  iMeinations  sick. 
Soon  quits  his  Cyprian  for  his  married  brick; 
The  Dido  atom  calls  and  scolds  in  vain. 
No  akp  MoMm  woothm  the  widow's  pain, 

So  in  Cheapside,  what  time  Aurora  peeps, 
A  mingled  noise  of  dustmen,  milk,  and  eweepe, 
IJUs  on  the  honorawid's  ear:  amazed  she  stMids, 
Then  opes  the  door  with  cinder-sabled  hands, 
And  '  Matches  '  calls.   The  dustman,  bubbled  flat. 
Thinks  'tis  for  him,  and  d<^  his  fan-tail'd  hat; 
The  milkman,  lAom  her  seorad  cries  assail, 
With  sudden  sink  unyokes  the  clinking  pail; 
Now  louder  grown,  by  turns  she  screams  and  weeps— ^ 
Alas !  her  screaming  only  brirgs  the  ewveps. 
Sweeps  but  put  out— she  wantt*  to  raise  a  flaow. 
And  calls  for  matches,  but  'tis  still  the  sune. 
Atoms  and  houseoMklil  mark  the  monl  tm»— 
If  onoe  jre  go  astr»y,  m  mateh  lor  yoa  t 

As  atoms  in  one  mass  united  mix, 
Bo  bricks  attraction  feel  for  kindred  Inicks; 
Some  in  the  oeBMr  view,  pofchanoe,  on  high. 
Fair  chimney  chums  on  beds  of  morter  Me; 
Enamour'd  of  the  sympatl^o  dod, 
J^a^  the  red  bridrtgroom  t»       hliw'i  hod; 
And  up  the  ladder  bears  the  wOTkman,  taught 
To  think  he  bears  the  bricks — mistaken  thov^bt! 
A  proof  behold :  if  near  the  top  ik^f  find  " 
The  nymphs  or  broken-comer'd  or  unkind, 
Back  lo  ifae  bMe,  '  rwulting  with  a  booad,' 


^  SoJ^l^i^ Jril  along  the  i^^^X^ 
wttti  Mi  lite  faiioii  i  pteai-  Hiii^ 
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On  trudged  the  Gemini  to  reach  the  rail 
That  shklds  the  well*8  top  from  the  ezpeotant  pail. 
When,  ah  !  Jack  falls ;  and,  rolling  in  the  rear. 
Jill  feels  the  attraction  of  his  kindred  sphere: 
Head  over  beds  begins  his  toppling  track, 
Throws  sympathetic  somersets  with  Jack, 
And  at  the  mountain's  base  bobs  plump  against  him. 
whMk! 

Ye  living  atoms,  who  unconscious  sit, 
Jumbled  by  chance  in  gallery,  box,  and  pit, 
For  you  no  Peter  opes  the  fabled  door, 
No  ciniriish  Charon  plies  the  shadowy  oar; 
Breathe  but  a  space,  and  Boreas'  casual  sweep 
Shall  bear  your  scatter'd  corses  o'er  the  deep 
To  gorge  the  greedy  dements,  and  mix 
With  water,  marl,  and  clay,  and  stones,  and  sticks; 
While,  charged  with  fuicied  souls,  sticks,  stones,  and 
clay. 

Shall  iakib  your  seals,  mi  hkm  or  dap  the  plqr. 

0  happy  age !  when  convert  ChiistiaiM  read 
No  sacred  writings  but  the  Pagan  creed — 
O  happy  age !  when  siHiming  Newton's  dreams 
Our  poets'  sons  recite  Luoretian  th«nes, 
Abjure  the  idle  i^ysteBis  bl  their  jrouth, 
Aad  tvm  again  to  atom  and  to  ^th; — 
0  kapmm'  still !  when  England's  dauntless  dames, 
Awed  by  no  chaste  alarms,  »>  latent  shames, 
The  bard's  iomlk  hoA  wnMashingly  pwiise, 
And  km  Ite  WMpMlfcaBOiw  of  ttao  stews! 

All  hail,  Loc»retiu8 !  renovated  sage ! 
Unfold  the  modest  mystics  of  thy  pase; 
Return  no  more  to  thy  sepulchriJ  sh^, 
Bat  Ikw,  Uoi  bard— tiiat  I  may  livo  mysrif ! 


'  In  one  single  point  the  parodist  has  failed — there  is  a  certain 
Dr.  Busby,  whose  supposed  address  is  a  translation  called  "  Archi- 
tectural Atoms,  intended  to  be  recitod  by  the  translator's  son." 
Unluckily,  however,  for  the  wag  who  had  prepared  this  fun,  the 
•mMUM  Mriam  nfci«ri%  dt  Dr.  Bwby  aad  hia  aoa  hat  oaat  all  hk 
MHMv  hrtft  dw  shsihk  IRm  dstlir  fnai  Mm  bsMs,  sad  tiM  mb 
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from  the  aUgfi.  hare  aotiuny  aodwTowwl.  it  sflemi.  to  noite 

extravagant  folly,  tumid  mMUUMM,  ud  Tulgar  affecUtion.  w*  aU 
the  Dower.  of  parody  at  utt«  deto«».'-«,Sto^  J?m«..  ' 

Of  Architectural  AtoBM."  translated  by  Dr.  Buaby.  we  can 
■ay  v-ety^ltttle  more  thui  tha*  they  appear  to  us  to  l7fa7more 
caoable  of  comWi^  f^d  P«»fay  t£an  the  few  line,  we  wSJS 
able  to  read  of  tha  kMD«l  doetor'a  gen^ie  addreu  in  the  nmrmpm 

THEATBICAL  ALARM-BSLL. 

BT  TBM  IDnOB  W  IBB  M.  r.^ 

BooBoa,  Jupiter,  bounoe  I— O'Haba. 

Ladies  AND  Gentlbmbn, 

Ab  it  is  now  the  universaUy-admitted,  and  indeed 
pretty-generaUy-suspected.  aim  of  Mr.  Whitbread  and 
the  infamous  bloodthirsty,  and,  in  &ct,  ilHberal  faction 
to  whjchhe  belongs,  to  bum  to  the  ground  this  free  and 

iSa??**^-  ^^^^^  W°«elf  in  St. 

James  s  Palace,  his  fellow  committee-men  have  thouirht 
It  their  duty  to  watch  the  principles  of  a  theatre  bSilt 
under  his  auspices.  The  inftmnation  they  have  received 
from  undoubted  authonty— particularly  from  an  old 
fruit  woman  who  has  turned  king's  evidence,  and  whose 
name,  for  obvious  rewons,  we  forbear  to  mention, 
thouKh  we  have  had  it  some  weeks  in  our  possession- 
Has  induced  them  to  introduce  various  reforms— not 
such  reforms  as  the  vile  faction  oUumrar  for,  meanine 
thereby  revolution,  but  such  reforms  as  are  necessary 
to  preserve  the  glorious  constitution  of  the  only  free 
happy,  and  prosperous  country  now  left  upon  the  f^ 
of  the  earthy  From  the  valuable  and  authentic  source 

J^^^"?^  ^  r  »  sanguinary  plot 

has  been  formed  by  some  united  IrishmeS,  corniced 
TJZ  t**?^  of  Luddites,  and  a  special  committee  sent 
over  by  the  Pope  at  the  instigation  of  the  beastly 
toreican  fiend,  for  destroying  all  the  loyal  part  of  tlw 

IkhZS  ^  SlJi^I*^  d£J)ly-to-be. 
•WMaiwl  and  UMr-to-be-bkoMd  •tomtagem.  the  Gun 
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powdw  Plot,  whioh  falls  this  year  on  Thursday  the  6th 
of  November.  The  whole  is  under  the  direction  of  a 

delegated  committee  of  O.  P.'s,  whose  treasonable  ex- 
ploits at  CJovent  Garden  you  all  recollect,  and  all  of 
whom  would  have  been  hunp;  from  the  ohandeUers  at 
that  time,  but  for  the  mistaken  lenity  of  government. 
At  a  given  signal,  a  well-known  O.  P.  was  to  cry  out 
from  the  gallery,  '  Nosey !  Music  !'  whereupon  all  the 
O.  P.'s  were  to  produce  from  their  inside-pockets  a  long 
pair  of  shears,  edged  with  felt,  to  prevent  their  making 
any  noise,  manufactured  expressly  by  a  wretch  at  Bir- 
mingham, one  of  Mr.  Brougham's  evidences,  and  now 
in  custody.  With  these  they  were  to  cut  off  the  heads 
of  all  the  loyal  N.  P.'s  in  the  house,  without  distinction 
of  sex  or  age>  At  the  signal,  similarly  given,  of  '  Throw 
him  over  r  whioh  it  now  appears  always  aJQuded  to  the 
overthrow  of  our  never-sumciently-enough-to-be-deeply- 
and-universally-to-be-venerated  constitution,  all  the 
heads  of  the  N.  P.'s  were  to  be  thrown  at  the  fiddles, 
to  prevent  their  appearing  in  evidence,  or  perhaps  as 
a  fa1«e  and  illiberal  insinuation  that  they  have  no  heads 
of  ttieir  own.  All  that  we  know  of  the  furthw  designs 
of  these  incendiaries  is,  that  they  are  by-a-great-deal- 
too-muoh  too-horrible-to-be-mentioned. 

The  Manager  has  acted  with  his  usual  promptitude 
on  this  trying  occasion.  He  has  contracted  for  300  tons 
of  gunpowder,  which  are  at  this  moment  placed  in  a 
small  barrel  under  the  pit;  and  a  descendant  of  Guy 
Faux,  assisted  by  Col.  Congreve,  has  undertaken  to 
blow  up  the  house,  when  necessary,  in  so  novel  and 
ingenious  a  manner,  that  every  0.  P.  shall  be  annihi- 
lated, while  not  a  whisker  of  the  N.  P.'s  shall  be  singed. 
This  strikingly  displays  the  advantages  of  loyalty  and 
attachment  to  government.  Several  other  hints  have 
been  taken  from  the  theatrical  regulations  of  the  not-a- 
bit-the-less-on-that-account-to-be-univorsally  -  execrated 
monster  Bonaparte.  A  park  of  «rtillery,  provided  with 
chain-shot,  is  to  be  stationed  on  the  stage,  and  play 
upon  the  audience,  in  case  of  any  indication  of  mis- 
placed applause  or  popular  discontent  (which  accounts 
tor  the  large  space  lietween  the  curtain  mad  the  lamps) ; 
•nd  the  public  will  partidpate  our  satisfiM^m  in  feam- 
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ing  that  the  indecorous  custom  of  Hmding  up  with  the 
hat  on  ,8  to  be  abolished,  as  the  Bow-ttr^t  offio^ 
S^nfl'^i^  ^'d""  to  ftiO,  rfl  such 

ES^  /ii!?®  »nd  send  their  bodies  to  Surgeons' 

nau.  uentlemen  who  cough  are  only  to  be  slLhtlv 
wounded.    Fruit -women  bawling  'Bill  of  «ie  Ty  ? 

be  "tationed  in  thd  slips,  and  bafi-cartridge  is  to 
lemonade.   If  any  of  tfe  spe^ 
tators  happen  to  sneeze  or  spit,  they  are  to  be  tri!n8- 
ported  for  hfe;  and  any  person  who  is  so  tall  as  to 

?rdrf  hi  f  T'"^'  ^  ^""^gg^^  sent 
n?f  S2      i  f  x^S?®'"'  *°  instrument  taken  out 

Itl  P^h!*  ?  Procrustes,  to  be  forthwith  out  riiorto-. 
either  at  the  head  or  foot,  aooording  a.  h«  oi«  c^I 
venienoe  may  dictate. 

k  .^"^^  gentlemen,  have  the  oommtttee. 

through  my  medium,  set  forth  the  not-in-a-hunyTbel 
paralleled  plan  they  have  adopted  for  preserving  order 

edifice.  Nor  have  they,  while  attentive  to  their  own 
concerns,  by  any  meaoe  overiooked  those  of  the  cities 
tLV^fi°T^  Westminster.  Finding,  on  enumeratiC 
that  they  have^th  a  with-two-hani-and-one-tonguel 
to-be-applauded  liberality,  contracted  for  more  S^n- 
sZfe*!  ??  they  want,  they  have  parted  with  the 

w^mJi,^  •r«'"fS?'*'"''^°«  hustings-hammer, 
mg  high  bailiff  of  Westminster,  who  ha8,^th  his  own 

of  'l^Sf  ^i^**'^  ^  ?  ^^^''^^^  P*ri«h  church 
tn^knlA  ^T^*  the  least  symp- 

tom of  1  l-breeding  m  the  mob  at  t\e  general  ele^fcio? 

Thl''l^-!L°*  "T^^^  ^  Wox^  into  the  ai? 
S  hJf  gentiemen.  may  at  first  make  provisions 
rise  but  we  pledge  the  credit  of  our  theatre  that  th^ 
will  soon  fall  again,  and  people  be  suppKed,  as  usu3^ 
sS  JT^*^^""'  in  the  in-^.«trewff.^?LSbl2^^^ 
stalks  -  but  -  on  -  Saturday  -  ni^t  •Ufffated-ttD-irith-li^M 
market  of  Covent  Garden.  ^  ttp-witli-tampa 

vit^i  on  *he  other  ad- 

ISSj!?2f  ^  glorious  constitution  of  these  by-the- 
wh^-Europe-envied  realms,  but  I  am  called  away 
to  tato  •!!  aeooiiiit  of  the  ladiet.  and  olbwIS^S 
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flowers,  at  a  fashionable  rout,  of  whioh  a  full  and  par- 
tiealar  account  will  hereafter  appear.  For  the  present, 
my  fashionable  intelligence  is  scanty,  on  account  of  the 
opening  of  Drury  Lane;  and  the  ladies  and  gentlemen 
wno  honour  me  with  their  attention  will  not  be  sar- 
priied  if  they  find  nothing  under  my  usual  head  i ! 


THE  THEATRE. 

BY  TBS  BBY.  O.  O.* 

Nil  intentetam  noitai  liquAre  poeta. 

Neo  miaimum  meniAre  deoas,  vestigia  Oraoa 

Aasi  deaerere,  et  oelebnra  domettira  iaote. 

HoBAoa. 

A  Pbefaoe  of  Apolooies. 

If  the  following  poem  should  be  fortunate  enough  to 
be  selected  for  the  opening  addieas,  a  few  mma»  of 

explanation  may  be  deemed  necessary,  on  my  part,  to 
avert  invidious  misrepresentation.  The  anuBad version 
I  have  thought  it  right  to  make  on  the  oeise  created 
by  tuning  the  orchestra,  will,  I  hope,  give  no  lasting 

1  The  Riv.  Geoboi  Gbabbjs.  The  writer's  first  interview  with 
this  poet,  who  may  be  designated  Pope  in  wonted  stooiungs.  took 
place  at  William  Spencer's  villa  at  Petersham,  close  to  wutt  that 
gentleman  called  his  gold-fish  pond,  though  it  was  scarcely  three 
foet  in  diameter,  throwing  up  a  ja  d'eau  like  a  thread.  The  vener- 
abla  baid.  seizing  both  the  hands  of  his  saHrirt.  ^daned.  with  a 
good>IuiiiM>ared  laugh  :  '  Ah  !  my  old  tmrnj,  bow  do  you  do  V 
U  the  ooorae  oi  oonversation.  he  expressed  g^eat  astonuhment  at 
his_popdaiifey  in  Lnidoa;  adding.  '  in  my  own  villsp  tiuiy  think 
nowiiu  d  me.'  The  snl^t  happening  to  be  the  ksaads  of  Tkw 
apon  Beauty,  the  writer  quoted  the  following  lines:— 

'  Six  jrears  bad  pan^'d,  and  forty  ere  the  six. 
When  Time  began  to  play  bis  usual  triolw: 
My  looks,  onoe  comely  In  a  viiKin's  sigbt, 
Looks  of  pure  brown,  now  felt  tb'  encroaokiac  irtMs; 
Oradual  eacdi  day  I  liked  my  horsef!  less. 
My  dinner  more — I  learnt  to  play  at  obees.' 

•That's  very  good!'  cried  the  bard;— 'whose  is  it  ?'  'Your 
own.'  *  Indeed !  hah  !  well.  I  had  quite  forgotten  it  '  Was  this 
affectation,  or  was  it  not  T  In  sooth,  he  seemed  to  push  simplicity 
to  puerility.  This  imitation  contained  in  manuscript  tho  following 
lines,  irfter  describing  oertain  Sonday-wwspapar  critics  who  were 
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wLl^imL^S?^  .  ^"^a  Ifeep  their  iMtrn- 
vamtB  rmdy  toned,  and  strike  off  at  once  ThL  wonW 
be  an  accommodation  to  manv  weU  m«Ln«;»  ™ 

tn^  md  think  the  latter  oonefcidrf  taSI.  i  L  b^" 
•Oneilddl«iHB 
Ow*  InH-MhuMd.  •  tiny  toumh  rtUl.' 

w»i  Originally  written  '  one  hautboy  wiU  but 

ployed.  The  ooLcIuZg  SL^Trf^.w^C"!'" 

■  Baid  Is  Ui  taak  wbo  HIH  llmnii  Ml 

iSnndjr  J<,™i  t«  SnSSSniSb! 
Wttli  bltt«r  DAncnvh  ud  niiMllii  liii 

lli  J"*?  MMe.  the  tMzt.  tor  ont  wEo  irtuT 
AHko  mdontt  or  U  ho  prWio  op  iSl 

?«,;r5o?„'ft£.Ta«°ir 
«<J^^r:Ho'rto"h.'ssLiS°"'  ■» 

Whtoh  WM  not  drawn  with  tra«  TimrnmillTiHii 

So.  to  amend  It.  I  was  told  to  w 

And  seek  the  flm  of  Chitterbuok  aai  0*.' 

m^^.'  J«niflgB.'  oomi-wd  with  tk»  aboft,  liNi  t» 


mxaum  m  turn  nam 


one-shilling  eallery.  Had  Jennings  thniBt  his  between 
him  feet  ttt  wo  oommenoement  of  the  id»y>  he  might 
hmrt  ImusA  lOrward  wMi  imponity,  and  the  Mtaeferophf* 

I  relate  would  not  have  occurreA.  The  line  of  hand- 
kerchiefs formed  to  enable  him  lo  recover  his  loss,  is. 


mislead  the  reader  in  respect  to  the  real  owner  of  any  one 
of  them.  For,  in  the  satirical  view  of  life  and  manners 
which  I  occasionally  present,  my  clerical  profession  has 
taught  me  how  extremely  improper  it  wotud  be,  by  any 
allusion,  however  slight,  to  dve  any  uneasiness,  how- 
ever trivial,  to  aay  inffivitoil,  iKmotw  fooliih  or  wicked. 


Interior  of  a  Theatro  described.— Pit  gradually  fills.  — The  Check, 
taker.— Pit  full.  —  The  Oroheatra  tuned. — One  Fiddle  nther 
dili^tory. — Is  reproved — and  repents. — Evolutions  of  a  Play- 
bilL— Ita  final  SetMrnnent  on  the  Spikes.— The  Qods  taken  to 
fuk  sitfl  iriiy.— Motley  Group  of  Play -goers.  —  HoljrvsB 
Stnet,  8k.  Fanonw.—  ]£mauael  Jennings  binds  his  Son  nyptm 
tiee— not  la  Loodoo— Md  why.— Epinds  of  th*  Hat. 

Tn  sweet  to  riew,  from  half-past  five  to  six. 
Our  long  wax-candles,  with  snort  cotton  wicks, 
Touch'd  by  the  lamplighter's  Promethean  art, 
Start  into  light,  and  make  the  lighter  start; 
To  see  red  Phoebus  through  the  gallery-pane 
Tinge  with  his  beam  the  beams  of  Drury  Lane; 
While  gradual  parties  fill  our  widen'd  pit, 
And  gape,  and  gaze,  and  wonder,  ere  they  sit. 

At  first,  while  vacant  seats  give  choice  and  ease, 
Distant  or  near,  they  settle  where  they  please; 
But  when  the  multitude  contracts  the  span. 
And  seats  are  rare,  they  settle  where  they  can. 

Now  the  full  benches  to  leto-comers  doom 
No  room  for  standing,  miscall'd  standing  room. 

Hark !  the  check-taker  moody  silence  breaks. 
And  bawlmg  '  Pit  full !'  gives  the  check  he  takes; 
Yet  onward  still  the  gathering  numbers  cram, 
Contending  crowders  shout  the  frequent  damn, 
And  all  is  bostle,  sqnosw,  row.  Jabbering,  and  jam. 


G.  C. 


Tn  Tbbatbs. 


o_52f     ^^^^         ApoUo'i  tons  ZfnMdfw. 

Swift  lidM  the  rodn  o'er  tlie  hone's^iiirt 

La  ttolMm  their  Twions  tones  to  tune, 

Murmurs  the  hautboy,  srowls  the  hoarse  !riwoon 

In  soft  vibration  sighs  the  whispering  lute,  * 

Tang  goee  the  harpsiohord.  too-too  the  flute, 

Brays  the  loud  trumpet,  saueaks  the  fiddle  sharp, 

W  n(k  the  Frenoh-horn,  «id  twangs  the  tingling  hwp: 

TiU,  hke  great  Jove,  the  leader,  figuring  in?^  ^* 

Attunes  to  order  the  chaotic  din 

Now  aU  seems  hush'd-but,  no,  one  fiddle  will 

Give  half-ashamed,  a  tiny  floarlah  stffl. 

FoU  d  in  his  crash,  the  leader  of  the  clan 

Reproves  with  frowns  the  dilatory  man* 

Then  on  his  candlestick  thrice  tapt  his  bow 

Nods  a  new  signal,  and  away  they  go.  * 

Perohanoe,  while  pit  and  gallery  cry,  '  Hats  oflf ! » 
And  awed  Consumption  checks  his  chided  couffh 
Some  giggling  daughter  of  the  Queen  of  Lovo 
props,  'reft  of  pin,  her  play-bill  from  above: 
LIfce  iMTitt,  while  laughing  gaUeries  clap. 
Soars,  ducks,  and  dives  in  au  the  prinM  aonm* 
But,  wiser  far  than  he,  combustion  feaiv. 
And,  as  it  flies,  eludes  the  ohandeliers; 
Till,  sinking  gradual,  with  repeated  twiii 
It  settles,  curling,  on  a  fiddler's  curl: 
Who  from  his  pow«tar*d  pate,  the  intnider  strikes. 
And,  for  mere  malioe,  attekt  it  on  ti»  gpOmT^ 

S&y,  why  these  Babel  strains  from  Babel  tongues  ! 
Who^s  that  calls  '  Silence  I'  with  such  leathern  Ef 
He  who,  m  ouest  of  quiet,  '  Siknoe  I'  hoots,  ^ 
Is  apt  to  make  the  habfanb  lie  ^pi^. 

v^u^"^  7*"°H?r  ''^S'??  contain  1— 

Fashion  from  Moorfields,  honour  from  Chick  Lane- 
Bankers  from  Paper  Buildings  here  resort,  * 
Bankrupts  from  Golden  Square  and  Riches  Coort; 
From  the  Haymarket  cantmg  rogues  in  grain, 
GuUs  from  the  Poultry,  sots  from  WaterXane: 

Jo*tMy-oormorant,  the  auction-shark, 
The  fnU-pcioe  master,  and  the  half-price  olerk- 
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Boys  who  long  lii^r  at  the  gallery-door, 

With  pence  twio'e  fiv«)— they  want  but  twopmce  mote; 

Till  some  Samaritan  the  twopence  spares, 
And  sends  them  jumping  up  the  gallery-stairs. 

Critics  we  hoast  who  ne'er  their  malice  balk. 
But  talk  their  minds— we  wish  they'd  mind  their  talk; 
Big-worded  bullies,  who  by  quarrels  live — 
Who  give  the  lie,  and  tell  the  lie  they  give; 
Jews  from  St.  Mary  Axe,  for  jobs  so  wary. 
That  for  old  clothes  they'd  even  axe  St.  Mary; 
And  bucks  with  pockets  empty  as  their  pate, 
Lax  in  their  gaiters,  laxer  in  their  gait; 
Who  oft,  when  we  our  house  lock  up,  carouse 
With  tippling  tipstaves  in  a  look-up  noose. 

Yet  ham,  as  dsewhere,  CSianoe  can  joy  bestow, 
Wbero  scowling  F(«taiie  seem'd  to  thxeatm  woe. 

John  Richard  William  Alexander  Dwyer 
Was  footman  to  Justinian  Stubbs,  Esquire; 
But  when  John  Dwyer  listed  in  the  Blues, 
Emanuel  Jennings  polish'd  Stubbs's  shoes. 
Emanuel  Jennings  brought  his  youngest  boy 
Up  as  a  corn-cutter — a  safe  employ; 
In  Holywell  Street,  St.  Pancras,  he  was  bred 
(At  number  twenty-seven,  it  is  said). 
Facing  the  pump,  and  near  the  Onmby's  Head: 
He  would  have  bound  him  to  some  shop  in  town,. 
But  with  a  premium  he  could  not  come  down. 
Pat  was  the  urchin's  name — a  red-hair'd  youth. 
Fonder  of  purl  and  skittle-grounds  than  truth. 

Silence,  ye  fl»ds !  to  keep  your  tongues  in  awe. 
The  Muse  shaU  tell  an  accident  she  saw. 

Pat  Jennings  in  the  upper  gallery  sat. 
But,  leaning  forward,  Jennings  lost  his  hat: 
Down  from  the  gidlery  the  beaver  flew, 
And  spum'd  the  one  to  settle  in  the  two. 
How  snail  he  act  ?   Pay  at  the  gallery-door 
Two  shillings  for  what  cost,  when  new,  but  four  i 
Or  tin  haU-TKioe,  to  save  his  shilUng,  wait, 
And  gain  hb  hat  again  at  haU-pasfc  eight  I 
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^ST'  fwtfs  anticipate  a  thief. 

John  MuBin.  whispers,  «Ta^e  my  handkerchief.' 
Thank  you '  ones  Pat;  '  but  one  won't  make  a  line ' 

Amotl^  cable  soon  Pat  Jennings  ties, 
Where  ^pitalfields  with  real  Indif  vi* 

St^'^lf  ^  ^""V  clue. 

X    <'*"°p'  torn  silk,  and  musfin  new. 
George  Green  below,  with  palpitating  hand 
Loopethe  last  'kerchief  to  ?h?beavlr'8  band- 
SS^??^  ?u  P/^® '  joy  unfeiim'd. 

Made  ft  low  bow,  and  touch'd  the  lanaom'd  hat. 

TO  THE  MANAGING  COMMTTTEB  OF  THE  NEW 
DRURY-LANB  THEATRE.' 

OXNTLEMEN, 

«*v«r.l  triple  rhymes  floating  about  my  brain,  acc^^ 

under  th".i^?tS2^£SrM3i"'  Thet'^'-^!^"  ^'^''*' 
as  that  sort  of  thioASnTMdi^.-nH  „^  T*?*  t'^' 
of  Colman.  whoiefi^-L!Sri  TT*'^      °'       ^PP^^'  effort" 
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panied  by  a  singing  in  my  throat,  which  quickly  com- 
municated itBelfto  the  ean  of  everybody  about  me. 
and  made  me  a  burthen  to  my  friends  and  a  torment 
to  Doctor  Apollo;  three  of  whose  favourite  servants — 
that  is  to  say,  Macbeth,  his  butcher;  Mrs.  Haller,  his 
cook;  and  George  Barnwell,  his  book-keeper— I  way- 
laid in  one  of  my  fits  of  insanity,  and  mauled  after  a 
very  frightful  fashion.  In  this  woful  crisis,  I  acci- 
dentally heard  of  your  invaluable  New  Patent  Hissing 
Pit,  which  cures  every  disorder  incidr nt  to  Qmh  Street. 
I  send  you  enclosed  a  more  detailed  specimen  of  my 
case ;  if  you  could  mould  it  into  the  shape  of  an  address, 
to  be  said  or  sung  on  the  first  night  of  your  perform- 
ance, I  have  no  doubt  that  I  should  feel  the  immediate 
effects  of  your  invaluable  New  Patent  Hissing  Pit,  of 
which  th^  teQ  me  one  hiss  is  a  dose.  « 

I  am,  ft'i., 

MoMTTS  Medlar. 

Case  No.  1. 

MACBETH. 

[Enter  Maobixh,  in  a  red  nightcap.   Page  following  wiih 

a  torch.l 

Go,  boy,  and  thy  good  mistress  tell 

(She  knows  that  my  purpose  is  miel), 
I'd  thank  her  to  tingle  her  bell 

As  soon  as  she's  heated  my  grciel. 
Go,  get  thee  to  bed  and  repose — 

To  sit  up  so  late  is  a  scandal; 
But  ere  yott  have  ta'en  off  your  clothes. 

Be  BUie  that  you  put  out  that  candle. 

Ki  fol  de  rol  tol  de  rol  lol. 

My  stars,  in  the  air  here's  a  knife ! — 

I'm  sure  it  can  not  be  a  hum; 
I'll  catch  at  the  handle,  odd's  life  ! 

And  then  I  shall  not  cut  my  thumb. 
I've  got  him  ! — no,  at  him  again ! 

Come,  come,  I'm  not  fond  of  these  jokes; 
This  must  be  some  blade  of  the  brain — 

Those  witolm  axe  giv^  to  hoax. 
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l*w  one  in  my  pocket,  I  know. 

She  bought  this  of  Teddy-high-ho, 

The  poOT  Caledonian  grinder. 
I  Bee  thee  again !  o'er  thy  middle 

Large  drons  of  red  blood  now  are  spiA'd. 

*^        ^d^e  diddle, 

wood  Danoftn.  pny  wm»  and  be  kfll'd. 

It  leads  to  his  chamber,  I  swear; 

1  tremble  and  quake  every  joints 
No  dog  at  the  scent  of  a  hare 

Ever  yet  made  a  cleverer  point. 
Ah  no  !  'twas  a  dagger  of  straw- 

Tfcl*!!.?®.?^''*^®™'  *°        me  from  stortfaiff- 
The  knife  that  I  thought  that  I  saw 
Wat  naught  but  my  eye,  Betty  Martin. 

Now  o'er  this  terrestrial  hive 
A  hfe  paralytic  is  spread; 

mu      ®  is  alive, 

The  other  is  sleepy  and  dead. 
King  Duncan,  in  grand  majesty, 

Has  got  my  state-bed  for  a  snoon: 
1  ve  lent  him  my  sUppers,  so  I 

M»y  certainly  stand  in  his  shoes. 

BW  softly,  ye  murmuring  gales ! 

"  feet,  rouse  no  echo  in  walkimr ! 
For  though  a  dead  man  tells  no  iWfes, 
TiS?li«*"S  are  much  given  to  talking. 

TMi*^?         ^     a*  the  death— 

1 11  stick  him,  then  off  safely  get ! 
CiMs  the  world,  thw  could  not  le  Macbeth. 

Vm  he'd  ne'er  stick  at  any  thing  yet. 

Hark,  hark !  'tis  the  signal,  by  goke ! 
It  sounds  like  a  funeral  knell; 
m  ®"     °°*«  Duncan !  it  tolls 
To  eall  thee  to  heavm  <»  hell 
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Or  if  you  to  heaven  won't  fly. 
But  rather  prefer  Pluto's  ether, 

Only  wait  a  few  years  till  I  die, 
iuid  neH  go  to  tlM  devil  together. 

Bi  fol  <to  rol,  &o. 


Case  No.  II. 
THE  STRANGER. 

Who  has  e'er  been  at  Drury  must  needs  know  the 

Stranger, 

A  wailing  old  Methodi»t,  gloomy  and  wan, 
A  husband  suspicious — his  wife  acted  Ranger, 
She  took  to  her  beds,  and  left  poor  Hypocon. 
Her  martial  gallant  swore  that  truth  was  a  libel, 
That  marriage  was  thraldom,  elopement  no  sin; 
Quoth  she,  I  remember  the  words  of  my  Bible — 
My  spouse  is  a  Stranger,  and  I'll  take  him  in. 
With  my  sentimentelibus  laohrymse  roar'em, 
And  pathos  and  bathos  delightful  to  see; 
And  chop  and  change  ribs,  a-la-mode  Germanorum, 
And  high  aiddle  ho  diddle,  pop  tweedle  ctee. 

To  keep  up  her  dignity  no  longer  rich  enough. 

Where  was  her  plate  ?— why,  'twas  laid  on  the  shelf; 

Her  land  fuller's  earth,  and  her  great  riches  kitchra-stuff — 

Dressing  the  dinner  instead  of  herself. 

No  longer  permitted  in  c  imonds  to  sparkle, 

Now  plain  Mrs.  Haller,  of  servants  the  dread. 

With  a  heart  full  of  grief,  and  *  pan  full  oi  oharooal, 

8h»  lighted  the  oomiMuiy  up  to  their  bed. 

Inoensed  at  her  flight,  her  poor  Hubby  in  dudgeon 
Roam'd  after  his  rib  in  a  gig  and  a  ^ut, 
Till,  tired  with  his  journey,  the  peevish  curmudgeon 
Sat  down  and  blubber'd  just  like  a  church-spout. 
One  day,  on  a  bench  as  dejected  and  sad  he  laid, 
Hearing  a  squash,  he  cried.  Damn  it,  what's  that ! 
Twas  a  child  of  the  ooimt's,  in  whoee  service  lived 
Adelaide, 

Soused  in  the  river,  and  squaU'd  Uke  a  eat. 
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Having  drawn  his  young  exoeUence  up  to  the  bank  it 

Appear'd  that  himself  was  aU  drippi^.  I  s 

No  wonder  he  soon  became  dry  a?  a  QankeT^' 

Dear  sir,  auoth  the  count,  in  reward  of  your  Taloor 
To  show  tW  mv  gratitude  is  not  mere  Uik  ' 
You  shaU  eat  aWfsteak  with  my  cook,  Mn..  Haller 
Chit  from  the  rump  with  her  own  knife  i^fork 

Behold,  now  the  count  gave  the  Stranger  a  dinner 
With  gunpowder-tea,  which  you  know  frings  a^all. 

He  ^S'i'o?.^  "^^^^       grow  thSL. 

He  made  of  the  Stranger  no  stranger  at  all. 

A  kZSTiI;        Adelaide  brought  up  a  chicken- 
A  bird  that  she  never  had  met  with  before: 
But,  seeing  him  scream'd,  and  was  cairied  off  kickinir 
And  he  bang'd  his  nob  'gainst  the  oppodte  door! 

To  finish  my  tale  withoot  roundaboutation, 
Xoung  master  and  missee  besieged  their  papa; 
They  sung  a  quartetto  in  grand  blubberation- 
The  Stranger  cned  Oh  !  »&.  Haller  cried,  Ah  • 
1  hough  pathos  and  sentiment  largely  are  dealt  in 
"  ^        in  exo^hange ;  ' 

tZ  "^^uff  *  ^  ^  to  melting. 

The  Stranger's  behaviour  was  certainfy  strange,  ^ 
With  his  sentimentalibus  laehrymse  roar'em 
And  pathos  and  bathos  e.eKghtful  to  see  ' 

A^i  ^°iPi^*i,°^?^."^'  ^-'»-mode  Germanorum 
And  higH  diddle  ho  diddle,  pop  tweedle  dee? 


Cam  No.  m. 

GEORGE  BARNWELL. 

G«OEOB  Baenwkll  stood  at  the  ■hoinioQr 
A  OQstomer  hoping  to  find,  sir;  ir^^* 
His  apron  was  hanging  before,' 
But  the  tail  of  his  coat  was  behind,  dr 
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A  My,  •ojpiairted  and  smftrt, 

Cried,  Sir,  I've  exhausted  my  stock  o  late; 
I've  got  nothing  left  but  a  groat — 
Cknda  you  give  me  four  penn'orth  of  ehodoiMe  1 
Rum  tit  ^> 

Her  face  was  rouged  up  to  the  eyea. 
Which  made  her  look  prouder  and  prouder; 
His  hair  stood  on  end  wit'  surprise. 
And  hers  with  pomatum     '  powder. 
The  business  was  soon  i      rstood  ; 
The  lady,  who  wish'd  tv,  be  more  rich, 
Ciiee,  BvneA  sir,  my  name  is  Milwood, 
And  I  lodge  at  the  Gunner's  ;n  Shoreditoh. 
R\un  ti,  &c. 

Now  nightly  he  stole  out,  good  lack ! 
And  into  her  lodging  would  pop,  sir; 
And  often  forgot  to  come  back, 
Leaving  master  to  shut  up  the  shop,  dr. 
Her  beauty  his  wits  did  bereave — 
Determined  to  be  quite  the  crack  O, 
He  lounged  at  the  Adam  and  Eve, 
And  cdd'd  for  his  gin  and  tobacco. 

Bum  ti,  &o. 

And  now — for  the  truth  must  be  told, 
Though  none  of  a  'prentice  should  speak  iu — 
He  stole  from  the  till  all  the  gold. 
And  ate  the  lump-sugar  and  treacle. 
In  vain  did  his  master  exclaim, 
Dear  George,  don't  engage  with  that  dragon; 
She'll  lead  you  to  sorrow  and  shame, 
And  leave  you  the  devil  a  rag  on 
Your  rum  ti,  &c. 

In  vain  he  entreats  and  implores 
The  weak  and  incurable  ninny, 
So  kicks  him  at  last  out  of  doors, 
And  Georgy  soon  spends  his  last  guinea. 
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His  uncle,  whose  oenerous  purse 
Had  often  relieved  him,  tmi  know. 
Now  finding  him  grow  worse  and  worsen 
Refused  to  come  down  with  th«  rhino. 
Rom  ti,  fto. 

gied  Milwood,  whose  cruel  heart's  core 
Was  io  ffinty  that  nothing  could  shock  it, 
If  y©  meftn  to  come  here  any  more, 
IV»y  oome  with  more  cash  in  your  pookel; 
Make  nnnky  surrender  hk  dibs, 
Rub  his  pate  with  a  pair  of  lead  towels, 
Or  stick  a  knife  into  his  ribs— 
m  vnannt  he'll  then  shoiw  some  bowds. 
Rum  tl,  fto. 

A  pistol  he  got  from  his  love  

Twas  loaded  with  powder  and  buHefe: 
He  trudged  off  ta  Camberwell  Grove, 
But  wanted  the  courage  to  pull  it. 
There's  nunky  as  fat  as  a  hog. 
While  I  am  as  lean  as  a  lizard; 

Here's  at  you,  you  stingy  old  dog  f  

And  he  whips  a  long  knife  in  his  gizsard. 
Rum  ti,  &o. 

All  you  who  attend  to  my  song, 
A  terrible  end  of  the  farce  shall  see, 
K  you  iohi  the  inquisitive  throng 
That  follow'd  poor  George  to  the  Manhahet. 
If  Milwood  were  here,  dash  my  wigs, 
Quoth  he,  I  would  pummel  and  lam  her  well- 
Had  I  stuck  to  my  pruins  and  figs,  ' 
I  ne'er  had  stuck  nunky  at  Camberwell. 
Rum  tl,  fte. 

Their  bodies  were  never  cut  down; 

For  granny  relates  with  amazement, 

A  witch  bore  'em  over  the  town» 

And  hung  them  on  Thorowgood*!!  oaMment. 
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The  neighboun,  Fvei  heard  the  loUn  mj. 
The  miraole  noisfly  brag  on; 
And  the  shop  is,  to  this  very  day, 
The  aign  of  the  Owrge  and  the  Dragon. 
Rom  ti,  to. 


PUNCH'S  APOTHEOSIS. 

BY  T.  H.* 

Bhymet  the  rudders  are  of  versee. 

With  vUeh.  Ilk*  lUps.  tkqr  itMr  tbiir  flooraee. 

HUOIBBAS. 

Scene  dram,  and  discovers  Punch  on  a  throne,  turrownded 
by  LxAB,  Lady  Maobbih,  ICaobbtb,  Othxllo, 
George  Barnwell,  Hamlet,  Ghost,  Macheatb, 
Juliet,  Frlab,  Apothboaby,  Romeo,  and  Fai/- 
STAFF.— PuvoH  dmmi»,  tnd  <Mresm$  tkem  «»  like 
fcilowing 

Recitative. 

As  manager  of  horses  Mr.  Merryman  is, 

So  I  with  3rou  am  master  of  the  oeranQniea— 

These  grand  rej<^ngi.  'Let  um  see,  how  name  ye 

'em  ?— 

Oh,  in  Greek  lingo  'tis  E>pi*thalamium. 
October's  tenth  it  is:  toss  up  each  hat  to-dav, 
And  celebrate  with  shouts  our  opening  Saturday! 
On  this  great  night  'tis  settled  by  our  mani^er, 
That  we,  to  j^MMe  great  Johnny  Bull,  should  plan  • 
jeer. 

Dance  a  bang-up  theatrical  cotillion, 

And  put  on  tuneful  P^^asus  a  pillion; 

That  every  soul,  whether  or  not  a  cough  he  has, 

May  kkk  like  Harfequin,  and  shig  Ulw  Orpheos. 

1  Thiodorb  Hook,  at  that  time  a  very  young  man.  and  the  com* 
panion  of  the  annotator  in  many  wild  frolics.  The  clevemees  of  his 
subsequent  prose  compositions  has  cast  his  early  stage  songs  into 
oUivion.  Tnis  parody  was.  in  the  second  edition,  transferred  from 
OobaaB  to  Hook. 


ROBAOl  AHD  lAKm  WHS  97 

They  dance  and  ring. 
A»-'5iire««54o        Tom  Tmwi. 


DjJMe,  R«g»n  !  dance,  with  Cordelia  and  OoiMiril 

Reaui  faSuA^  ?  "P®n  heel, 

ft?riii^irfi"i.*^^*^***'*'  Mke  a  bone 

And  Mother's  daok,  who  mti  W         1.  m. 
thMi  hall's  hubbub    ^  ^ 

^}^)^'n^^^t  ^^M^li^  they'll 
S^*cfVl-*       ^auxhaU.  with  only  hdl  *he 
Omnks. 

Lady  Macbeth. 
^     a-wu.  uomMnond,  then  maaaacnd  the 

WW  imgen  out,  and  won't  hide  blood. 
Macbeth. 

laws  awry;  !»n»«et  they  quickly  pvt  the 

i  If!?        tor  of  the  Opem  Home. 

■inpmhd  in  tto  aiddb  ol  thai  rf^T"         **  1 
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WHh  Adam  I  in  wite  may  Tie,  for  noM  ooold  toll  Iho 

use  of  her, 


Round  let  us  bound,  for  this  is  Punoh't  hdklfty. 
Qlory  to  Tornloolery,  huzza !  huzza  ! 

Otkxllo. 

Wife,  come  to  hfe.  forgive  what  your  black  lover  did, 
Spit  the  feathers  from  your  mouth,  and  munch  roatt 
beef; 

lago  he  may  go  and  be  tosa'd  in  the  coverlid 

That  smotherd  you,  beoauie  you  pawned  my  hand- 

Oeoroe  Barnwell. 

Why,  neger,  so  eager  about  your  rib  immaculate  i 
Milwood  shows  for  hanging  us  they've  got  an  xkf^y 

knack  o*  late; 
If  on  beauty  'stead  of  duty  but  one  peeper  bent  he 

Satan^aite  with  DoUy  baits  to  hook  in  us  appren- 
tices. 

Oiom. 

Round  let  us  bound,  for  this  is  Punch's  hdiday, 
dory  to  Tomfoolery,  huzza  1  huzza ! 

I'n.1  Hamlet  in  camlet,  my  ap  and  perihelia 

The  moon  can  fix,  which  lunatics  makes  sharp  or  flat. 

I  stuck  by  Ul  luck,  enamour'd  of  Ophelia, 

Old  Polony  like  a  sausage,  and  ezxdidm'd.  *  Rat,  rat !' 

Ghost. 

Let  Gertrude  sup  the  poison' d  cup — no  more  I'll  be  an 

actor  in 

Such  sorry  food,  but  drink  home-brew'd  of  Whitbread's 
msmmaetuxing. 
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Maoriath. 
Omm. 

Round  lei  us  bound,  for  this  it  Pimeil*!  hoUd«v 

JVUIT.  • 

I'm  Juliet  Capulet,  who  took  a  dose  of  hellebom-. 
A  heU-o£-».bore  I  found  it  to  put  on  •  pS/^^ 

Fbub. 

And  I  am  the  Mar,  wiio  w  ootimkQi  »  bora 


And  thai  b  why  poor  Atiay  I  havo  nono  at  aO. 

ROMXO. 

Tin  the  fenmeotkm-man.  of  buried  bodies  fmorous. 

Palstaff. 

rm  fagg'd  to  death,  and  out  of  breath,  and  am  for 

quiet  clamorous; 
For  though  my  paunch  is  -.-o  nid  ana  st.anch,  I  no^or 

begin  to  feel  it  ere  I  ^ 

iSLy.**"^  ~  ^  entertianment 

Qmnes. 

(Mocy  to  Tomfoolery,  ham  t  hnna  t 

\ExeuKt  dancing. 

iKiJi^f2l.1r*''r'";^^y  G  Colman.  junior.  «  too  p««|y 
noMjnrtwU  to  be  extracted;  and  both  gives  less  pleasure  totiM 

Re^i^        ^  ^  po«*lo»l  iaiHatioiM.'— 
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'  We  have  no  conjeotures  to  offer  as  to  the  anonjrmous  author  of 
this  amusing  little  volume.  He  who  is  such  a  master  of  disguisea 
may  easily  be  supposed  to  have  been  successful  in  concealing  himadf« 
and,  with  the  power  of  assuming  so  many  styles,  is  not  likely  to 
be  detected  by  his  own.  We  should  guess,  however,  that  he  had 
not  written  a  great  deal  in  his  own  character — that  his  natural  style 
was  neither  very  lofty  nor  very  grave — and  that  he  rather  indulges 
a  partiality  for  puns  and  verbal  pleasantries.  We  marvel  why  he 
has  shut  out  Campbell  and  Rogers  from  his  theatre  of  living  poets, 
and  confidently  expect  to  have  our  curiosity  in  this  and  in  ul  oUier 
particulars  very  ap«edily  gratified,  when  the  applause  oi  the  country 
shall  induce  him  to  take  off  bis  mask.' — Edinlnuyh  Seview. 

Tbe  Mobrdto  Post. 

Additional  note  intended  far  p.  61.  —  This  journal  was.  at  the 
period  in  question,  rather  remanKaUe  for  tiie  ue  of  the  figure  called 
by  the  rhetociBiani  eataekrui$.  Th*  Bard  oi  Aroa  may  be  quoted 
in  jastifioation  oi  its  adoptkm.  wbm  he  wrUee  of  taking  arms  against, 
a  s«a,  and  seeking  a  bubble  in  th^  numth  of  a  cannon.  The  Morning 
Post,  in  the  year  1812,  congratulated  its  readers  upon  having  stripped 
off  Cobbett's  mask  and  discovered  his  cloven  foot;  adding,  that  it 
was  high  time  to  give  the  hydra-head  of  Faction  a  rap  on  the 
kBMkleel 
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GEORGE  SLUS. 
BLBGY  WRITTBN  ET  A  OOLLWJE  UBRABY. 
(OEAT) 

Tee  chapel  beU.  with  hoUow  mournful  sound 
Awakes  the  Fellows,  slumb'rimTo'er^r 

^         t'L5L:<'«-tomed  note"^ach  sta^'a^ 
And  rafien  from  th'  unfinished  pipe  retoes  ' 

««triction8  free. 
The  sot  s  full  bottles  in  quick  order  move, 
A  coxcombs  «p  thefr  amorous  tea 

And  Barbers'  daught^  «K»aie^SS^rf  km. 

S^eMe^^eSSTm^^^^^^^^ 

WhCTe  groan  yon  shelves  beneath  their  learned  wekitt 
In^P  *«»P'  succeeding  iws  ' 

Tf  TtH^  P^""?'  ^'^^  undisturbed  retoSft, 

The  labours  of  our  anoeston  repose. 

No  loMer  sunk  in  ceaseless,  fruitless  toil, 

Ihe  half-starved  student  o'er  their  leav4  shaU  Don- 

For  them  no  longer  bla>e  the  midnight  oU, 
Their  sun  IS  SSI,  Mid  sinks  to  ^ao  ^ 

*'nr*^T  °**         ^  booksellers  contend, 
Bi2LS^"K  -^^^         »i**ohless  wwth  p^laim- 

wnue  oommon-sense  stands  wondeiiAg  at  their  fame. 
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I  Oft  did  the  Classics  mourn  their  Critic  rage. 

While  still  they  found  each  meaning  but  the  true; 
Oh  did  they  heap  with  iM>te8  poor  Ovid's  page. 
And  give  to  Viigil  words  hie  new  knew: 

Yet  ere  the  partial  voice  of  Critic  scorn 
I  Condemn  their  memory  or  their  toils  deride, 

I  Say,  have  not  we  had  equal  cause  to  mourn 

I  A  waste  of  words,  and  learning  ill-applied  ? 

Can  none  remember  ? — yes,  I  know  all  can — 
When  readings  against  different  readings  jarred. 

While  Bentley  led  the  stem  scholastio  van. 
And  new  editions  with  the  old  ones  warred. 


Nor  ye,  who  lightly  o'er  each  work  proceed. 
Unmindful  of  the  graver  moral  part. 

Contemn  thetse  works,  if  as  you  run  and  read. 
Ton  find  no  trophies  of  W  mgravor's  art. 


Can  Bartolozzi's  all-enrapturing  power 
To  heavy  works  the  stamp  of  merit  give  ? 

Could  Orignion's  art  protract  Oblivion's  hour. 
Or  bid  the  epic  rage  of  ^lackmore  live  ? 

In  tiiis  lone  nook,  with  learned  dust  bestrewed. 
Where  frequent  cobwebs  kindly  form  a  shade. 

Some  wondrous  legend,  filled  with  death  and  blood. 
Some  nuHikiah  history,  perhaps  is  laid. 


With  store  of  barbarous  Latin  at  command. 
Though  armed  with  puns  and  jingling  quibble's  mig^t, 

Tet  could  not  these  soothe  Time's  remorseless  haml 
Or  save  their  labours  from  eternal  night. 


Full  many  an  elegy  has  mourned  its  fate, 

Beneath  some  pasty  'cabined,  cribbed,  confined'; 
Full  many  an  ode  ha^  soared  in  lofty  imitate. 
Find  to  a  kite,  awl  qnivaring  in  the  wind. 
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Here  too  perhaps,  neglected  now.  may  lie 

'^^wZ^J^if'^''?  ^^^T*"*^        ^"<J«rin«  course. 
With  new  ideas  to  enlarge  the  mind,  ^  ' 

At^V"^"^  dmwn\om  Classic  source. 
At  once  to  pohsh  and  instruct  mankind. 

The  wnseless  nbaldiy,  the  scurvy  jest, 
And  each  low  triumph  of  the  VnW  mind; 

With  GrifSths,  Langhome,  Kenrick,  and  the  tribe » 

Whom  scien<H»  loathes  and  scorn  disdaias  to^e 
To  snarl  unpaid,  or,  softened  bv  a  bribe, 

W  and  deem  their  danbiog 

Their  humble  science  never  soared  so  far 

Or  wn^«    ?t         P^®*^  ^         their  time. 
Or  wage  with  common-sense  eternal  war 
In  never-ending  clink  of  monkkh  riiyiii». 

Yet  were  they  not  averse  to  noisy  Fame, 
T»„V  .♦mI^'^  '^L"''**"*  ^^"^  ^er  ruder  bkst, 
A«yi^F"t?  sinking  name. 

And  fondly  hoped  that  name  might  ever  last. 

^R^vait^i  ^       wondering  eye. 

Where  Ships,  Wigs,  Fame,  and  Neptune  blended  lie 
And  weepmg  cEeruU  for  their  bidiee  nw!Sr 
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For  who  with  rh3rines  e'er  racked  his  weary  brain. 
Or  spent  in  search  of  epithets  his  days. 

Bat  tnm  hbt  Imgtbmed  Ubonn  hoped  to  gain 
Some  pfOMut  profit,  at  kmbo  Intmm  {mite  ? 

Though  Folly's  self  inspire  each  dead-bom  strain, 
Still  Flattery  prompts  some  blockhead  to  comnMod, 

Perhaps  e'en  Kenrick  hath  not  toiled  in  vain. 
Perhaps  e'en  Kenrick  hath  as  dull  a  friend. 

For  thee,  whose  Muse  with  many  an  uncouth  riiyma* 
Doth  in  these  lines  neglected  worth  bewail. 

If  chance  (unknowing  how  to  kill  time) 
Some  kindzed  id]»  shonki  inquire  thy  tale; 

Ht^ly  some  ancient  Fellow  may  reply — 
Oft  haive  I  sem  him,  from  ih.e  dawn  of  day. 

E'en  till  the  western  sun  went  down  the  sky. 
Lounging  his  lazy,  listless  hours  away. 

Each  mom  iie  sought  the  cloister's  cool  retreat; 

At  noon,  at  Tom's  he  caught  the  daily  lie. 
Or  horn  his  wiidow  looking  o'er  the  street. 

Would  gase  upcm  the.  tmveUem  passing  by. 

At  night,  encircled  with  a  kindred  band. 
In  smoke  and  ale  rolled  their  dull  lives  away; 

True  as  the  College  clock's  unvarying  hand. 
Each  morrow  was  the  echo  of  to-day. 

Thus  free  from  cares  and  children,  noise  and  wife. 
Passed  his  smooth  moments;  tilU  by  Fate's  command, 

A  lethargy  assailed  his  harmless  Ufe, 
And  checked  his  course,  and  shook  his  loitering  sand. 

Where  Merton's  towers  in  Gothic  grandeur  rise. 
And  shed  around  each  soph  a  deeper  gloom. 

Beneath  the  centre  aisle  interred  he  lies. 
With  these  fmr  lines  engraved  apoa  his  tomb* 


MUM 


Of  vice  or  virtue  void,  here  rests  »  nria 
By  prudence  taught  each  rude  excess  to  ahan: 

Nor  love  nor  pity  marred  his  sober  plan. 
And  DuhMM  oteimed  him  lor  h«r  fikvouite  aon. 

By  no  eccentric  passion  led  astray. 
Not  rash  to  blame,  nor  eager  to  comr».3nd. 

Calmly  through  hfe  he  steered  his  quiet  way 
Nor  made  an  enemy,  nor  gained  a  friend. 

Seek  not  his  faults— his  merita— to  explore. 
But  qmckhr  drop  this  uninstructive  tale. 

^JSTf^J^^!^^  merit»-Hue  no  more. 
Sunk  in  the  gloom  of  duk  obBvkm'a  v»iL 
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GEORGE  CRABBE. 

INEBRIETY. 

(pope) 

The  mighty  spirit,  and  its  power,  which  stftinr 
The  bloodless  cheek,  and  vivifies  the  brains, 

I  sing.   Say,  ye,  its  fiery  vot'ries  true. 

The  jovial  curate,  and  the  shrill-tongued  shrew, 

Ye,  in  the  floods  of  limpid  poison  nurst. 

Where  bowl  the  second  charms  like  bowl  the  first; 

Say  how,  and  why,  the  sparkUng  ill  is  shed. 

The  heart  which  hardens,  and  which  rules  the  head. . .  . 

Lo !  the  poor  toper  whose  untutor'd  sense. 

Sees  bliss  in  ale,  and  can  with  wine  dispense; 

Whose  head  proud  fancy  never  taught  to  steer. 

Beyond  the  muddy  ecstasies  of  beer; 

But  simple  nature  can  her  longing  quench. 

Behind  the  settle's  curve,  or  humbler  bench: 

Some  kitchen  fire  diffusing  warmth  around. 

The  semi-globe  by  hieroglyphics  crown'd; 

Where  canvas  purse  displays  the  bra<M  enroll'd. 

Nor  waiters  rave,  nor  lanmords  thirst  for  gold; 

Ale  and  content  his  fancy's  botinds  confine. 

He  asks  no  limpid  punch,  no  rosy  wine; 

But         admitted  to  an  equal  share. 

Each  faithful  swain  the  heady  potion  bear: 

Go  wi  er  thou !  and  in  thy  scale  of  taste. 

Weigh  guut  and  gravel  against  ale  and  rest; 

Call  vu^ar  palates  what  thou  judgest  so; 

Say  beer  is  heavy,  windy,  cold,  and  slow; 

Laugh  at  poor  sots  witii  insolent  preten<». 

Yet  cry,  when  tortured,  wbesn  m  Providnioe  ?■ 
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CATHERINE  MARIA  PANSHAWE. 

ODE. 
(OKAY) 

Lo J  when  the  ga%  ▼ertnr'd  throng, 

feaming'B  twin,  are  seen, 
Wwa  in  clofle  ranks  her  walls  along. 

And  up  her  benches  green. 
Unfolded  to  their  mental  eye 
Thy  awful  form.  Sublimity ' 
.  The  moral  teachur  shows — 
Subhmity  of  Silence  bom. 
And  Solitude  'mid  caves  foriora 

And  dimly -vision'd  woes; 
Or  Stedfast  Worth,  that  inly  great 
Mocks  the  malignity  of  fate. 
While  whisper'd  pleasure's  duk  .t  sound 
Mnrmura  thp  crowded  room  around. 
And  Wisdom,  borne  on  Fashion's  pinions. 
Exulting  hails  her  new  dominions. 
Oh !  both  on  me  your  influence  sh^d, 
•DweU  in  my  heart  and  deck  my  head  I 

Where'er  a  broader,  browner  shade 

The  shaggy  beaver  throws, 
And^  with  the  ample  feather's 

O'ovoanopies  the  nose; 
Where'er  with  smooth  and  silken  pile 
LiM'ring  in  solemn  pause  awhile. 

Hie  orimson  velvet  glows; 
From  some  high  bench's  giddy  brink, 
Chnton  with  me  begins  to  think 

(As  bolt  upright  we  sit) 
That  dress,  like  dogs,  should  have  its  day. 
lhat  beavers  are  too  hot  for  May 

And  vdvefii  quite  unfit. 


Then  taate,  in  maxims  sweet,  I  draw 

From  her  unerring  Up: 
How  light,  how  simple  are  the  ttcaw. 

How  delicate  the  chip  1 
Hiiah'd  is  the  speaker's  powerful  Toioe, 

The  audience  melt  away, 
I  fly  to  fix  my  final  choioe 

iiid  UsM  til'  inttrnotive  day. 

The  milliner  officious  pours 

Of  hats  and  caps  her  ready  stores. 

The  unbousht  elegance  of  sprins; 
Some  wide,  (usclose  the  full  round  fooe. 
Some  shadowy,  lend  a  modest  grace 

And  stretch  their  sheltering  wing. 

Here  clustering  grapes  appear  to  shed 
Their  luscious  juices  on  the  hMMl, 

And  cheat  the  longing  eye; 
So  round  the  Phrygian  monarch  hung 
Fair  fruits,  that  from  his  parobed  toogoe 

For  ever  seem'd  to  fly. 

Here  early  blooms  the  summer  rose; 

Here  ribbons  wreathe  fantastic  bows; 

Here  plays  gay  plumage  of  a  thonaand  d^rM— - 

Visions  of  l^uty,  spare  my  aching  eyes  f 

Ye  cumbrous  fashions,  crowd  not  on  my  head 
Mine  be  the  chip  of  purest  white, 
SwvU-like,  and  as  her  feathers  light 

When  on  tbe  still  wave  smead; 

And  let  it  wear  the  graceral  dre— 

Of  unadorned  simpleness. 

Ah !  frugal  wish;  ah !  pleasing  thought; 

Ah !  hope  indulged  m  vain; 
Of  modest  fancy  cheaply  bought, 

A  stranger  yet  to  Payne. 

With  undissembled  grief  I  tell, — 
For  sorrow  never  comes  too  late,— 

The  simplest  bonnet  in  Pall  Mall 
Is  sold  for  £1  8s. 


To  Calculation's  aober  view. 

That  searoheo  ev'ry  plan, 
Who  keep  the  old,  op  buy  the  tww« 

81mU  end  whtn  tbey  iMgui. 

AUke  the  shabby  and  the  gay 
Must  meet  the  sun's  meridian  i»y 

The  air,  the  dust,  the  damp.  ' 
This,  shall  the  sudden  shower  despoil: 
That,  slow  decay  by  gradual  soil ; 

Those,  envious  boxes  ozamp. 

Who  will,  their  squander'd  gold  may  m** 

Who  wiU,  our  taste  deride; 
We  11  scorn  the  fashion  of  the  dav 

With  phikMophic  pride.  ^ 

Methinks  we  thus,  in  accents  knr, 
^  Might  Sydney  Smith  address. 
Boot  Borftlist  I  and  what  art  thou. 
Who  never  opoke  of  dress ! 

'Thy  mental  h«o  never  hung 
Suspended  on  a  tailor's  tongue. 

In  agonizing  doubt; 
Thy  tale  no  flutt'ring  female  show'd. 
Who  languish'd  for  the  newest  mode. 

Yet  dar'd  to  live  without.' 


Thbkb  is  a  river  clear  and  fair, 
Tis  neither  broad  not  narrow; 
It  winds  a  little  here  and  there- 
It  winds  about  like  any  hare; 
And  then  it  takes  as  straight  a  course 
As  on  the  turnpike  re  ad  a  horse. 
Or  through  we  air  an  arrow. 


The  tTMt  that  grow  upon  the  shore. 
Have  grown  »  Eandred  yean  or  mora; 

So  long  there  is  no  knowing. 
Old  Daniel  Dobson  does  not  know 
When  first  thoee  trees  began  to  grow  ; 
But  still  they  grew,  and  grew,  and  gmw. 
As  if  they'd  nothing  else  to  do. 

But  ever  to  be  growing. 


The  impulses  of  air  and  sky 

Have  reared  their  stately  stems  so  high. 
And  obthed  their  boughs  with  green; 

Thdr  leaves  the  dews  of  evening  quaff,— 
And  when  the  wind  blows  loud  and  keen, 

I've  seen  the  jolly  timbers  laugh. 
And  shake  their  sides  with  meny  ' 
Wagging  their  heads  in  mockery. 

Fix'd  aro  their  feet  in  solid  earth. 

Where  winds  can  never  blow; 
But  visitings  of  deeper  birth 

Have  reached  their  roots  below. 
For  they  have  gained  the  river's  l»ink» 
And  ci  the  living  waters  drink. 

There's  little  Will,  a  five  years'  child- 
He  is  my  youngest  boy; 
To  look  on  eyes  so  fair  and  wild. 

It  is  a  very  joy: —  • 
He  hath  conversed  with  sun  and  shower. 
And  dwelt  with  every  idle  fiower. 

As  ireaSi  and  gay  as  tiiem. 
He  loiters  with  the  briar  rose, — 
The  blue  bells  are  his  play-fellows. 
That  diuioe  upon  thar'slmider  stm. 

And  I  have  said,  my  little  Will, 
Why  should  not  he  continue  still 
A  thing  of  Natore's  rearing  T 


A  tbing  beyond  the  world's  control— 
A  living  vegetable  soul,— 
No  hunum  sorrow  fearing. 

It  were  a  bleased  sight  to  see 

That  child  become  a  willow-teee. 

His  brother  trees  among. 
He'd  be  four  times  as  taJl  me. 

And  live  three  times  as  hog. 
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JOHN  HOOKHAM  FRERE. 
A  FABLE. 
(DBTDKN) 

A  DiKOY  donkey,  formal  nnd  unchanged. 

Browsed  in  the  lane  and  o'er  the  common  TMlfBd, 

Proud  of  his  ancient  asinine  poMeMiona, 

Free  from  the  pannien  of  the  graye  profewioBi^ 

He  lived  at  ease;  and  chancins  once  to  find 

A  lion's  skin,  the  fancy  took  his  mind 

To  personate  ih»  mooftroh  of  the  wood; 

Ana  for  a  time  the  strataxem  held  good. 

He  moved  with  so  majeswjal  a  pace 

That  bears  and  woItm  and  all  the  savag»  noe 

Gazed  in  admiring  awe,  ranging  aloof. 

Not  over-anxious  for  a  clearer  proof — 

Longer  he  might  have  triumph'd — but  alM  1 

In  an  unguarded  hour  it  came  to  pass 

He  bray'd  aloud;  and  show'd  himself  an  tm  1 

The  moral  of  this  *Ale  I  could  not  guess 
Till  Mr.  Landor  sent  his  works  to  press. 

THE  COURSE  OF  TIME. 
(BOBStr  rOLLOK) 

Robert  Pollok,  A.M. !  this  work  of  yoon 

Is  meant,  I  do  not  doubt,  extremely  well. 

And  the  design  I  deem  most  hradabie. 

But  sinvoe  I  find  the  book  laid  on  my  table, 

I  shall  presume  (with  the  fair  owner's  leave) 

To  note  a  single  slight  deficiency: 

I  mean,  in  short  (since  it  is  called  a  poem), 

That  in  the  course  of  ten  successive  books 

U  something  in  the  shape  of  poetiy 

Were  to  be  met  with,  we  should  like  it  better; 

But  nothing  of  the  kind  is  to  be  found. 

Nothing,  aUts  !  but  words  of  the  olden  time, 

Quaint  and  uncouth,  contorted  phrase  and  queer. 

With  the  famiHar  language  that  befits 

Teft-drimkii^  partiea  most  munee^  mBtohed. 
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OBOBOB  OAMmNO  AND  JOHN  HOOKHAM 
WBMBM. 

DESCRIPTION 

(•oiTmr) 

Si.  "2!  "  trial  om, 

Echoed  her  blMphemV  m  with  shriU  voice 

SrK?  ?      ,5^^  Not  to  he? 

IMd  the  blithe  fields  of  Tothill,  or  thy  bU^ 
SJ;  its  fair  vorietiee  exiimd;  ' 

^«tj2ltJ"*'TS?  «^?r-dr»wilart  she  went 
S,^!^***?"-   ^*        «k  her  crime  ? 
Sot  whipp'd  two  nnuu  'nmmro  dkath 

^  aiDTHBlI  IH  THB  COAL-HGLrForher^d 

ShjD'd  rtrictert  plans  of  discipline.   Ce  «hS2^| 

^ffP'^y*''  ^®  bade  flog 

The  httle  Spartans;  such  as  erst  chaStised 

When  IW  thiUl         Md  iMTt  be  aU  npededf 

THB     uDIERS'  IRIEND. 
(SOmOT) 

^"*here**^  yo"'  k^apeack 

nS?  S!Lf^  ^i«»i--»»ere  are  some  books  for  you- 
Nice  clew  books  by  Tom  Pyne  the  philanttiropS 


94  CANNING  AND  FEEBE 

Here's  half-a-ozown  for  joa—hem  are  some  handbiUe 

too ; 

Go  to  the  barracks  and  give  all  the  soldiers  some: 
Tell  them  the  sailors  are  all  in  a  mutiny. 

[Exit  Drummer  Boy,  with  Handbitts  and  Half-Orcm». 
— JToMt  acUier't  Fnewf.] 

Liberty's  friends  thus  all  learn  to  amalgamate. 
Freedom's  yoloanio  explosion  prepares  itself, 
Despots  shall  bow  to  the  fasces  of  liberty. 

Reason,  philosophy,  *  fiddledum  diddledum,' 
Peace  and  fraternity,  higgledy  piggledy, 
Higgledy  piggledy,  '  fiddledum  diddledum.' 

Et  coetera,  et  coetera,  et  eoetera. 


THE  SOLDIEB'S  WIFE 

Being  the  Quintueenee  of  aU  the  Daetyliu  that  ever  wen  or  ever 
wiU  be  written, 

(SOUTHIY  AND  OOLBBIDOB) 

Wkastsome  Sonnetteer,  feeble  and  querulous. 
Painfully  dragging  out  thy  demo-cratic  lays — 
Moon-strickenSoniwtteer,  *  ah  !  for  thy  heavy  chance  I' 

Sorely  thy  Dactylics  lag  on  uneven  feet: 
Slow  is  the  Syllable  which  thou  would'st  urge  to  speed. 
Lame  and  o'erburdou'd,  and  '  screaming  its  wretched- 
ness !'  « 
•  «  «  «  *^ 

Ne'er  talk  of  Ears  again  !  look  at  thy  Spelling-book; 
DiiworA  and  Dyche  are  both  mad  at  thy  quantities — 
Daottuos,  oall'st  thou  'em  ?— *  Qod  help  thee,  silly 
one !' 

1  My  worthy  friend,  the  Bellman,  had  promiaed  to  sapply  an  addi- 
tional stanza,  but  the  business  of  assisting  the  lamplighter,  chimney- 
sweeper,  etc.,  with  complimentary  verses  for  their  worthy  masters 
and  mistreMea,  pressing  on  him  at  this  season,  he  was  obliged  to 
datXtoe  It. 


THE  mrnHD  OP  HUMANITY  AND  THE  KNIfB.ORZN]>IR; 

Sapphiea. 
(SOUTHXY) 

PBIEin)  OP  HUMAHXTr. 

*  Needy  Knife-grinder  !  whither  are  vou  ffoinc  ? 
Rouch  w  the  road,  your  wheel  is  out  of  order— 
JJleak  blows  the  blaat;  your  hat  has  got  a  hole  in  % 

So  have  your  breeches  !  ' 

MVeary  Knife-grinder !  little  think  the  proud  ones. 
Who  in  their  coaches  roll  along  the  turnpike- 
-road,  what  hard  work  'tis  crying  aU  day  "Knives  and 

Scissors  to  grind  O  I" 

VTell  me.  Knife-grinder,  how  you  came  to  grind  knives  ? 
ija  some  rich  man  tyrannically  use  you  ? 
Was  It  the  squire,  or  parson  of  the  parish  ? 

Or  the  attmney  ? 

*  Was  it  the  squire,  for  killing  of  his  game  ?  or 
Covetous  parson,  for  his  tithes  distraining  ? 
Or  roguish  lawyer,  made  vou  kwe  your  little 

All  m  a  lawsuit  ? 

'  ^^^aine*?)  ^""^  ^  ^'^^^ 
Drops  of  compassion  tremble  on  my  eyelids, 
Keady  to  fall,  &»  soon  as  you  have  told  your 

Pitifal  stwy.' 


Kmrx-ORmDEB. 
*  Story  !   God  bless  you  !   I  have  none  to  teU,  sir. 
Only  last  mght  a-drinking  at  the  Oiequers, 
llus  poor  old  hat  and  breeches,  as  you  see,  were 

Tom  in  a  scuffle. 
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OANBINO  AND  TBXBS 


'  Clonstables  came  up  for  to  take  me  into 
Custody;  they  took  me  before  the  justice; 
Justice  Oldnoizoa  put  me  in  the  parish- 

-Stocks  for  a  vagrant. 

'  I  should  be  glad  to  drink  ^our  Honour's  health  in 
A  pot  of  beer,  if  you  will  give  me  sixpence; 
But  for  my  pftrt,  I  never  love  to  meddle 

With  politics,  sir.' 

VKoaxn  OF  Hvmakity. 

•  /  give  thee  sixpence  !    I  will  see  thee  damn'd  first — 
Wretch !  whom  no  bense  of  wrongs  can  rouse  to  ven> 
^^eance; 

Sordid,  tmfeeliiig,  reprobate,  degraded. 

Spiritless  outcast !" 

[Kkka  the  Knife-grinder,  overtunu  his  wheel,  and  exit 
in  a  transport  of  Republiean  mthmtiatm  and 
universal  philanthropy.] 
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JOHN  HOOKHAM  FRBRE,  GEORGE  CANNING 
AND  OEOBGE  SLUS. 
THE  LOVES  OP  THE  TBUNOLES. 
^MatkmafiealmidPkilotopkiedPom. 

{MRAsmn  DABwnr) 

Th^ZZ^J^K^'^f  ^'^^  yo«'  '«et  invade 

Ihe  Muses  haunts,  ye  sons  of  War  and  Tradei 
Nor  you  ye  legion  fiends  of  Church  and  iX  ' 
loUute  these  pages  with  unhaUow'd  paw !» 
Debased,  corrupted,  woveUing,  and  c^fin'd 
UBFivmoira  touch  your  senseless  mind- 
To  you  no  Postulates  prefer  their  claim,  ' 
No  arat^nt  Axioms  your  dull  souls  inflame: 
For       no  Tanoeto  touch,  no  Anolbs  meet 
No  CiBOLra  join  in  omsakMoa*  sweet! 

YnuJ^rl/^  my  temples  bend 

Ki  nir^  l  Conchoids  extend; 

t^iiW^l  ^"^'^  vibration  feel. 

JVhile  silent  Cyclois  rests  upon  her  wheel; 

the  light  Naiads  on  fantastic  toe; 

v4eSi^         '•'^  introductory  couplet  to  the  '  Eoonomy  of 

m»  lerlon  Mends  of  vlory  andof  gold? 
TWs  sentiment  ia  here  expnded  into  four  lines. 
I)  or  the  os-eulatton,  or  kisaing  of  oiroks  and  other  rni^.. 

the  decent  obscurity  of  a  learned  language  ""^J^t  "» 

A  curve  supposed  to  reeemblettie  spris  of  iw  from  wK.vi.  t* 

favour  this  ideTwatw  Xn  SSLdfc^  '^P**"'  *° 

heat,  has  been  obaJvedL Iwlf!!^  (fegree  of 

oaDsdt  -Tk-L^^^I!?  *^*w^.  <»  *«mimr  (as  it  is  more  usmllv 
OMMJ.  Tl»  "iMdow  not  hold  trw  el  any  ither  element. 
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Let  shrill  Acoustics  tune  the  tiny  lyre; 
With  Euclid  saee  fair  Algebra  conspire; 
The  obedient  pmley  strong  Mechanics  ply. 
And  wanton  Optics  roll  the  melting  eye ! 

the  fair  fantastic  forms  appear, 
The  flaunting  drapery  and  the  languid  leer; 
Fair  sylphish  forma^ — who,  tall,  erect,  and  slim. 
Dart  the  keen  glance,  and  stretch  the  length  of  limb; 
To  viewless  harpings  weave  the  meanless  dance. 
Wave  the  gay  wreath,  and  tittw  as  they  {nrance. 

Such  rich  confusion'  charms  the  ravish 'd  sight, 
When  vernal  Sabbaths  to  the  Park  invite. 
Mounts  the  thick  dust,  the  coaches  crowd  along. 
Presses  round  Grosvenor  Gate  th'  impatient  throng; 
White-muslin'd  misses  and  mammas  are  seen, 
Link'd  with  gay  cockneys,  glittering  o'er  the  green: 
The  rising  breeze  unnumber'd  charms  displays. 
And  the  tight  ankle  strikes  th'  astonish'd  gaze. 

But  chief,  thou  Nubse  o£  the  Didactic  Muse, 
Divine  Nonsbvsia,  all  thy  soul  infuse; 
The  charms  of  Secants  and  of  Tangents  tell. 
How  Loves  and  Graces  in  an  Angle  dweU; 
How  slow  progressive  Points  protract  the  Line. 
As  pendant  spiders  spin  the  filmy  twine; 
How  lengthen'd  Lines,  impetuous  sweeping  round. 
Spread  the  wide  Plane,  and  mark  its  circling  bound; 
How  Planes,  their  substance  with  their  motion  grown. 
Form  the  huge  Cube,  the  Cylinder,  the  Cone. 

Lo !  where  the  chimney's  sooty  tube  ascends. 
The  fair  Tbocrais'  from  the  oomet  bends  I 

^  Vide  modem  prints  <rf  njmidu  »ad  ah^liMida  dftncmg  to  nothing 
at  all. 

'  Imitated  from  the  following  genteel  and  sprightly  linai  in  the 
fint  oanto  of  the  '  Loves  of  the  Plants ': 

'  So  bright  its  folding  canopy  withdrawn. 
Glides  the  gilt  landau  o'er  the  velvet  lawn, 
Of  beanx  and  btUm  displays  the  glittering  throng. 
And  soft  alia  (an  them  as  they  glide  along.' 

*  The  ISym^  at  the  Wheel,  supposed  to  be  in  love  with  Shosx- 
Jaok. 


Her  coal-black  eyes  uptum'd,  faieetHmt  nuok 
The  eddying  n^ke,  quick  flame,  and  volant  spark: 
Ma*  witti  quick  ken,  where  flashing  in  between 
Her  much-loved  Smoke-Jack  glimmers  thro'  the  •o«ne 
Mark  how  his  various  parts  together  tend 
Pomt  to  one  purpose,— in  one  object  end: 
Ihe  spiral  grooves  in  smooth  meanders  flow 
Drags  the  long  cAam,  the  polish'd  axles  glow. 
While  slowly  cwjumvolvee  the  piece  of  heel  below: 
The  conscious  fire  mth  bickering  radiance  bums. 
Jiiyes  the  nch  joint,  and  roasts  it  as  it  turns. 

ru  mjy?."*^'^^^*^*^"®  tJie  roguish  eye, 

CuUd  the  dM*  plum  from  out  his  Christmas  pie. 
And  cned  in  aetf-applanae— *  How  good  a  boy  am  I.' 

So,  the  sad  victim  of  domestic  spite 
Fair  CiNDJSKELLA,  pass'd  the  wintiy  night, 
to  the  lone  chimney's  darksome  nook  immured, 
M«  form  disfigured,  and  her  charms  obscured. 
Sudden  her  godmother  appears  in  sight. 
Lifts  ttie  <^im*d  rod,  and  chants  the  mystic  rite. 
Ihe  chanted  nte  the  maid  attentive  hears. 
And  feels  new  ear-rings  deck  her  listening  ean: 
While  midst  her  towering  tresses,  aptly ^t, 
bhmes  bright,  with  quivering  glance,  the  smart  aigrette: 
Brocaded  silks  the  splendid  dress  complete. 
And  the  Glass  Slipper  grasps  her  fairy  feet. 
o«  cpck-tail'd  mice  transport  her  to  the  balL 
And  liveried  lizards  wait  upon  her  call. 

Alas  1  that  partial  Science  should  approve 
The  sly  Rbctakglx's*  too  licentious  love  i 
For  three  bright  nymphs  the  wily  wizard  bums:— 
Three  bnght-ey  d  nymphs  requite  his  flame  by  tum>. 
Strange  force  of  magic  skiU !  combined  of  yore 
With  Plato  s  science  ai^  MMSmcmm'  kte. 

1  '  A  figure  which  hM  mie  ugle.  or  mdre.  of  ninety  deerees  '— 

entangle  of  ity 

Wmb^  wUob  OMjr.  MOording  to  our  authM's  ProtoBOBoia 
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In  Afrie'a  schools,  amid  those  sultry  sands 
Hi^h  on  its  base  where  Pompey's  pillar  stands, 
THis  learnt  rat  Sbeb:  and  learnt,  alas !  too  wtU^ 
Each  scribbled  talisman  and  smoky  spell: 
What  mutter'd  charms,  what  sonl-tabdning  arts. 
Fell  Zatanax^  to  his  sons  imparts. 

Gins black  and  huge  I  who  in  DoM-DAinxLV 

cave 

Writhe  your  scorch'd  limbs  on  sulphur's  azure  wave. 

Or,  shivering,  yell  amidst  eternal  snows. 

Where  cloud-capp'd  Caf*  protrudes  his  granite  toes 

(Bound  by  his  wiU,  Judaa'a  fabled  king,' 

Lord  of  Aladdin's  lamp  and  mystic  ring). 

Gins  !  YE  remember !   for  your  toil  convey'd 

Whate'er  of  drugs  the  powerful  charm  couM  aid; 

Air,  earth,  and  sea  ye  search'd,  and  where  below 

Flame  embryo  lavas,  young  volcanoes  gicw — 

Gins  !  ye  beheld  appall'd  th'  enchanter's  hand 

Wave  in  dark  air  th'  Hypothenusal  wand: 

Saw  him  the  mystic  Circle  trace,  and  wheel 

With  head  erect,  and  far-extended  heel; 

Saw  him,  with  speed  that  mock'd  the  dazzled  eye, 

Self-whirl'd,  in  quick  gyrations  eddying  fly: 

Till  done  the  potent  spell — behold  him  grown 

Fair  Venv^'  emblem— the  Phoenician  Cme.^ 

Triumphs  ras  Seeb,  and  now  secure  observes 
The  kindling  passions  <A  the  rival  CUBVXS. 

^  Supposed  to  be  the  same  with  Satan. 

"  The  Eaatem  name  for  QM]m.—Vide  Tales  of  Dmo. 

*  A  sabmarine  palace  new  Tunis,  where  Zatarai  oroaDy  held  hi 
Court.  ' 

*  The  Indian  Oanuaatu. 

»  Mb.  Hiooiks  does  not  mean  to  deny  that  Solomc  was  rea" 
King  of  JcDiBA.  The  epithet  fMed  appues  to  that  empire  over  ti  < 
Genii,  which  the  retrospective  gawrontjr  ti  the  Aiaraaa  bboUaU 

has  bestowed  upon  this  monarch. 

'  It  was  under  thia  shape  that  Venus  was  worshipped  in  PhfBnicia. 
Mr.  Hiooins  thinks  it  was  the  Venus  Ufiia,  or  Celestial  /enus; 
in  allusion  to  which,  he  r-jpposes  that  th  Phoenician  grocers  first 
introduced  the  practice  of  preserving  sugar-loaves  in  blue  or  sky- 
coloured  paper.  He  also  believes  that  the  conical  form  of  the 
original  grenadiers'  caps  was  typical  of  the  loves  of  Mam  and 
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And  first,  the  fair  Pakabol4  behold 

Her  timid  arms,  with  vii^gin  blush,  unfold  I 

A       ;  ?u  fi^'d'       eyes  betray 

A  heart  that  glows  with  love's  leisttew^v 

^un5\if  f  «triveTtnoldS^irace 
Round  his  taU  neck  to  clasp  her  fond  embrace 
Still  ere  she  reach  it,  from  L  polish'd  rii  ' 
Her  trembhng  hands  in  deviou/roiHyeiito  glide. 

Th^^w*^*"^  Hyperbola  :_with  subtlest  art 

plays  her  changeful  part- 
Qwck  M  her  co7yttj7ofe/aiM  move 
^rough  every  posture  of  luxurious  love. 

UnvJ^         ^r?*    P'"^^^^®  the  lover's  hand: 
Unveil  d.  except  m  many  a  filmy  rav 

Nor'2»JSfi^*r^^'^        her  bosom  play. 

Nor  touch  her  glowing  skin,  nor  intercept  the  day. 

mI^\Z^F'  a*  thy  fate  repine  ? 

More  lasting  bliss,  securer  joys  are  thine 

Though  to  each  Fair  his  tricViSS  iSST  may  stray 

iw  thme  with  nuld  coercion  to  restrain,  ' 
chSn    ^  with  endlen 

Ww't^^?FJJ''?P''  '  ^       regenerate  hind. 
Wh^  mft^ii^**"  ^^"^J"  ^"^t«"  hand  in  hand; 
pIJ^L  ™?  S  innocence  and  bliss 

Wheri^P  ^^t^  '^t«™»»  kiss; 

wif  e*  Providence,  and  rights  of  Man- 

Where  Memory  broods  o'er  PREEDOM's^rh^  seene 

i  Aree  gentle  swams  evolve  their  longing  arkis 
And  woo  the  young  Republic's  vir^n  ch^s- 

Wt^th  fh-  Afcton»y  RlWBELL  plead 

TV?«?«    .1?  ™P^rt^al  nymph  their  love  foreo 
To  ohisp  thy  crooked  shoulders,  blest  Lbp^ux  1 
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So,  with  dark  dirge  athwart  the  blasted  heath, 
Thru  Sister  Witches  hail'd  th'  appall'd  Macbeth. 

So,  the  Three  Fates  beneath  grim  Pluto's  roof. 
Strain  the  dun  warp,  and  weave  the  murky  woof, 
Till  deadly  Atrofos  with  fatal  shears 
Slits  the  thin  promise  of  th'  expected  yean. 
While  midst  the  dungeon's  gloom  or  battle's  din, 
AmUtion's  viotams  poidi,  as  they  sphi. 

Thus,  the  Three  Graces  on  the  Idalian  green 
Bow  with  deft  homage  to  Cythera'a  Queen; 
Her  polish'd  arms  with  pearly  bracelets  deck. 
Part  her  light  locks,  and  bare  her  ivory  neck; 
Bound  her  fair  form  ethereal  odours  throw. 
And  teach  th'  nnconsoions  zephyrs  where  to  blow; 
Floats  the  thin  gauze,  and  glittering  as  they  play. 
The  bright  folds  flutter  in  phlogistic  day. 

So,  with  his  daughters  Three,  th'  unsceptred  Lbab 
Heaved  the  loud  s^h,  and  ponr'd  the  glistering  tear: 
His  daughters  Three,  save  one  alone,  conspire 
(Rich  in  Aw  gifts)  to  spurn  their  generous  sire; 
Bid  the  rude  storm  his  hoary  tresses  drench. 
Stint  the  spare  meal,  the  hundred  knights  retrench; 
Mock  his  mad  sorro^^ ,  and  with  alter'd  mien 
Renounce  the  daughter,  and  assert  the  queen. 
A  father's  griefs  his  feeble  frame  convulse, 
Back  his  white  head,  and  fire  his  feverous  pulse; 
Till  kind  Cordelia  soothes  his  soul  to  rest. 
And  folds  the  parent-monarch  to  her  breast. 

Thus  some  fair  spinster  grieves  in  wild  affrig*»t, 
Vex'd  with  dull  megrim,  or  vertigo  light; 
Pleas'd  round  the  fair  Three  dawdling  doctors  stand. 
Wave  the  white  wig,  and  stretch  the  asking  hand. 
State  the  grave  doubt,  the  nauseous  drai^t  decree. 
And  all  zeeeive,  tho'  oom  deserve,  a  fee. 

So  down  thy  hill,  romantic  Ashboum,  glides  * 
The  Derby  dtlly,  carrying  Three  Insides. 
One  in  each  comer  sits,  and  lolls  at  ease. 
With  folded  arms,  i«opt  back,  and  outstr^h'd  knees; 
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SwMte  in  the  iiiid-moet  place,  and  pants  for  breath. 

OoaowLaB  I  that  rebel  heart  to  tame ! 

In  vain  coy  ALvraW  thy  presence  ffiee: 

Still  turn  her  fond  hallucinating  eyes: 

Thnlls  with  GWtwntc  fires  each  tortuous  nerve, 

Ihrob  her  blue  veins,  and  dies  her  cold  reserve 

-Yet  stnves  the  Fair,  till  in  the  giant's  breast 

hhe  sees  the  mutual  passion  flame  confessed: 

VVhereer  he  moves,  she  sees  his  tall  limbs  tnMe 

internal  Angles  equal  at  the  base; 

Again  she  doubts  him:  but  prodwed  at  wiU 

She  sees  th'  external  Angkt  equal  M.  ' 

Say,  bkst  IsoMeles  I  what  favouring  power, 
^love,  or  chance,  at  night's  auspicious  hour. 
While  to  the^MM'-Bndj/e  entranced  you  stray'd. 
Led  to  the  Asaea'-Bridge  th'  enamowM  maid  t— 
Ihe  AMea  -Bridge,  for  ages  doom'd  to  hear 
•  surge  assault  his  wooden  ear. 

With  joy  repeats  sweet  sounds  of  mutual  hlin, 
Ihe  soft  susurrant  sigh,  and  gently-mumuring  Idm. 

So  thy  dark  arches,  London  Bridge,  bestride 
;J5^»fiPant  Thambs,  and  part  his  angry  tide. 
There  <ttt--retuming  from  those  green  retreats. 
Where  fair  VauxfuiUia  decks  her  sylvan  seats:— 
Where  es^h  spruce  nvmph,  from  city  compters  free. 
Sips  the  frothed  syUaSub,  or  fragrant  tea;  ^  ' 
While  with  shced  ham,  scraped  beef,  and  burnt 
champagne, 

Her  'prentice  lover  soothes  hb  amorous  pain: 
Ihere  oft,  m  well-trimm'd  wherry,  glide  along 
Smart  beaux  and  giggling  beUes,  a  glittering  throng: 
Smells  the  tarr'd  rop^with  undulatioa  iS 
Flaps  the  k)oae  sail— the  silkrai  awnings  shine; 

v^j^.^**"*!^  ^  mathemstiMk  Bum  oaOi  hm  mad  »^^— 
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Shoot  we  the  bridge  I'  the  venturous  boatmen  cnr: 
fi^oot  we  the  bridae  P  th»  exulting  fare  reply. 
— Down  the  tteei)  fall  the  headlong  waters  go. 
Curls  the  white  foam,  the  breakers  roar  below. 
The  veering  helm  the  dextoom  steenman  ttoft. 
Shifts  the  thin  oar,  the  fluttering  canvas  drmpe; 
Then  with  closed  eyes,  clench'd  hands,  and  quick^lrawn 
breath, 

Dwts  at  the  central  arch,  nor  heeds  the  gulf  beneath. 
— Pull  'gainst  the  pier  the  unsteady  timers  knock. 
The  loose  planks,  starting,  own  the  impetuous  shock; 
The  shifted  oar,  dropp'd  sail,  and  steadied  helm. 
With  angry  suive  the  elating  waters  whelm, 
—Laughs  the  ghd  Tbamsb,  and  okupe  OMsh  fair  one'i 
charms. 

That  screams  and  scrambke  in  his  ooey  anna. 

— Drench'd  eachnn«rt  garb,  and  ckgg'd  each  stmgi^ing 

limb. 

Far  o'er  the  stream  the  Cockneys  sink  or  swim; 
Wliile  each  badged  boatman,  clinging  to  his  oar. 
Bounds  o'er  the  buoyant  wave,  and  clunbs  the  applaud- 
ing tbon. 

So,  towering  Alp  I  from  thy  majestic  ridge 
Young  Frbedom  gazed  on  Lodi's  blood-stain'd  Bridife  ; 
Saw,  in  tliick  throngs,  conflicting  armies  rush. 
Ranks  close  on  ranks,  and  squadrons  squadrons  crush; 
Burst  in  bright  radiance  through  the  battle's  storm. 
Waved  her  broad  hands,  display 'd  her  awful  form; 
Bade  at  her  feet  regenerate  nations  bow. 
And  twin'd  the  wreath  round  Buonaparte's  brow. 
—Quick  with  new  lights,  fresh  hopes,  and  alter'd  zeal. 
The  slaves  of  despots  dropp'd  the  blunted  sted: 
Exulting  Victory  crown'd  her  favourite  child. 
And  freed  Ltoubia  clapp'd  her  hands,  and  smiled. 

Nor  long  the  time  ere  Britain's  shores  diall  greet 
The  warrior-8^,  with  gratulation  sweet: 
Eager  to  grasp  the  wreath  of  naval  fame. 
The  Geeat  Republic  plans  the  Floating  Frame/ 
—O  er  the  hu^e  frame  gigantic  Tbeebob  staiks. 
And  counts  with  joy  the  okMe^Jompaoted  baDcs: 
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Of  youM-eyed  Mamacbbs  the  Clierab  crow 

Round  their  grim  chief  the  mimic  task  pursue- 
Turn  the  stiff  screw,*  apply  the  streiigtheiung  cUmy, 
Dnve  the  long  bolt,  or  fix  the  etiiWoni  enmip, 
La*h  the  reluctant  beam,  the  cable  splice. 
Join  the  firm  dove-tail  with  adjustment  nice 
Thro  yawning  fissarae  u»e  the  willing  wedge, 
t'rgive  the  smoothinff  adze  a  sharper  edge. 
--Or  group'd  in  fairy  bands,  with  playful  care. 
The  unconscious  bullet  to  the  furnace  bear*— • 
Or  gaily  tittering,  tip  the  match  with  fire.  ' 
Prime  the  big  mortar,  Ud  the  shell  aspire; 
Applaud,  with  tiny  hands,  and  laughing  eyes. 
And  watch  the  bright  destruction  as  it  flies. 

Now  the  fierce  forges  gleam  with  angry  gh»»— 
The  windmill'  waves  his  woven  wings  in  air; 
Swells  the  proud  sail,  the  exulting  streamers  fly. 
Their  mmble  fins  un  umber'd  paddles  ply: 
■—Ye  soft  airs  breatae,  ye  gentle  billows  waft. 
And,  fraught  with  Freedom,  bear  the  expected  Rait  I 
Perch  d  on  her  back,  beho  1  the  Patriot  train. 
Mum,  Ashley,  Barlow,  Buonapabtk,  Paink  » 
While  BowAH's  hud  dfaeots  the  blood-empurpled  rain. 

Ye  Imps  of  Murder  !  guard  her  angel  form, 
CJeck  the  rude  surge,  and  chase  the  horering  stoim: 
Shield  from  contusive  rocks  her  timber  limi^ 
And  guide  the  sweet  Enthusiast'  as  she  swims; 

»jae  liannony  and  imuery  of  them  lum  an*  impwfeoUy  imitated 
fio«  the  following  «qBlrite  i*M«ta  fa  t|»  J«oiia«5^4d^^ 
'  Gnomea,  as  ron  now  dissect,  witii  hammim  llnab 
The  granite  ro^  the  noduled  flint  ealeine: 
Grind  with  atnnc  am  the  oireUnt  Cherts  betwixt, 
YMT  pure  fca-  o — Has  and  P»— tant — sea  mi  it.' 

Canto  2.  line  297. 

««k  "^i.^®  *  '^V^  inttane*  of  the  aonnd  conveying  an 

echo  to  the  sense.    I  would  defy  the  most  unfeeling  reader  to  repeat 

LSSVe'ifthe  aSria''  corresponding  geaC 
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— And  now.  with  web-foot  oars,  ahe  gains  the  hai. 
And  foreign  fooltteps  prew  the  yielding  sand: 
-—The  Communes  spread,  the  gay  Departments  mdh. 
Fair  Freedom's  Plant  o'ershades  the  lau^dng  isle: 
Fired  with  new  hopm,  the  ezul^iff  peasant  seee 
The  Gallic  streamer  woo  the  British  breeze; 
While,  pleased  to  watoh  its  undulating  charms. 
The  Mnlliiig  infant*  aptmOt  his  little  arms. 

Ye  Sylphs  of  Diath  !  on  demon  pinions  flit 
Where  the  tall  0uilU4ine  la  rais'd  for  Pitt: 
To  the  pois'd  plank  tie  fast  the  monster's  back. 
Close  the  nice  slider,  ope  the  expectant  sack; 
Then  twitch,  with  fairy  hands,  the  froUc  pin — 
Down  falls  the  impatient  axe  with  deafenioff  din: 
The  liberated  head  rolls  off  below, 
And  simpering  Fbiidom  haib  the  happy  blow  I 

1  Lif uioy  b  pwtioalsrlT  interested  in  the  diffusion  of  the  new 
iffiiidiMes.  See  the  Btoody  Buoy."  See  also  the  foUowing  deKrip. 
uoBsnd  prediction:  *^ 

'  Here  Time's  hu^To  flngen  irrasp  his  giant  tnsoe. 
And  dMb  proud  Superstition  from  her  base; 
Rsod  her  ■tronc  towers  and  gorgeous  fanes, 

*o.  ko.  Sto, 

While  eaeh  light  moment,  aa  It  passes  by. 
With  feathery  fOot  and  ylmmm  twliUUiug  eve. 
Feeds  from  lU  babyhaiid  wfth  manr  a  kte 
The  ealtow  nsstllmn  ti  flomwHu  bUa.' 


eunam  asb  wum 
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80N0  BY  Roona 

(Ommav  Tbambv) 

Wrxnb'kr  with  haggard  eyes  I  view 
This  dungeon  that  I'm  rotting  in« 
Itihink  of  thow  oompuiiona  tnw 
Who  studied  with  me  at  the  U- 

•nivenity  of  Gottingen— 

•nivinitj  of  Gottingen. 

[Weept,  and  pvllt  out  a  blue  'kerchitj,  v>itk  which  A« 
mpet  hit  lytt ;  gazing  Underly  at  it.  he  proeeedt.] 

Sweet  Iwrohief,  oheck'd  with  heavenly  blue, 
WWdi  once  my  love  sat  knotting  in, 

Alas,  Matilda  then  was  true. 
At  least  I  thought  so  at  the  U* 

^vmrity  of  Gottingen— 

-niversity  of  Gottingen. 

Barbi !  barbs  !  alas  !  hv  ▼  swift  you  flew. 

Her  neat  ^st-waggon  trotting  in  I 
Ye  bore  Blaulda  from  my  view: 
Foiloni  I  knguithM  at  the  U- 

•niversity  of  Gottingen — 

-niversity'^  Gottixtgeo. 

This  faded  form !  this  pallid  hue  1 

This  blood  my  veins  is  dotting  in  I 
My  years  are  many— They  wmefew 
mien  first  I  enter'd  at  the  U- 

•niversity  of  Gottingen—  • 

"iiiymity  of  GoMingra. 

There  first  for  thee  my  passion  grew. 
Sweet  I  aweet  MfttikM  Pottingen  I 


OAinmro  avd  nxis 

Thou  wast  the  daughter  of  my  tu- 
-tor.  Law  Professor  it  the  U- 

-niversity  of  Gottingen— 

•niv^ty  of  Gottingen. 

Sun,  moon,  and  thou  vain  world,  adieu. 
That  kings  and  priests  are  plotting  in; 
Here  doom'd  to  starve  on  water  gru- 
-el  never  shall  I  see  the  U- 

-niversity  of  Gottingen! — 

•niveraity  of  Gottingen! 

[During  the  last  stanza  Rookeo  dashes  his  head  re- 
peatedly against  the  walls  of  his  prison,  and,  finally, 
so  hard  as  to  produce  a  visible  eontuai'jn.  He  then 
throws  himself  on  the  floor  in  an  agony.  The  emrktin 
drops— the  muste  ttHl  eontinning  to  ploy,  tiU  U  it 
whoUfffaUtn.] 
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JAMES  HOGG. 

WALSINQIlAMB'S  BONO 
'Wat  o'  to  Cuvok.' 

(300TI) 

l^e  lad  that  has  worrying  tikes  enow. 

Whose  meat  IS  the  moss,  and  whose  drink  is  the  dew. 

And  that  s  the  cheer  of  Wat  o'  the  Cleuch  ! 

Wat  o'  the  Cleuch  !  Wat  o'  the  Cleuch  ! 
woes  my  heart  for  Wat  o'  the  aeuchl 
Wat  o'  the  Cleuch  sat  down  to  dine 
With  two  pint  stoups  of  good  rad  wine: 
But  when  he  look'd  they%oth  were  dry; 
O  poverty  parts  cood  company  i 

Wat  o'  the  Cleuch  !  Wat  o'  the  Cleuch  f 
O  for  a  dnnk  to  Wat  o'  the  Cleuch  I 
Wat  o'  the  Cleuch  came  down  the  Tine 
To  woo  a  maid  both  gaUant  and  fine; 
But  as  he  came  o'er  by  Dick  o'  the  Side 
ile  smell  d  the  mutton  and  left  the  bride 

Wat  o'  the  CSench  I  Wat  o'  the  Cleuch ! 
What  think  ye  now  of  Wat  o'  the  Gleiioh  T 
Wat  o'  the  Cleuch  camo  here  to  steal. 
He  wanted  milk  and  he  wanted  veal- 
But  ere  he  wan  o'er  tte  Beetleston  biow 
He  hough^  the  calf  and  eated  the  cow ! 

Wat  o'  the  Cleuch  1   Wat  o'  the  Cleuoh  I 
WeU  done,  doughty  Wat  o'  the  Oeaeh  I 
Wat  o'  the  Cleuch  came  here  to  fight. 

M""*        ^^i«^ag  took  fright, 
^  the  brMKart  he  did  what  I  dare  not  teU, 
iSttt  changed  his  cheer  at  the  back  of  the  fell 

Wat  o  the  Cleuch !  Wat  o'  the  Cleuch ! 

O  for  a  oroudy  to  Wat  o'  the  Cleuch  I 
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Wat  o'  the  Cleuch  kneel'd  down  to  pr»y. 
He  wist  not  what  to  do  or  to  say; 
But  he  prav'd  for  beef,  and  he  pray'd  for  bree, 
A  two-hand  spoon  and  a  haggis  to  pree. 

Wat  o'  the  Cleuch  Twat  o'  the  Cleuch ! 

That's  tiie  cheer  for  Wat  o'  the  Cleuch  i 

But  the  devil  is  cunning  as  I  heard  say. 
He  knew  his  right,  and  haul'd  him  away ; 
And  he's  over  the  Border  and  over  the  heuch» 
And  off  to  hell  with  Wat  o'  the  Cleuch  ! 

Wat  o'  the  Cleuch  !  Wat  o'  the  Cleuch  I 
Lack-a-day  for  Wat  o'  the  Cleuch  ! 

But  of  all  the  wights  in  poor  Scotland, 
That  ever  drew  bow  or  Border  brand. 
That  ever  drove  English  bullock  or  ewe. 
There  never  was  thief  like  Wat  o'  the  Cleuch. 

Wat  o'  the  Cleuch !  Wat  o'  the  Cleuch ! 

Down  for  ev«  with  Wat  o'  the  Cleuch  1 


THE  FLYINO  TAILOR. 
Fmrnon  Exnuor  nom  'Tarn  Bbolusi.'  a  Pone 

(WOBD8WOBXH) 

If  ever  chance  or  choice  thy  footsteps  lead 
Into  that  green  and  flowery  burial-ground 
That  compasseth  with  sweet  and  mournful  smiles 
The  church  of  Grasmere, — by  the  eastern  gate 
Enter — and  underneath  a  stunted  yew. 
Some  three  yards  distant  from  the  gravel-walk. 
On  the  left-hand  side,  thou  wilt  espv  a  grave. 
With  unelaborate  headstone  beautified. 
Conspicuous  'mid  the  other  stoneless  heaps 
'Neath  which  the  children  of  the  valley  lie. 
There  pause— and  with  no  common  feelings  read 
This  short  insoriptioii— *  Here  lies  buried 
Hie  Elying  Tailor,  aged  twenty-nine  I' 


Ill 

Hi  n  from  his  birth  unto  his  death  I  knew 
Ajad  many  years  before  he  had  attain'd 
Ihe  fuhiess  of  his  fame,  I  prophesied 
The  tnumphs  of  that  youth's  agility 
And  crown'd  him  with  that  name  which  afterwards 
He  nobly  jusu  led— and  dying  left 
r™^*'S,?'^  eternal  blazon— read  it  here— 
•  The  Flying  Tailor  !' 

m.-*  k-       it  somewhat  strange 

That  his  mother  was  a  cripple,  and  his  father 
Long  way  declmed  into  the  vale  of  years 

WMric'kfv  At  first  the  babe 

was  Bicuy,  and  a  smile  was  seen  to  pass 

Across  the  midwife  s  cheek,  when,  holding  up 

The  sickly  wretch,  she  to  the  father  said. 

tIMT^^'k  y*^*  «^         they  expect  ? 

The  mother  bemg,  as  I  said  before, 

A  cripple,  and  the  father  of  the  child 

Long  way  declined  into  the  vale  of  years. 

But  mark  the  wondrous  cLange-ere  he  was  put 

By  his  mother  into  breeches.  Nature  strung 

Ihe  muscular  part  of  his  economy 

To  an  unusual  strength,  and  he  could  leap, 

AH  unimpeded  by  his  petticoats. 

Over  the  stool  on  which  his  mother  sat 

When  carding  wool,  or  cleansing  vegetables 

Or  meek  performing  other  household  ttmka. 

(Junmng  he  watch'd  his  opportunity 

And  oft,  as  house-affairs  did  caU  her  thence, 

Overleapt  Hugh,  a  perfect  whirhgig. 

More  than  six  inches  o'er  th'  astonish'd  stool. 

What  boots  It  to  narrate,  how  at  leap-frog 

Over  the  breech'd  and  unbreech'd  villagers 

He  ^one  conspicuous  ?   Leap-frog  do  I  say  ? 

Sffei     "^J?'^  •    What  though  Si  •ttitu<fe 
g»  Flvin^  Tailor  aped  the  croaking  race 
When  issuing  from  the  weed-entangTed  pool. 
Tadpoles  no  more,  they  seek  the  new-mown  fiekk. 
A  jocund  people,  bouncing  to  and  fro 
AmKt  the  odonMu  ok)  w— while  amazed 
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The  grasshopper  sits  idle  on  the  stalk 
With  folded  pinions  and  forgets  to  sing. 
Frog-like,  no  doubt,  in  attitude  he  was; 
But  sure  his  bounds  across  the  village  green 
Seem'd  to  my  soul— (my  soul  for  ever  bright 

With  purest  beams  of  sacred  poesy)  

Like  bounds  of  red-deer  on  the  Highland  hill. 
When,  close-environed  by  the  tinchel's  chain. 
He  hfts  his  branchy  forehead  to  the  sky. 
Then  o'er  the  many-headed  multitude 
Springs  belling  half  in  terror,  half  in  rage. 
And  fleeter  than  the  sunbeam  or  the  wind 
Speeds  to  his  cloud-lair  on  the  mountain-top. 

No  more  of  this— suffice  it  to  narrate. 
In  his  tenth  year  he  was  apprenticed 
Unto  a  Master  Tailor  by  a  strong 
And  regular  indenture  of  seven  years 
Commencing  from  the  date  the  parchment  bore. 
And  ending  on  a  certain  day,  that  made 
The  term  complete  of  seven  solar  years 
Oft  have  I  heard  him  say,  that  at  this  time 
Of  life  he  was  most  wretched;  for,  constrained 
To  sit  aU  day  cross-legg'd  upon  a  board. 
The  natural  circulation  of  the  blood 
Thereby  was  oft  impeded,  and  he  felt 
So  numb'd  at  times,  that  when  he  strove  to  rise 
Up  from  his  work  he  could  not,  but  fell  back 
Among  the  shreds  and  patches  that  bestrew'd 
With  various  colours,  brightening  gorgeously, 
Ihe  board  all  round  him— patch  of  warlike  red 
With  which  he  patched  the  regimental-suits 
Of  a  recruiting  military  troop. 
At  that  time  stationed  in  a  market  town 
At  no  great  distance— eke  of  solemn  black 
Shreds  of  no  little  magnitude,  with  which 
™  parson's  Sunday-coat  was  then  repairing, 
Tb&t  m  the  new-roof'd  church  he  might  appear 
With  fitting  dignity— and  gravely  fill 
Tb»  sacred  seat  of  pulpit  eloquence, 
goring  with  doctnnal  point  and  words  of  faith 
13ie  poor  man's  heart,  and  from  the  shallow  wit 
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Of  atheist  drying  up  eaob  axgument. 

Or  sharpening  his  own  weapons  only  to  turn 

Their  point  against  himself,  and  overthrow 

His  idols  with  the  very  enginery 

Reared  'gainst  the  structure  of  our  Rngiii^h  Church. 

Oft  too,  when  striving  all  he  could  to  finish 
The  stated  daily  task,  the  needle's  pomt, 
Wanting  insidious  from  th'  eluded  stitch. 
Hath  pinched  his  finger,  by  the  thimble's  mail 
In  vain  defended,  and  the  crimson  blood 
Distain'd  the  lining  of  some  wedding-suit; 
A  dismal  omen !  that  to  mind  Uke  his. 
Apt  to  perceive  in  slightest  circumstance 
Mystenous  meaning,  yielded  sore  distress 
And  feverish  perturbation,  so  that  oft 
He  scarce  could  eat  his  dinner— nay,  one  night 
He  swore  to  ran  from  his  apprenticeship. 
And  go  on  board  a  first-rate  man-of-war. 
From  Plymouth  lately  come  to  Liverpool, 
Where,  m  the  stir  and  tumult  of  a  crew 
Composed  of  many  nations,  'mid  the  roar 
Of  wave  and  tempest,  and  the  deadlier  voice 
Of  battle,  he  might  strive  to  mitigate 
The  fever  that  consumed  his  mighty  heart. 

But  other  doom  was  his.   That  very  night 
A  troop  of  tumblers  came  into  the  village. 
Tumbler,  equestrian,  mountebank, — on  wire. 
On  rope,  on  horse,  with  cup  and  balls,  intent 
T6  please  the  gaping  multitude,  and  win 
The  com  from  labour's  pocket— small  perhaps 
Each  separate  piece  of  money,  but  when  join'd 
Making  a  good  round  sum,  destfaied  ere  long 
All  to  be  melted,  (so  these  lawless  folk 
Name  spending  coin  in  loose  debauchery) 
Melted  into  ale— or  haply  stouter  cheer, 
Gm  diuretic,  or  the  liquid  flame 
Of  baneful  brandy,  by  the  smuggler  brouglit 
Fro  i  the  French  coast  in  shallop  many-oar'd. 

"S^*  ^"^^  headland  and  throiigii  l»y. 
Afraid  of  the  Kfag's  cutter,  or  the  baige  ' 
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Of  cruuing  frigate,  arm'd  with  chosen  men. 
And  with  her  sweeps  across  the  foamy  waves 
Moving  mo«t  beftuufnl  with  meMoxed  •troket. 

It  chanced  that  as  he  threw  a  somerset 
Over  three  horses  (each  of  larger  size 
Than  our  small  mountain-breed)  one  of  the  troop 
Put  out  his  shoulder,  and  was  otherwise 
Considerably  bruised,  especially 
About  the  loins  and  back.    So  he  became 
Useless  unto  that  wandering  company,  ^ 
And  likely  to  be  felt  a  sore  expense 
To  men  just  on  the  eve  of  bankruptcy. 
So  the  master  of  the  troop  detemuned 
To  leave  him  in  the  workhouse,  and  proclaim'd 
That  if  there  was  a  man  among  the  crowd 
Willing  to  fill  his  place  and  able  too. 
Now  was  the  time  to  show  himself.   Hugh  Thwaites 
Heard  the  proposal,  as  he  stood  apart 
Striving  with  his  own  soul — and  with  a  bound 
He  leapt  into  the  circle,  and  agreed 
To  supply  the  place  of  him  who  had  been  hurt. 
A  shout  of  admiration  and  surprise 
Then  tore  heaven's  concave,  and  completely  fill'd 
The  little  field,  where  near  a  hundred  people 
Were  standing  in  a  circle  round  and  fair. 
Oft  have  I  striven  by  meditative  power. 
And  reason  working  'mid  the  various  forms 
Of  various  occupations  and  professions. 
To  explain  the  cause  of  one  phenomenon. 
That,  since  the  birth  of  science,  hatii  ranain'd 
A  bare  enunciation,  unexplain'd 
By  anjr  theory,  or  menttd  light 
Stream'd  on  i^  by  the  imaginative  will, 
Or  spirit  mui  ing  in  the  cloudy  shrine. 
The  Penetralia  of  the  immortal  soul. 
I  now  allude  to  that  most  curious  fact. 
That  'mid  a  given  number,  say  threescore. 
Of  tailors,  more  men  of  agility 
Will  issue  out,  than  from  an  equal  show 
From  way  other  occupation — say 
Smiths.  I  .rben,  bakm,  bnleheES,  or  the  like. 


Let  ni«  not  aeem  prastimptQoiu,  if  I  strive 
This  subject  to  illustrate;  nor,  while  I  dre 
My  meditations  to  the  world,  will  I 
Conceal  from  it,  that  much  I  have  to  say 
I  learnt  from  one  who  knows  the  subject  well 
In  theory  and  practice— need  I  name  him  ? 
The  ligfat-heel'd  author  of  the  Isle  <rf  Palms 
lUustrtocu  more  for  leaping  than  for  acmg,  * 

First,  then,  I  would  lay  down  this  principle, 
lhat  all  excessive  action  by  the  law 
Of  nature  tends  unto  repose.   This  granted. 
All  action  not  excessive  must  partake  ' 
The  nature  of  excessive  action — so 
That  in  all  human  beings  who  keep  moving, 
Unconscious  cultivation  of  repose 
Is  going  on  in  silence.    Be  it  so. 
Apply  to  men  of  sedentary  lives 
This  leading  principle,  and  we  behold 
That,  active  in  their  inactivity. 
And  unreposing  in  their  long  repose. 
They  are,  in  fact,  the  sole  depositaries 
Of  all  the  energies  by  others  wasted. 
And  come  at  last  to  teem  with  impulses 
Of  muscular  motion,  not  to  be  withstood. 
And  either  giving  vent  unto  themselves 
In  numerous  feats  of  wild  agilitv. 
Or  terminating  in  despair  and  <&fttii. 

Now,  of  all  sedentary  lives,  none  seems 
kSo  much  so  as  the  tailor's. — Weavers  use 
Both  arms  and  leas,  and,  we  may  safely  add, 
Iheir  bodies  too,  for  arms  and  legs  can't  move 
Without  the  body— as  the  waving  branch 
Of  the  CTeen  oak  disturbs  his  glossy  trunk. 
Not  so  the  Tailor— for  he  sits  cross-legg'd, 
Cross-legg'd  for  ever  I  save  at  time  of  meals. 
In  bed,  or  when  he  takes  his  little  walk 
From  shop  to  alehouse,  picking,  as  he  goes, 
°*f*y  patch  of  fustian,  cloth,  or  cassimere. 
Which,  as  by  natural  instinct,  he  discerns. 
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Though  soil'd  with  mud.  and  bv  the  paadng  wheel 
Bruised  to  atteQuaUon  'gaiiut  ^  uUmm, 

Here  then  we  pause— and  need  no  farther  go. 
We  have  reach'd  the  sea-mark  of  our  utmost  sail. 
Now  let  me  trace  the  effect  upon  his  mind 
Of  this  despised  profession.    Deem  not  thou, 
O  rashly  deem  not,  that  his  boyish  days 
Past  at  the  shop-board,  when  the  stripling  bore 
With  bashful  feeling  of  apprenticeship 
The  name  of  Tailor,  deem  not  that  his  soul 
Derived  no  genial  influence  from  a  life. 
Which,  although  haply  adverse  in  the  main 
To  the  growth  of  intellect,  and  the  excursive  power, 
Yet  in  its  ordinary  forms  possessed 
A  constant  influence  o'er  his  passing  Uioughts, 
Moulded  his  appetences  and  his  will. 
And  wrought  out,  by  the  work  of  sympfttiliy. 
Between  his  bodily  and  mental  form. 
Rare  correspondence,  wond'rous  unity ! 
Perfect— complete — and  fading  not  away. 
While  on  his  board  cross-legg'd  he  used  to  sit, 
Shajping  of  various  j^uments,  to  his  mind 
An  image  rose  of  every  character 
For  whom  each  special  article  was  framed. 
Coat,  waistcoat,  breeches.    So  at  last  his  soul 
Was  like  a  storehouse,  filled  with  images. 
By  musing  hours  of  solitude  supplied. 
Nor  did  his  ready  fingers  shape  the  out 
Of  villager's  uncouth  habiliments 
With  greater  readiness,  than  did  his  mind 
Frame  corresponding  images  of  those 
Whose  corporal  measurement  the  neat-mark'd  paper 
In  many  a  mystic  notch  fof  ay  retain'd. 
Hence,  more  than  any  man  I  ever  knew. 
Did  he  possess  the  power  intuitive 
Of  diving  into  character.   A  pair 
Of  breeches  to  his  philosophic  r^e 
Were  not  what  unto  other  folks  they  seem. 
Mere  simple  breeches,  but  in  them  he  saw 
The  symbol  of  the  soul— mysterious,  high 
Hieroglyphics  I  such  as  Egypt's  Priest 
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Adored  upon  the  holv  Pyramid, 
Vainly  imagined  tomb  of  monarchs  old. 
But  raised  by  wise  philosophy,  that  sought 
By  darkness  to  iUumine,  and  to  spread 
Knowledge  by  dim  concealment — proocM  hUh 
Of  man's  imaginative,  deathless  soul 
Nor.  haply,  in  th'  abasement  of  the  life 
Which  stem  necessity  had  made  his  own. 
Did  he  net  reccgnise  a  genialpower 
Of  soul-ennobling  fortitude.   He  heard 
Unmoved  the  witling's  shallow  contumely, 
^d  thus,  in  spite  of  nature,  by  degrees 
He  saw  a  beauty  and  a  majesty 
In  this  despised  trade,  which  warrior's  brow 
Hath  rarely  circled — so  that  when  he  sat 
Beneath  his  sky-light  window,  he  hath  oast 
A  gaze  of  triumph  on  the  godlike  sun. 
And  felt  that  orb,  in  aU  hu  annual  round. 
Beheld  no  happier  nobler  character 
Than  him,  Hugh  Thwaites,  a  little  tailor-boj. 

Thus  I,  with  no  unprofitable  song. 
Have,  in  the  silence  of  th'  umbrageous  wood 
Chaunted  the  heroic  youthful  attributes  ' 
W  him  the  Flying  Tailor.    Much  remains 
W  highest  argument,  to  lute  or  lyre 
Fit  to  be  murmur'd  with  impassion'd  voice; 
And  when,  by  timely  supper  and  by  sleep 
Refresh  d,  I  turn  me  to  the  welcome  task 
With  lofty  hopes,— Reader,  do  thou  expect 
The  final  termination  of  my  lay. 
?u  ^'i         ™y  words,--etemally  my  name 
Shall  last  on  earth,  conspicuous  like  a  star 
'Mid  that  bright  galaxy  of  favour'd  spirits. 
Who,  laugh'd  at  constantly  whene'er  they  pubUsh'd. 
burvived  the  impotent  scorn  of  base  Reviews, 
Monthly  or  Quarterly,  or  that  accursed 
Journal,  the  Edinburgh  Review,  that  lives 
On  tears,  and  sighs,  and  groMM.  and  brains,  and  hlood. 
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THE  CHERUB. 
(COLERIDGE) 

Was  it  not  lovelv  to  behold 

A  Cherub  come  down  from  the  sky, 

A  beauteous  thing  of  heavenly  mould* 

With  ringlets  of  the  wavv  gold, 

I)uioiiig[  and  floating  curiously  ? 

To  see  it  come  down  to  the  earth 

This  beauteous  thina  of  heavenlv  birth  ! 

Leaving  the  fields  of  balm  and  bliM, 

To  dwell  in  taoh  a  world  as  tills  I 

I  heard  a  maiden  sing  the  while, 
A  strain  so  holy,  it  might  beffuile 
An  angd  from  tiie  radiuit  spheres. 
That  have  pwum  in  light  ten  thousand  yean; 
1     times  ten  thousand  is  too  few — 
C    ]  of  heaven,  can  this  be  true  ? 
And  then  I  saw  that  beauteous  thing 
Slowly  from  the  clouds  descending. 
Brightness,  glory,  beauty  bimkling. 
In  the  'mid  air  hovering. 
It  hsil  a  halo  round  its  head. 
It  w     not  of  the  rainbow's  hue. 
For  <a  it  was  no  shade  of  blue. 
But  a  beam  of  Mnber  mixed  with  red. 
Like  that  which  mingles  in  the  ray 
A  little  after  the  break  of  day. 
Its  raiment  was  the  thousand  dyes 
Of  flowers  in  the  heavenly  paradise; 
Its  track  a  beam  of  the  sun  refined. 
And  its  chariot  was  the  southern  wind; 
My  heart  danced  in  me  with  delight. 
And  my  spirits  mounted  at  the  sight. 
And  I  said  within  me  it  is  well; 
But  where  the  bower,  or  peaceful  dell. 
Where  this  pure  hearenly  tiling  may  dwell  t 
Then  I  bethought  me  of  the  place. 
To  lodge  the  messenger  of  grace; 
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And  I  chose  the  ancient  syoMnon, 
And  the  little  green  by  Qmte'i  ihore: 
It  to  a  spot  BO  passing  fair, 
Tliat  sainted  thing  ^Jght  sojourn  there. 

Go  tell  yon  stranger  arttoaa, 
»ilJa  tm  quickly  as  he  can. 
Heaven  shield  us  from  annoy ! 
What  shall  form  thto  dome  of  joy  ? 
The  leaf  of  the  roM  would  be  tJx)  rude 
For  a  thing  that  is  not  flesh  and  blood; 
Ihe  walls  must  be  of  the  sunny  air. 
And  the  roof  the  silvery  gossamer, 
^id  all  the  ceiling,  round  and  round. 
Wove  half  of  light,  and  half  of  sound; 
The  sounds  must  be  the  tones  that  fly 
From  distant  harp,  just  ere  they  die; 
And  the  light  the  moon's  soft  midnight  ray. 
When  the  cloud  is  downy,  and  thin,  and  iney. 
And  such  a  bower  of  light  and  love. 
Of  beauty,  and  of  harmonie. 
In  earth  below,  or  heaven  above. 
No  mortal  thing  shall  ever  sf«. 

The  dream  is  past,  it  is  gone  away  I 
The  rose  is  blighted  on  the  spray* 
I  look  behind,  I  look  before. 
The  ha]>py  vision  is  no  more  ! 
But  in  its  room  a  darker  shade 
Than  eye  hath  pierced,  or  darknen  madbi 
Icannot  turn,  yet  do  not  know. 
What  X  would,  or  whither  go; 
But  I  have  heard,  to  heart  of  sin, 
A  small  voice  whispering  within, 
Tis  all  I  know,  mad  aU  I  trust 
'  That  man  to  weak,  bat  Qod  to'jnit' 


ISO 


HOOO 


ISABELLE. 

(OOLUIDOl) 

Can  there  be  a  moon  in  heaven  to-night. 
That  the  hill  and  the  grey  cloud  seem  so  light  ? 
The  air  is  whiten'd  by  some  spell, 
For  there  is  no  moon,  I  know  it  well; 
On  this  third  day,  the  sages  say, 
(Tis  wonderful  how  well  Uiey  know,) 
The  moon  is  ioorneying  far  away. 
Bright  somewhere  in  a  heaven  below. 

It  is  a  strange  and  lovely  night, 
A  greyish  pale,  but  not  white  I 
Is  It  rain,  or  is  it  dew. 
That  falls  so  thick  I  eee  ito  hue  ? 
In  rays  it  follows,  one,  two,  Hum, 
Down  the  air  so  merrily. 
Said  babelle,  so  let  it  be ! 

Why  does  the  Lady  Isabelle 
Sit  in  the  damp  and  dewy  dell 
Counting  the  racks  of  drizzly  rain. 
And  how  often  the  Rail  cries  over  again  ? 
For  she's  harping,  harping  in  the  brake, 
Craik,  craik— Craik,  craik. 
Ten  times  nine,  rad  thrice  eleven; — 
That  last  call  was  an  hundred  and  serwu. 
Craik,  craik — the  hour  is  near — 
Let  it  come,  I  have  no  fear  ! 
Yet  it  is  a  dreadful  vrotk,  I  wis. 
Such  dofaigi  in  a  night  like  this  I 

Sounds  tiie  river  harsh  and  lond  ? 

The  stream  sounds  harsh,  but  not  loud. 
There  is  a  cloud  that  seems  to  hover. 
By  western  hill  the  church-vard  over, 
yMx&t  ia  .   like?— 'Tis  like  a  whale; 
Tis  like  a  shark  with  half  the  tail. 
Not  half,  but  third  and  more; 
Now  'tis  a  wolf,  and  now  a  bwur; 
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Ito  face  it  niMd— H  oomclli  hen; 

Let  it  come— there  is  no  fear. 
There's  two  for  heaven,  ami  ten  for  hell. 
Let  it  comc^'tis  well^*ti«  imM  f 
Said  the  Lady  Isabelle. 

What  ails  that  little  oit-tail'd  wMp, 
That  it  continues  to  yelp,  yelp  ? 
Yelp,  yelp,  and  it  turns  its  eve 
Up  to  the  tree  and  half  to  the  sky, 
Half  to  the  sky  and  full  to  the  cloud. 
And  still  it  whines  and  barkn  uloud. 
Why  I  should  dread  I  cannot  tell; 
There  is  a  spirit;  I  know  it  well  I 


Is  it  a  vision,  or  a  (ueam  ? 
It  is  no  u.eam,  full  weU  I  kiio<- 
I  have  a  woful  deed  to  do  ! 
Hush,  hush,  thou  little  murmurer; 
I  tell  thM  hadi-4he  dkad  ace  aMrt 

If  thou  knew'st  all,  poor  tailless  whelp. 
Well  might'st  thou  tremble,  growl,  and  ye^j 
But  thou  know'st  nothing,  hast  no  part, 
(Simple  and  stuind  as  thou  art) 
Save  sratitttde  ukt  tr  .th  of  heart. 
But  wey  are  cmning  by  this  way 
That  have  been  dead  for  a  year  and  a  day; 
Without  challenge,  without  change. 
They  fliiaU  have  Mt  fnU  revenge ! 
They  have  been  sent  to  wander  in  woe 
In  the  lands  of  flame,  and  the  lands  of  snow; 
But  those  ttat  an  dead 
Shall  the  green  s-ward  tread. 
And  those  that  are  hving 
Shall  soon  be  dead  I 
N<me  to  pity  them,  none  to  help ! 
Thou  may'st  quake,  m^^  cut-tail'd  whelp  t 

There  are  two  from  the  grave 
That  I  fain  would  save; 
Full  hard  is  the  wdrd 
For  ti»  young  and  the  Inave  I 
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Perchance  they  are  rapt  in  virion  sweet. 
While  the  passing  breezes  kiss  their  feet; 

And  they  are  dreaming  of  joy  and  love  !  

Well,  let  thrnn  go— tiwre'a  nom  above. 

Then  are  three  times  three,  and  three  to  these, 
.    Count  as  you  will,  by  twos  or  threes  ! 

Three  for  the  gallows,  and  three  for  the  wave. 

Three  to  roast  behind  the  stone. 

And  three  that  shall  never  see  tike  grave 

Until  the  day  and  the  hour  are  gone ! 

For  retribution  is  mine  alone ! 

The  cloud  is  redder  in  its  hue. 

The  hour  is  near,  and  vengeance  due; 

It  cannot,  and  it  will  not  fail, — 

Tis  but  a  step  to  Borrowdale  ! 

Why  shouldst  thou  love  and  follow  me. 

Poor  faithful  thing  7  I  pity  thee  I 

Up  rose  the  Lady  Isabelle, 

I  may  not  of  her  motion  tell. 
Yet  thou  may'st  look  upon  her  frame; 
Look  on  it  with  a  passing  eye. 
But  think  not  thou  upon  the  same. 
Turn  away,  and  ask  not  why; 
For  if  thou  darest  look  again. 
Mad  of  heart  and  seared  of  brain, 
Hiou  shalt  never  look  again  ! 

What  can  ail  that  short-tail'd  whelp  ? 
Tis  either  behind  or  far  before. 
And  it  hath  changed  its  whining  yelp 
To  a  shortened  yuff— its  little  core 
Seems  bursting  with  terror  and  dismay, 
Yuff,  yuff, — hear  how  it  speeds  away. 
Hold  thy  peace,  thou  yemering  thing. 
The  very  ni^ht-wind's  shunboing. 
And  thou  wilt  wake  to  woe  and  pain 
Those  that  must  never  wake  again. 

Meet  is  its  terror  and  its  flight, 
Thece's  one  on  the  kfl  and  two  on  the  rightl 
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But  save  the  paleness  of  the  face. 
All  is  beauty,  and  all  is  grace  I 

The  earth  and  air  are  tinged  with  blue; 
There  are  no  footstejKS  in  the  dew; 
Is  this  to  wandering  spirits  given. 
Such  stillness  on  the  face  of  heaven  ? 
The  fleecy  clouds  that  sleep  above. 
Are  like  the  wing  of  beauteous  dove. 
And  the  leaf  of  the  elm-tree  does  not  movel 
Tet  they  are  coming !  and  they  are  three ! 
Jesa  I  Maria !  can  it  be  1 

THM  OOSIOLXniOV. 

Sleep  on,  fair  maiden  of  Borrowdale  ! 
Sleep  1  0  sleep  I  and  do  not  wake  ! 
Dream  of  the  dance,  till  the  foot  so  pale. 
And  the  beauteous  ancle  shiver  and  shake; 
Till  thou  shalt  press,  with  feelins  bland. 
Thine  own  fair  tweast  tor  loverVhuid. 
Thy  heart  is  light  as  summer  breese. 
Thy  heart  is  joyous  as  the  day; 
Maofi  never  form  of  angel  sees. 
But  thou  art  fair  as  they  ! 
So  lovers  ween,  and  so  they  say. 
So  thine  shall  ween  for  many  a  day  I 
The  hour's  at  hand,  O  woe  is  me ! 
•  For  they  are  coming,  and  they  are  three  I 

tb3t  cub8b  of  thb  laitbsate. 

Cabmxn  Judicsalb. 
I. 

Ik  vale  of  Thirlemere,  once  on  a  time. 
When  birds  sung  sweet  and  flowers  were  in  the 
spring, 

.    While  youth  and  fancv  wanton'd  in  their  prime, 

i       I  laid  me  down  in  happy  slumbering; 

The  heavens  in  balmy  breezes  breath^  deep. 
My  senses  all  wen  IniU'd  in  grnUM,  joyous  skip. 
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Skep  had  its  visions— fancy  all  umway'd 
Revelled  in  fulness  of  creative  power- 

I  ween'd  that  round  me  countless  beings  strayU 
Things  of  delight,  illusions  of  an  hour;  ^ 

^  great  the  number  of  these  things  divine. 


mine. 

in. 


Yet  mine  they  were,  all  motley  as  they  moved: 
Careless  I  viewed  them,  yet  I  loved  to  view 

t  hu^^"*  ''^^       ^orld  approved. 

And  blest  the  tram  with  smiles  and  plaudits  due: 
Proud  of  approval,  to  myself  I  said  *^ 

"^d  ^'^  """^  ®^  favourite 

IV. 

Joan  I  chose,  a  maid  of  happy  mien; 

Her  form  and  mind  I  polished  with  care: 
A  docile  girl  she  proved,  of  moping  vein, 

blow  in  her  motions,  haughty  in  her  air- 
Some  mention'd  trivial  blame,  or  sUghtly  frown'd; 
Forth  to  the  world  she  went,  her  heavenly  birth  it 
own  a. 


V. 


Th®  next,  a  son,  I  bred  a  Mussuhnan; 

With  creeds  and  dogmas  I  was  hard  bested. 
For  which  was  right  or  wrong  I  could  not  tell, 

bo  1  resolved  my  offspring  should  be  bred 
As  vanous  as  their  lives— the  lad  I  loved. 
A  boy  of  wild  unearthly  mien  he  proved. 

VI. 

Then  first  I  noted  in  my  mazy  dream 
A  being  scarcely  of  the  human  frame, 

iVr^u  ^  ^"^  ^^^^  "O'^h  did  seem. 

With  swaggering.  fumiM  impotence  he  came: 

{  ?fd  not,  but  I  shudder"?  at  lo<*; 

Into  his  tutelage  my  boy  he  took. 
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vn. 

Each  principle  of  truth  and  purity. 
And  all  that  merited  the  worid'W  acclaim, 

Ihis  fiend  misled — nor  could  I  ever  free 
From  his  destroying  grasp  my  darling's  fame: 

But  yet  I  could  not  ween  that  heart  of  gall 

Could  be  a  foe  to  one,  whose  heart  beat  kind  to  all. 

vm. 

My  third,  a  Christian  and  a  warrior  true, 

A  bold  adventurer  on  foreign  soil. 
And  next,  his  brother,  a  supreme  Hindu, 

I  rear'd  with  hope,  with  joy,  and  painful  toil. 
Alas !  my  hopes  were  vain !   I  saw  them  both 
Kelt  by  an  emmet !— «niah'd  before  a  moth  ! 

iz. 

Still  could  I  not  believe  his  vengeful  spite. 
For  in  hig  guise  a  speciousness  appear'd; 

My  bitterness  of  heart  I  feigned  light; 
But  wholly  as  he  urged  my  next  I  reared: 

He  said  of  all  the  gang  he  was  the  beet. 

And  wrong  his  neck  befora  mine  eyes  in  jest. 

z. 

Rmn  tiiat  time  forth,  an  ind^iendmt  kx^, 

A  bold  effrontery  I  did  essay; 
But  (rf  my  progeny  no  pains  I  took. 

Like  Iambs  I  rear'd  them  for  the  lion's  prey 
And  still  as  pkiyful  forth  they  pass'd  from  me,' 
1  saw  thffin  mook'd  and  butcher'd  wantonly. 

XI. 

•  Just  heaven  1'  said  I,  *  to  thy  awards  I  bow. 
For  truth  and  vengeance  are  thine  own  alone; 

Are  these  the  wreaths  thou  deignest  to  bestow 
On  bard,  whose  life  and  lays  to  virtue  prone. 

Have  never  tum'd  aside  on  dtsvious  way  T 

Is  this  the  high  lewacd,  to  be  of  lools  tb»  pnj  V 
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A  lauffh  of  scorn  the  welkin  seem'd  to  rend, 
•  I  saw  a  form  serene; 

^ou  bard  of  honour,  virtue's  firmest  friend ' 
He  said,  '  can'st  thou  thus  fret  ?  or  dost  thou  ween 
lhat  such  a  thing  can  woA  thy  fame's  decay  ? 
Thou  art  no  fading  bloom— no  flow'ret  of  »  day  I 

zm. 

'  When  his  o'erflowings  of  envenom'd  spleen 
An  undistinguish'd  dunghill  mass  shall  lie 

The  name  of  Soutoty,  like  an  evergreen,  ' 
Shall  spread,  shall  blow,  and  flourish  to  the  sky 

To  Milton  and  to  Spenser  next  in  fame. 

O'er  aU  the  worW  ahall  spread  thy  laurell'd  name.' 

XIV. 

*  JWend  of  the  bard,'  I  said,  •  behold  thou  hast 
The  tears  of  one  I  love  o'er  blushes  shed; 

Ha«  he  not  wxun^  the  throb  from  parent's  heart. 
And  stretch'd  his  hand  to  reave  my  children's  bread  ? 

For  every  tear  that  on  their  cheeks  hath  shone 

O  may  that  Aristarch  with  tears  of  blood  atone  V 


XV. 


If  cursing  thou  delight'st  in,"  he  replied, 

*If  rage  and  execration  is  thy  meed. 
Mount  the  tribunal — Justice  be  thy  guide. 

Before  thee  shall  he  come  his  rights  to  plead* 
To  thy  awards  his  fate  forthwith  u  given. 
Only,  be  justice  thine,  the  attribute  of  heaven/ 

ZVI. 

Gladly  I  mounted,  for  before  that  time 
Merit  had  crown'd  me  with  unfading  bays. 

Before  me  was  brought  in  that  man  of  crime. 
Who  with  unblushing  front  his  face  did  raise; 

But  when  my  royal  laurel  met  his  sight. 

He  pointed  with  his  tiiumb,  Mid  lautfied  with  ail  his 
might. 
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Maddening  at  impudence  so  thorough-bred, 
I  rose  from  off  my  seat  with  frown  severe, 

I  shook  my  re^al  sceptre  o'or  his  head — 
'  Hear,  culprit,  of  thy  crimes,  and  sentence  hear  I 

Thou  vdd  of  principle!  oi  rale !  of  ruth ! 

Thou  renegade  from  nature  and  from  troth! 

xvm. 

*  Thou  bane  of  genius  I — party's  sordid  slave  I 

Mistaken,  perverse,  crooked  is  thy  mind ! 
No  humble  son  of  merit  thou  wilt  save. 

Truth,  virtue,  ne'er  from  tiiee  did  friendship  find; 
^nd  while  of  freedom  thou  canst  fume  and  rave. 
Of  titles,  party,  wealth,  thou  art  the  cringing  slave  I 

XDC. 

'  Thou  hast  renounced  Nature  for  thy  guide, 
A  thousand  times  hast  given  thyself  the  lie. 

And  raised  thy  paity-oun  to  wealth  and  pride. 
The  very  scavengers  of  poetry. 

Thy  quibbles  are  from  rav  of  sense  exempt, 

Praramptaoas,  pitifiil,  hmaw  otrntonpt  I 

XX. 

*  Answer  me,  viper !  here  do  I  arraign 

Thy  arrogant,  self-crowned  majesty  ! 
Hast  thou  not  prophesied  of  dole  and  pain, 

Weakenii^  tiie  arms  of  nations  and  of  me  7 
Thou  foe  of  order ! — ^Mercy  lingers  sick — 
False  prophet  1  Canker  !  Damjoed  heretic  !' 

XXI. 

Then  pointing  with  my  sceptre  to  the  sky. 
With  vehemence  that  might  not  be  restrain'd, 

I  gave  the  awful  curse  of  destiny ! 
I  was  asleep,  but  sore  with  passion  pain'd. 

It  was  a  dreadful  curse;  and  to  this  day. 

Even  from  my  wakfaig  dfMmi  it  is  not  worn  awaj. 
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May  heaven  and  earth. 
And  hell  underneath. 
Unite  to  ensting  thee 
In  horrible  wrath. 
May  scorning  surround  thee. 
And  conscience  astound  thee. 
High  genius  o'erpower. 
And  the  devil  confound  thee. 
The  curse  be  upon  thee 
In  pen  and  in  pocket. 
Thy  ink  turn  to  puddle. 
And  gorge  in  the  socket; 
J^iy  study  let  rats  destroy, 
vermin  and  cats  annoy. 
Thy  base  lucubrationa 
To  tear  and  to  gnaw, 
Thy  false  calculations 
In  Empire  and  Law. 
The  printers  shall  harass. 
The  devils  shall  dun  thee. 
The  trade  shall  despise  ihee. 
And  C— t— e  shun  thee. 
The  judge  shaU  not  hear  thee, 
JBut  frown  and  pass  by  thee. 
And  clients  shall  fear  thee, 
And  know  thee,  and  fly  thee ! 
1 11  hunt  thee,  I'll  chase  thee. 
To  scorn  and  deride  thee. 
The  cloud  shall  not  cover. 
The  cave  shall  not  hide  thee* 
The  scorching  of  wrath  * 
And  of  shame  shall  abide  thee, 
liU  the  herbs  of  the  desert 
Shall  wither  beside  thee. 
Thou  Shalt  thirst  for  revenge 
And  misrule,  as  for  wine. 
But  genius  shall  flourish  ! 
And  royalty  shine  ! 
And  thou  shalt  remain 
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While  the  Laureate  doth  rdcn. 
With  a  fire  in  thy  heart. 
And  a  fire  in  thy  brain. 
And  Fame  shall  disown  thee 
And  visit  thee  never. 
And  the  coiw  ahall  be  on  thee 
For  evw  and  ever  I 
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THE  GUDB  OBKYE  KATT. 
(JAMS8  BOOO) 

Thxbx  wase  ane  katt,  and  ane  gude  greye  katt. 
That  duallit  in  the  touir  of  Blain, 

And  mony  haif  hearit  of  that  gude  katt. 
That  neair  ahall  heare  i^jm. 

Scho  had  ane  brynd  upon  her  backe. 

And  ane  brent  abone  hir  bree: 
Hir  culoris  war  the  merilit  heuis 

That  dappil  the  krene-berrye. 

But  scho  had  that  withyn  her  ee 
That  man  may  nenh'  declaire. 

For  scho  had  that  withjm  hir  ee 
Quliich  mortyl  dochtna  beare. 

Sumtymis  ane  ladye  sochte  the  touir. 

Of  rych  and  fajrre  beautye  : 
Sumtymis  ane  maukyn  cam  uinin, 

Hytchyng  lycht  wistfullye. 

But  quhan  they  s^hit  the  touir  fd  Blain, 

And  socht  it  sayre  and  lang, 
They  fuide  nocht  but  the  gude  greye  katt 

Sittyng  thmmmyng  at  hir  sang; 

And  up  scho  rase  and  paoit  hir  wayia 

Full  stetlye  oure  the  stene. 
And  streikit  out  hir  braw  hint-leg. 

As  nocht  at  aU  had  bene. 

X 


Weil  moeht  the  wyfle  in  that  kintiyo 
Rayse  up  ane  grefous  stir, 
S?"".*"^        m  all  the  lande 
Dwet  moop  or  mdle  wyth  hit. 

Quhaneuir  thmre  lukit  in  hir  feoe 

Their  fearis  ereue  se  ryfe, 
Thejre  mirtit  and  theye  yollit  throa  fryohte. 

And  rann  for  dethe  and  lyfe. 

The  lairde  of  Blain  he  had  ane  sponis, 
Beth  cumlye,  gude,  and  kynde; 

But  aoho  had  gane  to  the  landis  of  pece» 
And  left  him  eadd  behynde; 

He  had  seuin  dochteris  all  se  fayre. 
Of  mayre  than  yerdlye  greoe, 

Sewinbonnyer  babis  neuir  braithit  ayie., 
Or  amylit  in  parentis  fece. 

Ane  daye  quhan  theye  war  all  alane, 
J  hevye  mene  ; 

Qnhat  will  oum  of  ye.  my  deire  babis. 
Now  quhan  your  moderis  gene  ? 

*  ^  tendyr  myndis. 

The  pethe  of  ladyhoode. 
To  thynke  as  ladye  ocht  to  thynke. 
And  feele  as  mayden  sholde  ? 

•  Weil  mot  it  kythe  in  maydenk  mynde^ 

And  maydenis  modestye. 
The  want  ot  hir  that  well  wase  fit 
For  ta^  immeite  for  me  t' 

^  ^  ff^de  greye  katt 

.  ^  u  .  J  *  ****  ®"  •tone, 
U  bald  yer  tung,  my  deire  maister. 
Nor  mak  se  sayre  ane  mene; 
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*  For  I  will  breide  your  senin  doohteris. 

To  winsum  ladyhoode. 
To  thynke  as  ladyis  ocht  to  thynke, 
Aad  Idle  m  maydenu  aholde. 

*  I'll  breide  them  layre,  IH  breide-  tliem  frae 

From  every  seye  of  syn, 
Fayre  as  the  blumyng  roz  withoute. 
And  pure  in  berte  witiiyn/  ' 

Bychte  sayro  astoundit  wase  the  lairde, 
Ane  fryohtenit  man  wase  he; 

But  the  sueite  babyis  war  fall  UdoB, 
And  chioklit  joyfuUye. 

May  Ella  tooke  the  gude  greye  kaM 

Bychte  fondlye  on  hir  Imee, 
'  And  nethe  my  pussye  lemit  to  speike  ? 

I  toone  sdEio  knOt  ot  me/ 

The  katt,  scho  thrummyt  at  hir  sang. 

And  tumit  hir  haffet  sleike. 
And  drewe  hir  bonnve  ba88en3rt  side, 

Againste  the  babyis  cheike. 

But  the  lairde  he  was  ane  cunnyng  laiide* 
And  he  saide  with  speechis  fayre, 

'  I  haif  a  leite  in  hall  to  nychte, 
Sweite  pussye,  be  you  thne.' 

The  katt  scho  set  ane  luke  on  him. 
That  tumit  his  herte  til  stene; 

*  If  you  haif  feste  in  hall  to  nyohte, 

I  shall  be  there  for  ane.' 
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The  feste  wase  laide,  the  tabil  qonad 

With  tych  «m1  nobil  store. 
And  these  waae  set  the  Byschope  d  Blain. 

With  aU  bis  hofy  bote; 


He  wMe  ane  wyce  and  wylie  wyohte 
Of  wytch  and  warlockrye, 

iir  hangit  on  ane  tre. 

He  kenit  their  merkis  and  molii  of  beU. 

And  made  them  joifully 
Kyde  on  the  reid-het  gad  of  em, 

Ane  pleaeaunt  syc£t  to  ae. 

The  %aohope  said  ane  holye  grace, 

Unpatiente  to  begyn 
But  MthyM  of  the  gude'  greye  katt 

Waae  fuitde  the  todr  withyn; 

CMd  in  the  dlken  ieene, 

Ane  winsumer  and  bonnyer  may 
On  yerde  was  neuir  seene; 

Sc*»o„t?ke  her  sete  at  tabil  heide. 

With  courtlye  modestye, 
QtthiU  liken  boM>me  byroit  with  lufe 

And  waalH  ilken  ee. 

Sueite  wase  hir  voyce  to  aU  the  rvna. 

Unles^  the  Lairde  of  Blain,  *  ^ 
xor  he  had  hearit  that  veiy  voyce. 

From  off  his  own  herthe  stene. 

He  barrit  the  doria  and  windoie  faet, 
,     He  barrit  them  to  the  jynne; 
JNow  in  the  greoe  of  heuin/  said  he. 
Your  exo^yse  b^yn; 

*  Thwe  is  no  grece  nor  happyneaae 

For  my  poor  babyis  souUs 
Until  you  trye  that  weirdlye  wytoh. 

And  roste  hir  on  the  colia. 


If  this  be  msbo,*       Byschope  taWt, 
'  This  beauteous  cumlye  m»y. 
It  is  meite  I  try  hir  all  alone 
To  hfliva  qiUuH  lefao  will  mjB.' 

'No/ quod  the  Lairde,  '  I  suthelye  swdro 
None  shall  from  this  proceide. 

Until  I  see  that  wycked  wytch 
Bymt  til  ana  uel  reide.' 

The  Byschope  knelit  doune  and  prayit. 

Quhill  ail  their  hayris  did  creipo; 
And  aye  he  hoonit  and  he  prayit. 

Qiihill  all  wmr  fiMte  Mldpe  ; 

He  raayit  nin  syn  and  Sauten  bothe. 
And  dddis  of  shyft  and  schame; 

But  all  the  tyme  his  faithful  handJs 
Pressit  the  cumlye  danw. 

Wdl  saw  tile  Lafarde,  bat  netldng  saide. 

He  kenit,  in  holye  zele. 
He  nepit  for  the  merkis  of  hell. 

Whilk  he  did  ken  fol  weile. 

And  aye  he  prrasit  hir  hllye  hande. 

And  kyssit  it  fnventlye. 
And  prayit  betweine,  for  och  ane  kyade 

And  lufyng  preste  was  he  I 

The  Byschope  stappit  and  sterted  mn, 
Wvde  gaip  1  nth  affrychte. 

For  ooh  tiwb  f ayre  and  hllye  hande 
Had  turned  ane  paw  oatryohte  1 

Ane  paw  with  long  and  crukit  clawis  I 
That  brrste  of  heuinlye  charme 

Had  tumili  til  brusket  of  ane  kat^ 
Fal  hayrie  and  ful  wanna ! 
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And  there  aobo  Mtt  on  langHMttil, 
With  Ma  of  ftontyngflwne. 

And  they©  war  on  the  Bysohope  aeM 
Lyke  poynter  on  hit  gMne. 

^«  %«5hope  tumit  him  runde  about* 
To  .^e  (juhat  he  mocht  w, 

Bcho  atr  ik  me  olawe  fa  Jlkm  hm. 
And  throu  Om  watt  'Hd  IteT 

The  k»tt  went  throu  withouten  stop 
Lyko  H  hado  thi  )u  the  daye 

But  the  great  Byichoi».  fleschJw  foraat 
Made  ail  the  rale  gif  way.,; 


The  dlyng  faldit  lyke  ane  buke. 
The  aeitor  crashit  amayne. 

And  shredia  and  il  lis  of  hnkyn 
Fell  to  the  gr«nde  }^ 


The  Mda  fnl  aene  waae  up  the  lyft. 

The  nychte  wase  lyko  ane  daye 

He  orpt  se  loude  anti  lustilve 

.  ^'^yis  war  riuen; 

UCH  aokm  crvh  war  neuir  hearit 
Atw«oe  the  yecde  and  heuin  I 

They  sawe  him  spurryng  in  the  ayre, 

And  flvnging  horredlye, 
And  than  he  prayit  and  amL  ane 

For  MM  Ml  wytktw  he; 


But  ay  his  wayKngis  fainter  ««« 
Aa  the  brjud-  lyft  he  cf^^, 

Vamil  nun  saide  that  theye  haastt  them 
Am  aw  Mida  all  waw  isHiii. 


There  wm  ane  herd  ou  Dollar-Lawa. 

Tumyng  hw  flookis  hv  nyohte. 
Or  steal-  ng  in  %im  gado  hagvyw 


He  hcarit       crjis  cum  yoot  the  ImuIii, 
And  B»w«  them  bethe  paate  bve; 

lbs  M  adm  akreoit  np  h&  taile 
Ai  Mjrfye  pMril  to 

"P  t  ho  liummryi  aJt  Mr  MUig, 

Hioufft  he  p      o  >i»  thrall, 
Uk»  kfttt  toat  h       aai    ^llye  mouae 

l^at  grey*"  k%tur.  Ase  :  ^weete, 

^  on        nychte  i  jII, 
Tte  4imedi    ^cit  ane  aeuinmitk  ryi^ 
*      *"  me  hfecber  bell; 


I'te  }  tit     is  iycgit  by  the  braids, 

iAd  the    'ar  dancit  ane  minom^ 
gaed  ouir  the  daile; 


The  Mi^    mi   helde  ane  kintrye  cUuiM 

Mtm^  thf  brumye  knowe, 
Ane  ^  pide  Toop-ho«g  nm  fm  hk  hjn 

^  ^  aalfeut  with  ttM  yoM.  * 


Thb  Obitx  Kattis  Saito. 

Mnrr,  my  Lorde  Byschope, 

I  gyng  to  you; 
Murr,  my  Lorde  Byachope, 

3^  nyoht  ane  hynde  on  B(«der  syde 
CSumoit  at  his  dore  to  be; 

He  spyit  ane  create  olypse  of  the  mone 
Aad  ben  tiw  hamm  nn  te; 
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He  kide  ane  wisp  upon  the  colis. 
And  bleue  full  lang  and  sayre. 

And  rede  the  Belfaste  Almanake, 
But  the  clypse  it  wase  not  there. 

Och  but  that  hynde  wase  sot  a^uwte. 

And  haf  to  madnesse  driuen. 
For  he  thochte  he  hearit  ane  diounyng  maa 

Syohing  ahuaf^  the  heain. 

That  nychte  ane  greate  Pilossofere 
Had  watchit  on  Etnyis  height 

To  merk  the  rysing  of  the  sonne,  ' 
And  the  blythsum  momyng  lyohte; 

And  aU  the  lychtlyo  lynis  of  sonde. 

As  on  the  se  they  feU, 
Ana  watch  th?  fyir  and  the  smoke. 

Cum  mmmifyng  up  fra  helL 

He  h^et  este,  the  daye  cam  on. 
A  J  F^^  ^®  gladsum  pethe. 
And  the  braid  mone  hang  in  the  wesL 
H«  patenew  wase  lyke  dethe; 

And  by  her  sat  ane  littil  stem, 

Quhan  all  the  laife  war  gane. 
It  was  lyke  ane  wee  fadyng  geme 

In  the  wyde  worild  ite  laoe. 

Than  the  Filowofwe  was  sadde. 

And  he  tumit  his  ee  awaye, 

^®  his  face  unto  the  north, 

A  J  u    ^*"y"8  *«w»  to  drie. 
And  he  spyit  ane  thyng  of  wondaow  mafta. 
Atwene  the  yei^  and  akje; 


It  wase  lyke  ane  burd  withoutten  wyog, 
Rychte  wonderous  to  beholde. 

And  it  bure  ane  lodEed  thync  alamr. 
With  twmanm  manyit^: 

Bnt  ay  it  greuo  as  neare  io  drene — 
His  herte  bete  wondir  sayre ! 

The  Sonne,  the  mone,  and  stemis  war  gaine. 
He  thocht  of  them  ne  mayxe, 

Quhan  he  behelde  ane  jollye  preste 
Cumyng  ewyggyng  throu  the  ayre. 

The  katt  scho  helde  him  by  the  luggis 

Atour  tile  ansnm  hole. 
And  och  the  drede  that  he  wase  in 

Wase  mayre  than  man  colde  thole; 

He  crylt,  *  O  Pusaye,  hald  your  gryp, 

0  hBid  and  dinna  spaire; 
O  drap  me  in  the  yenle  or  se. 

Bat  dinna  drap  me  theie.' 

Bnt  scho  wase  ano  doure  uid  deidlye  katt, 
ttr  ^^^^         lychtsum  ayre. 

You  kno  heuiu  is  ane  blissit  piece. 
And  afl  the  pratb  gai^  One/ 

•  Och  sweete,  sweete  Pussye,  hald  your  gm>, 
Spaire  nouther  cleke  nor  ofarare; 

Is  euir  that  lyke  heuin  abone. 
In  quhich  am  lyke  to  fa'  ?' 

And  aye  scho  hang  him  by  the  faig^ 

Abone  the  ausum  den. 
Till  he  fande  the  gryp  rive  slowlye  out. 

Sore  wae  1m  qn«kji^(  thm ! 

Doune  went  the  Byschope,  doune  lyke  Inde 

Into  the  hollowe  nychte. 
His  ffoune  wase  flapyng  in  Uie  ayie, 

Qnbaa  ke  vaee      e(  iy<&te. 
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^**®^Sf*?*       honyng  down  the  deep, 
TiU  the  oroone  it  dyit  awaye. 

It  wase  lyke  the  stoune  of  ane  gieate  bom-be 
Gaun  soimdyng  throu  the  daye. 

All  wase  in  sloomeryng  quietnesse, 
Quhan  he  went  doune  to  hell, 

•«»  houie  wase  neuir  seine, 
Qnhan  the  gude  brde  ByMhope  feU. 

Then  cam  the  8moud3r  and  the  smoke 

Up  roschyng  vil<3ntlye. 
And  It  tourackit  awaye  til  heuin 

Ane  gloryous  sychte  to  se; 

For  ay  it  rowed  its  fleecye  curlis 

Out  to  the  rysing  sonne. 
And  the  estem  syde  was  gildit  goude. 

And  aU  the  westUn  danne. 

Then  the  Filossofere  wase  muvit. 
And  he  wist  not  quhat  til  say, 

J) or  he  saw  nochte  of  the  gude  gieye  kaU: 
Bafc  he  aaw  ane  ladye  gay. 

Hir  goime  wase  of  the  gress-greene  gylk. 
A  ee  wase  lyke  the  deue. 

And  hir  hayre  wase  lyke  the  threidis  of  gonde 
That  runde  her  ahmiM^iri,  fl^,  e"«w 

Hir  flNrtenis  war  the  raynbowis  heme. 
That  scho  tyit  anethe  hir  knee. 

And  ay  scho  kemit  hir  yellow  ha^. 
And  aang  ML  pleaMwmtlye. 

'  I  am  the  Queene  of  the  Faiiy  Land. 

I'll  do  ne  harme  to  thee, 
Vtx  I  am  the  gardian  ol  the  irude 

Let  the  vyoked  be  wan  Sf 
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'There  ar  iseuin  peariis  in  yonder  touir. 

Their  number  sune  shall  wane; 
Then  are  senin  flouiis  in  fayre  Scotland, 

lil  pa  them  aoe  1^  aoe; 

*And  the  weeist  burd  in  all  the  bouir 
Shall  be  the  last  that  is  taene; 
.  The  Lairde  of  Blain  hethe  seuin  dochteris. 
But  sune  he  shall  haif  nane. 

*ril  bathe  them  all  in  the  krystal  streime 
Throu  the  Fairy  Land  that  flouis, 

111  seike  the  bonria  of  naradyce 

For  the  bonnyeit  fbuir  that  blouis. 

'  And  im  distil  it  in  the  deue 

That  fallis  on  the  hillis  of  heuin. 

And  the  hues  that  luvelye  angelis  weire 
ShaU  to  thflw  tnm  begiQen. 

'  And  rii  trie  how  luvelye  and  how  fayre 

Th^  formis  may  be  to 
And  I'll  trie  how  pure  the  maydenis  myttdo 

In  this  ill  wwild  may  be/ 

Tb»  Lairde  of  Blain  he  walUs  the  wode. 

But  he  walkis  it  all  alane; 
The  Lairde  of  Blain^  had  seuin  dochteris. 

But  now  he  hethe  not  eae. 

They  neuir  war  on  dethbed  layde. 

But  thev  elyit  all  awaye; 
Hie  lost  his  babyis  ane  by  ane 

Atwem  the'nyohte  and  day. 

^  kend  not  quhat  to  thynk  or  saye. 

Or  quhat  did  him  beseime^ 
But  he  walkit  throu  this  weirye  wozild 
aoe  that  ii  III  a  Mme. 
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Quhwi  seuin  lang  yearis,  and  seuin  lang  dale*. 

Had  slowlye  cumit  and  gane, 
He  walkit  throii  the  gude  g^ie  wode. 

And  he  walkit  aU  alane; 

He  turnit  his  fece  unto  the  skie. 

And  the  teire  studc  in  his  ee. 
For      thocht  of  the  ladye  of  his  lufe. 

And  his  lost  fanulye: 

But  aye  his  fayth  was  firm  and  sure. 

And  his  trust  in  Heuin  still. 
For  he  hoMt  to  meite  them  aU  agavne 

Beyond  the  raiohe  of  iU:  ^ 

^^'6  teiris  feU  on  the  grene. 
As  he  knelit  downe  to  praye. 
But  he  wase  se  muvit  with  tendimesse 
inat  ane  worde  he  oolde  not  saye. 

He  htkit  oure  his  left  shouldir 
_-Jo  se  quhat  he  mocht  se: 
lUfirolie  bdMlde  seuin  bonnye  maydis 
C^nmyog  tiyppyng  onn  the  le  f 

Sic  beautye  ee  had  neuir  seine. 

Nor  euir  agayne  diaU  se. 
Sic  luvelye  formis  of  flesche  and  blode. 

On  yerde  can  neuir  be; 

The  joie  that  bemit  in  ilken  ee 
Wase  lyke  the  risyng  sonne, 

™  in  aU  the  wode 

Bmyd»  their  formis  war  dnnne; 

There  wMe  ane  Wiethe  on  ilken  hdde, 
A  ^  ^?  thre,  ' 

And  the  brychtest  flouris  the  worild  e'er  saw 
War  noddyng  oure  the  bre. 
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But  cese  yer  strayne,  my  gode  aold  heipe, 

O  cese  and  syng  ne  mayre  ! 
Gm  ye  wokto  of  that  mcityzig  tell, 

O  I  mookt  Mae  it  mjn ! 

There  wolde  ne  ee  in  faire  Scotland, 

Nor  luvelye  cheike  be  drie; 
The  laveroke  wolde  forget  hit  sang. 

And  dxap  doide  fra  the  skie; 

And  the  desyt  wolde  ne  mayre  be  quhyte. 
And  the  liilye  wolde  chainge  hir  heue, 

Tor  the  blude-drapis  wolde  fal  fea  the  mooe. 
And  reiden  the  momyng  dene. 

But  quhan  I  tell  ye  oute  my  tale, 

Ful  playnlye  ye  will  se. 
That  quhare  there  is  ne  syn  nor  sohame 

Ne  •aercHie  ttoe  omi  be. 
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SAMUEL  TATLOB  COLERIDGE. 

SONNETS  ATTEMPTED  IN  THE  MANNEB  Of  CON. 
TEMPORARY  WRITERS. 

(COLKRIDOli,  LAMB,  AND  0HABLI8  LLOYD) 
I. 

Pensive  at  eve  on  the  hard  world  I  mus'd. 
And  my  poor  heart  was  sad:  so  at  the  Moon 

i'l^^/T*'''^  '—for,  ah  !  how  MOD 

Eve  darkens  into  night.   Mine  eyo  perus'd 

With  tearful  vacancy  the  dampy  grus 

Wluch  wept  and  glitter'd  in  tho  paly  ray: 

And  /  did  pause  me  on  my  lonely  way 

And  mused  me  on  those  wrOehed  ones  who  pass 

O^r  the  black  heath  of  Sorrow.    But,  alas  ' 

Most  of  Myself  I  thought:  when  it  befeU 

lhat  the  sooth  Spirit  of  the  breezy  wood 

Breath'd  in  mine  ear— •  All  this  is  very  well; 

But  muoh  of  one  thing  is  for  no  thing  good.' 

Ahlmypoor  kean'0  untzmoABUi  swul  I 

n. 

To' Simplieity. 

0  !  I  do  love  thee,  meek  aimplicity  ! 
For  of  thy  lays  the  luUing  simpleness 

Woes  to  my  heart  and  soothes  each  smaU  distress. 
]^stres8  though  smaU,  yet  haply  'great  to  mel  ' 
T^is  trae  on  Lady  Fortune's  gentl^t  pad 

1  amble  on;  yet,  though  I  know  not  why, 
5^0  sad  I  am  !— but  should  a  fiieikd  and  1 
Grow  cool  and  m»jfir,  0  !  I  am  very  sad ! 
And  then  with  sonnets  and  with  sympathy 
My  dreamy  bosom's  mystic  woes  I  p«3l : 
Now  of  my  false  friend  pUining  plafiSively. 
Now  raving  at  mankind  VgeSrS;  ^ 
But,  whether  sad  or  fierce,  'tis  simple  alL 
AU  very  simple,  meek  Simplicity  I 
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in. 

On  a  Buined  House  in  a  Bomantie  Country. 

And  this  reft  hoiise  is  that  the  ^hich  he  built. 
Lamented  Jack  !    And  here  his  malt  he  pil'd, 
Cautious  in  vain !   These  rats  that  squeak  so  wild, 
Sqjueak,  not  nnoonsoions  of  their  father's  guilt. 
Did  ye  not  see  her  gleaming  thro'  the  g\a&  ? 
fielike,  'twas  she,  the  maidten  all  forlorn. 
What  though  she  milk  no  cow  with  cmmpled  hom« 
Yet  aye  she  haunts  the  dale  where  erst  she  stray'd; 
And  aye  beside  her  stalks  her  amorous  knight  1 
Still  on  his  thighs  thrir  wonted  hroffnee  aie  worn. 
And  thro'  those  brogues,  still  tatterM  and  betom. 
His  hindward  charms  gleam  an  unearthly  white; 
As  when  thro'  broken  clouds  at  night's  h^h  noon 
Peeps  in  fair  fragments  forth  the  full-^'d  harvw^ 
mocm! 
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ROMRT  SOUTHEY. 

THE  AMATOBY  POEMS  OP  ABEL  SHUFTUBBOITQII. 
(IHS  DtUJi  GBirSGAlIt) 

SOXHST  Z. 

DeUa  at  Play. 

Shu  held  a  Cup  and  BaU  of  ivoiy  white 

u,A,te  the  ivonr  th«i  her  snowy  haAd ! 
iajrapt.  I  watch'd  her  from  my  secret  stand 
^  now,  mtent,  in  innocent  delight 
Her  taper  fingers  twirl'd  the  giddy 'ball 
Now  tost  ,t,  foUowing  still  y^ih  Lout' sighi. 
Now  on  the  pointed  end  infixed  its  fall. 
Marking  her  sport  I  mused,  and  musing  siffh'd 
Methought  the  ball  she  play'd  with  ^  my  hbaet- 
Ind'thiY  ^P^'^.ljke  iW  should  be  hefpSdeT) 
Whli   i'?         ^^""^  steadfast  stiU  she  eyed 
Wherewith  to  pierce  it.  that  was  Cupid's  • 

WHO  <m  that  dart  uoalk  my  bosom's  osm  ? 

Sonnet  ii. 
To  a  Painter  attempting  Delia's  Portrait. 
Rash  Painter  f  canst  thou  give  the  obb  op  day 
In  all  Its  noontide  glory  ?  %t  portray 
The  DUJioND  that  athwart  the  top/r'rf  haU 
^kmgs  th^  nch  flaahes  of  its  dazzling  light  p 
Even  if  thme  art  could  boast  such  magic  mioJU 
Yet  If  It  steove  to  paint  my  Angel's^,  ^  ' 
Here  It  peifoioe  must  fail   CeaSe !  lest  I  call 
JBeawen  «  vengearux  on  thy  sin :  Must  thon  be  told 
J%e  CEiME  it  is  to  paint  divinity 
Rash  Painter !  should  the  world  her  charms  behe  ld 
Ejm  aiid  defiled,  as  there  thev  needs  iShe 
^^*'y  ^ould  fall,  ' 

Fairer  than  Viwus,  oauobxib  or  n  ami 


loimiT 


SomrcT  m. 

He  provM  the  Existence  of  a  Soul  from  hia  Love  for  Ddia. 

SouM  have  denied  a  soul  1  thxy  nxvxb  lovxo. 
Far  from  my  Detta  now  hv  fote  removed. 
At  home,  abroad,  I  view  her  everywhere; 
Her  ONLY  in  the  flood  or  noon  I  see. 
My  CMdeu-Maid,  my  OBfKiPBnmT  vaib. 
For  LOVE  annihilates  the  world  to  me  I 
And  when  the  weary  Sol  around  his  bed 
Cbma  the  bablb  cumAsm  of  the  night, 
Sun  of  my  slumbers,  on  my  dazzled  sight 
She  shines  confest.    When  every  sound  is  dead, 
The  SPIRIT  OF  HBR  voicx  oomes  thmi  to  foB 
The  surge  of  music  o'er  my  wavy  brain. 
Par,  far  from  her  my  Body  drags  its  chain. 
But  mue  witii  JkMtk  I  emU  ▲  soul  I 


SoNNXT  rv. 

The  Poet  expresses  his  Feelings  respeeHmg  a  Portrait  m 

Ddia^s  Parlour. 

I  WOTTLD  I  were  that  portly  gentleman 
With  gold-laced  hat  and  solden-headbd  cane. 
Who  heuigs  in  Delia's  parlour !   For  whrae'er 
From  books  or  needlework  her  looks  arise. 
On  him  converge  the  sunbeams  of  her  eyes. 
And  he  unbiamed  may  gaze  upon  my  Fair, 
And  oft  mr  Fair  his  favomr'aiona  mrmyB^ 

0  HAPPY  PICTURE !  still  on  HER  to  gaze; 

1  envy  him  !  and  jealous  fear  alarms. 

Lest  the  strong  gwmce  of  those  divinest  channa 
Warm  him  to  life,  an  in  the  ancient  days. 
When  MARBLE  MELTED  In  PygmaUon's  arms. 
I  would  I  were  that  portly  gentleman 
With  gold-laced  hat  and  golden-headed  cane. 


I. 


146 


looiuir 


LOTHLKOB. 
Bliot  I. 

The  Pod  rOatu  Mow  he  obtained  lkUa*§  Poektt-kmi^ 

kerchief. 

Ta  mine  I  what  accents  can  my  joy  declare  ? 

Blest  bo  the  pressure  of  the  thronging  root  I 
Blest  be  the  huid  so  hasty  of  my  fair. 

That  kft  the  tempting  comer  hanging  out  I 

I  envy  not  the  joy  the  pilgrim  feels. 
After  long  travel  to  some  distant  shrine. 

When  at  the  relio  of  hia  saint  he  kneels, 
For  Delia'a  pocaux-KAinDKBBCHiKF  is  mikb. 

When  first  with  fitehing  fingers  I  drew  near. 
Keen  hope  shot  tremulous  through  every  vein; 

And  when  the  finished  deed  removed  my  fear, 
Soaxoe  oonld  my  bounding  heart  its  joy  contain. 

Wh^  though  the  Eighth  Commandment  rose  to  mind. 
It  only  served  a  moment's  qualm  to  move; 

For  thefts  like  this  it  could  not  be  design'd. 
The  MigkA  CommandmtiU  was  »ot  maok  tob 

LOVB  I 

Here  when  she  took  the  macaroons  from  me. 
She  wiped  her  mouth  to  clean  the  crumbs  so  sweefc ! 

Dear  napidn !  yes,  she  wiped  her  lipe  in  thee  I 
Lips  eweier  than  the  mocammi  ahe  mk. 

And  when  she  took  that  pinch  of  Mooabaw, 
That  made  my  Love  so  delieatehf  Bueeae, 

Thee  to  her  Roman  nose  applied  I  saw. 
And  thoa  art  doubly  dou  for  thii^  Vk»  theee. 

No  washerwoman's  filthy  hand  shall  e'er, 
SwEXT  PocKBT-HAin>K]:BOHi£i' !  thy  worth  pro- 
fazw;  *^ 

For  thou  hast  touch'd  the  mbies  of  my  fair. 
And  I  will  kiss  thee  o'er  and  o'er  again. 


■OUTOBT  W 

■uwT  n. 

f%t  Poit  invokes  the  Spirits  of  the  ElemetOs  to  appnmik 
Delia.— He  deaerib—  Her  Singing. 

Yx  SYLras,  who  banquet  on  my  Delia's  blush. 
Who  on  her  looks  of  floating  gold  repose. 

Dip  in  her  cheek  your  gossamkry  brush. 
And  with  its  bloom  ci  beauty  Hnge  thb  Bon. 

Hover  around  ber  lips  on  rainbwo  wing, 
Load  from  hr;  honey'd  breath  your  viewless  feet. 

Bear  thence  a  richer  fragrance  for  the  Spring 
And  mako  the  lily  and  the  violet  aweet. 

Ye  GK0X18,  whose  toil  through  many  a  datele«  yma 
Its  nurture  to       hifant  gem  supplies. 

From  central  caverns  bring  your  diamoikb  htm. 
To  ripen  in  the  aun  of  Delia's  byes. 

And  ye  who  bathe  in  Etna's  lava  springs, 
Spnits  of  fire  t  to  see  my  love  aovaaoe; 

Fly,  Salamakdebs,  on  Asbestos'  whagi. 
To  wanton  in  my  Delia's  fiery  gluiee. 

She  weeps,  she  weeps  I  her  eye  with  anguish  swell*. 
Some  tato  of  sorrow  melts  my  feelikg  girl  I 

Nymphs  !  catch  the  tears,  and  in  your  lucid  shelli 
Enclose  them,  embryos  of  thb  obhiit  fiabl. 

She  sings  I  the  Nightingale  with  envy  hears. 
The  Cherub  listens  from  his  starry  throne. 

And  motionless  are  atopt  the  attentive  SPHnUM, 
To  hsar  more  heaven^  mtuie  than  tbeir  own. 

Cease,  Delia,  cease !  for  all  the  angel  throng. 
Hearkening  to  thee,  let  sleep  their  golden  wires ! 

Cease,  Delia,  oeaM,  tiiat  too  mnaming  song, 
Lert,  stung  to  M«y,  Ifaey  ■hoaU  l»eak  their  lyxw. 

Cease,  ere  my  senses  are  to  madness  driven 
By  the  strong  joy  1   Oease,  Delia,  lest  my  loai. 

Enrapt,  abeady  thot  imLV  or  nAvnr, 
And  bnnttkt  faMt  Bod^s  fima  emml 
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Elkoy  III. 

We  Poet  Expatiates  on  the  Beauty  of  Delia's  Hak, 

Trai  comb  between  whose  ivory  teeth  she  straint 
The  straitening  cnrls  of  gold  so  beamy  bright. 

Not  spotless  merely  from  the  touch  remains. 
But  issues  forth  more  pure,  more  nUiky  H^fft. 

^  FRisEUB  spretds 
v^^tf^^^J??**  Imnoofd  fingers  for  my  fair. 
No  added  perfume  on  her  tresiSs  sheds. 
But  borrows  sweetness  from  her  sweeter  Aow-. 

Happy  ^e  naaxm  who  in  DeUa's  hair 
Wltli  Uoensed  fingers  uncontrol'tl  may  rove  1 

And  happy  m  his  death  the  dakoiwi  biab. 
Who  died  to  make  pomatam  lor  mj  um. 

Oh  could  I  hope  that  e'er  my  favour'd  kys 
Might  curl  those  lovdy  locks  with  oonacious  pride. 

Nor  Hammond,  nor  the  M«itu«»  SheplieKi'.  iSSe 
I'd  envy  them,  nor  wiah  nmudhSSe/ 

Cupid  has  struiig  from  you,  0  tresses  fine, 
The  bow  that  in  my  breast  impeU'd  his  dart: 

From  you  swwt  IocIm  !  he  wove  the  subtile  iii^ 
Wherewith  the  oroliia         )briir  mawT 

Kne  are  my  Delia's  tresses  as  the  threads 
That  from  the  sillc-worm,  self-interr'd,  proceed: 

Fine  M  the  «juinr  aoesAMiiE'  that 
Iti  filmy  web-woric  o'er  the  tw^ecT Bwnd. 

Yet  with  these  treasee  Cupid's  power  elate 
My  captive  heaH  has  handcufd  in  a  chain. 

Strong  as  the  cables  of  some  huge  first-rate 
Thai  bbabs  BmajmA*B  rmnmna  o'm  thb  maim. 

The  SYLPHS  that  round  her  radiant  locks  repair 
In  flowing  lustre  bathe  their  brightening  w^- 

AndsLFm  MiHgTBBLS  with  assiduous  car? 
THe  nnglets  rob  lor  i-akby  noout-sx&iHos. 
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Blboy  it. 

Tkt  Pod  fdaki  horn  k$  Ma  lock  ef  2kUa'$  Hm(t, 

Oh  !  be  the  day  accurst  that  gave  me  birth  t 
Ye  Seas,  to  swallow  me  in  kindness  rise  I 

Fall  on  me,  Monntains  I  aad  tiiou  merciful  Earth* 
Open,  and  hide  me  irom  my  Delia's  tyw  1 

Let  universal  Chaos  now  return, 
Now  let  the  central  fires  their  prison  burst. 

And  kabth  akd  hxavkk  and  air  akd  oobak  bum . . . 
For  dift  ffwwM . . .  nn  wtnomm,  tmi  I  ammnt/ 

Oh  !  T  oouM  due  tiie  fury  of  the  fight 
Wnere  hostile  umiosm  sought  my  single  life; 

Would  storm  volcano  battsbies  with  delight. 
And  grapple  with  osm  djuum  in  gkvious  s^^iie. 

Oh  !  I  could  brave  the  bolts  of  angry  Jove', 
Wh«i  oeeseleM  lightoinj^s  lire  the  midnicdit  dtiei: 

Whftt  it  hk  wnA  to  th»t     hke  I  love  ? 
Whet  k  hk  uarmso  to  ay  IteiAli  sni  T 

Go,  fatal  lock  !  I  cast  thee  a»  •  uc  wind; 

Ye  serpent  tuels,  ye  p^*(M-4«>idnb,  go ! 
Would  I  could  tear  thy  memory  from  my  mind, 

AoouvaMD  LOCK,  .  .  .  thou  cause  of  all  my  woel 

Seize  the  cttrst  cusls,  ye  Furies  as  they  fly  I 
Demons  of  Darkness,  guard  tho  infmial  roil. 

That  thence  your  emel  Tmpnnrci  uten  I  die 
May  knU  the  mxam  w  vamma  for 

Jjmt  night,  ...  oh,  hear  me.  Heaven,  and  grant  my 
prajrer ! 

The  BOOS  OF  FATB  before  Uiy  suppliant  lay. 
And  let  me  from  its  amfde  feooedi  toer 
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Or  let  me  meet  old  Tnra  upon  his  flight. 

Ann  1  will  STOP  HIM  on  his  restless  yny 
0™^POt^t  in  Love's  resistless  might, 

m  fon$  Mm  bade  ike  boad  <a  nsnntDAr. 

^  P««e  of  Love's  despair. 

My  Deha  bent  ddxcioualy  to  grieve 

l**^  M"*^''"**  by  her  chair. 

And  drew  thtt  fatal  soissobs  from  my  sleeve: 

And  would  that  at  that  instant  o'er  my  thread 
The  sHBi^  OF  Atbopos  had  open'd  then: 

And  when  I  reft  the  lock  from  IKBlia's  head 
Had  cut  me  sudden  from  the  sons  of  men  I 

She  heard  the  wiissors  that  fair  lock  divide 

And  whilst  my  heart  with  transport  panted  bixr. 
She  cast  a  fuby  frown  on  me,  an/ciUr 

You  stupid  PUPPY, .  .  .  yoo  hvn  tpoil'd  my  W|g  I' 
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CHARLES  LAMB. 
XPIOEDIU]I~430INO  OB  GONI. 

(lounoir) 

FiKB  merry  franions. 
Wanton  companions. 
My  days  are  ev*n  banyans 

With  thinking  upon  ye; 
How  Death,  that  last  stinger. 
Finis-writer,  «id-btingw. 

Has  laid  his  chill  finger. 
Or  is  laying  on  ye. 

There's  rich  Kitty  Wheatley,  . 
With  footing  it  featly 
That  took  me  completely. 

She  sleeps  in  the  lurk  House; 
Aikl  poOT  Polly  P^dn, 
Whose  Dad  was  still  fizidaf 
The  jollv  ale  firkin, 

&tff'»  goob  to  tiie  Wak-home; 

Fine  gard'ner,  Ben  Carter 
(In  ten  counties  no  smarln) 
Has  ta'en  his  depurture 


And  Lily,  postilion. 
With  cheeks  of  vermilion. 
Is  one  of  a  million 

That  fill  up  the  ohuroh-yards; 

And,  lusty  as  Dido, 
Fat  Clemitaon's  widow 
FUts  now  a  small  shadow 

By  Stygian  hid  ford; 
And  ffood  Master  Clapton 
Hm  uiirty  years  nap  t  on 
Die  ground  he  last  nap't  on, 

Litomb'd  by  fair  Widford; 
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And  gallant  Tom  Dockwra, 
Of  nature's  finest  orookery, 
Wow  but  thin  air  and  mockerrv 

Lurks  by  Avemus,  ^ 
Whose  hon^t  grasp  of  hand 
StaU  whale  his  life  did  stand. 
At  fnend's  or  foe's  command, 

•Almost  did  bum  us. 

Roger  de  Coverley 

Not  more  good  man  than  he: 

Yet  has  he  equally 

^V'.^F^^^'^J'"'  Cocytus, 
With  dnvelling  Worral, 
And  wicked  oW  Dorrell, 
^"°f*  whom  I've  a  quarrel. 

Whose  end  might  affr^t  us  f- 

Kiirfly  hearts  have  I  known: 
Kmdly  hearts,  they  are  flown; 
Here  and  there  if  but  one 

T  1.  ^P««''  yet  uneflaced. 
Imbecile  tottering  elves 
So^to  be  wreck;d  on  'shelves. 

^^l*"®  ^  themselvet. 
With  age  and  care  craaed. 

But  this  day  Fanny  Button 
ger  kst  dress  has  put  on; 
fine  lessons  forgotten. 
She  died,  as  the  dunoe  died: 
And  i>nm  Betsy  Chambers, 
gecay'd  in  membere, 
X>lo  longer  remembers 

Things,  as  she  onoe  did; 

And  prudent  Mins  Wither 
Not  in  jest  now  doth  wither, 
■««  must  go— whither 
Nor  I  will,  oor  yoo  kaoir; 


LAMB 


And  itennting  Miss  Waller. 
That  soon  must  befall  her. 
Whence  none  can  reoall  her, 
Tlioagh  fxcmd  onoe  m  Juno  I 


HTPOCHONDBIACm 

tnoammt  sinaoir) 

Bt  mjrself  waDdng, 
To  myself  talking. 
When  as  I  ruminate 
On  my  untoward  late. 
Scarcely  seem  I 
Alone  sufficiently. 
Black  ^loughts  ccmtiniiaUy 
Crowding  my  privacy; 
They  come  unbidden. 
Like  foes  at  a  weddii^ 
Thrusting  their  faoea 
In  better  guestb'  places. 
Peevish  and  malccontent, 
Clownidi.  impeirtinent. 
IHidiaut  ^  mmimaaA: 


Dim  cogitations 
FoUuw  and  hamt  m», 
Striving  to  daunt  me. 
In  my  heart  festering. 
In  my  ears  whispering. 
'  Thy  friends  are  treacheroof^ 
Thy  foes  are  dangerous. 
Thy  dreaoM  ominous.' 


lerce 


Hobgobliiu,  Lemures, 
theiim  of  Antipodes, 

Night-riding  InciiM 


Troubliflf  the  iMitasy, 
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AU  dire  illusions 
Causing  confusions; 
■Figments  heretical. 
Scruples  fantastical. 
Doubts  diabolical, 
Abaddon  vexeth  me, 
BCahu  perplexeth  me, 
Lucifer  tMreth  me— > 
Junt  Mmimt  KbenU  no$  ab  hit  diHt  teuMmUw 

Inimiei. 


sasmsam  vxb8b& 

(LAMB) 

Lazy-bones,  lazy-bones,  wake  up,  and  peep ! 
^e  cat's  in  the  cupboard,  your  mother's  aaleep. 
™re  you  sit  snoring,  forgetting  her  ills; 
Who  is  to  give  her  her  bolus  and  pills  ? 
Twenty  fine  angels  must  come  into  town, 
^  fov  to  help  you  to  make  your  new  gown : 
Dainty  Aerial  Spinsters,  and  Singers; 
Aren't  you  ashamed  to  employ  such  white  finoen  ? 
Delioirte  hands,  WMwcustumeJ  to  reels, 
Tto  let  'em  a  woricing  a  poor  body's  wheels  ? 
Wly  they  came  dovm  is  to  me  all  a  riddle. 
And  left  Hallelujah  broke  08  in  the  middle; 
Jove  8  Court,  and  the  Presence  angelical,  cut- 
To  eke  out  the  work  of  a  lazy  young  slut. 
Angel-duok,  angel-duck,  wix^,  and  silly, 
^OMriqir  *  watering-pot  over  a  lily, 
flardeuM  gratuitous,  careless  of  pelf. 
Leave  her  to  water  her  lily  herself. 
Or  to  negleot  it  to  deatii  if  she  choose  it: 
'  loM  is  bar  own,  if  she  lose  it. 
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THOMAS  MOOBE. 

THl  NUMBBRINO  Of  THB  OLIBOT. 

(sot  OBABUB  SAVBUBT  W1XUAM8) 

We  want  mora  CSurndkM  and  more  Qergyman. — BiAop  of 
Lonio»'»taUCkmf$. 
Rectorora  mimeram.  ttrrk  perauntibm.  aogent. — Ci^voiav 

CoBUi,  give  us  more  Livings  and  ReototB, 

For  richer  no  realm  ever  gave; 
But  why,  ye  unchristian  objectors. 

Do  ye  ask  us  how  many  we  crave  ? 

Oh,  there  can't  be  too  many  rich  Livingi 

For  souls  of  the  Pluralist  kind. 
Who,  despising  old  Ciookflr'i  mi^ivings. 

To  nniabera  omi  ne'w  ht  ooiwi'd. 

Count  the  cormorants  hovering  about. 
At  the  time  their  fish  season  sets  in. 

When  these  models  of  keen  diners-out 
Are  imparing  tiieir  beaks  to  begin. 

Count  the  rooks  that,  in  clerical  dresses. 
Flock  round  when  the  harvest's  in  play. 

And,  not  minding  the  farmer's  distreneSf 
L&e  devils  in  grain  peck  away. 

Go,  number  the  locusts  in  heaven. 
On  tlMir  way  to  oobm  titheabfe  dtoie; 

And  when  so  many  Parsons  you've  givMk, 
We  still  shall  be  craving  for  more. 

Then,  unless  ye  the  Church  would  submerge,  ye 
Must  leave  us  in  peace  to  augment. 

For  the  wretch  who  oookl  number  the  Qngy, 
With  fmr  will  be  ever  omitoot. 
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THOlfAS  LOVE  PEAOOGK. 

A  BORDER  BALLAD. 

By  AW  EWCHANTKB  UhMTOWH. 
(SCOTT) 

3?*  Scot,  to  riTal  realms  a  mighty  bar. 
Tnn'jSfwJ'"  """"ttin  home :  •  wid«  domaiiL 

From  field*  mora  Blest  his  fearleM  am  npplied. 

Letdxn. 

Ihe  Hughies  o  Hawdon.  and  Wills-o'-the-WaU 
The  Wiflimondswicks,  and  the  hard-ridiim  ofcks 
Are  steunch  to  the  last  to  their  old  &r  tric'ks- 
Wme^o^s  uot  from  heath,  aod  bread^  S  frim 

They  must  reeve  for  their  Kving,  or  life  they'U  have  none. 

WhOT  tiie  Southron's  strong  arm  with  the  steel  and  the 

Had  tamed  the  moss-troopers,  so  bonny  and  braw 
Though  spidMs  wove  webfin  the  rusty  sword-WlT' 

Yet ^^th'^"  theKefTttSb^t- 
Yet  w^  sly  paper  cmUt  and  promise  to  p^  ' 

They  rtUl  drove  the  trade  whicfi  the  wise  calf  convey. 

They  whitewashed  the  front  of  their  old  Border  fort- 
tHI  r?®"^      loopholes,  and  opened  itoS^-  * 

doof;         ****  ^"""^  ^^^^  '  new-painted 

lis  Sirte        matchlock  aside  they  did  lay 
And  they  diot  the  stoat  Southron  with  promise  to  pay. 

A5Fffi?i*"-?uf°°*  shot  him  from  near 

And  they  hud  hiiu  as  flat  a.  thdr  fathew  uSd  d^^' 
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Their  fathers  were  heroes,  though  some  called  them 
thieves 

When  thev  raoMMdnd  tbiir  dirtl&igs  aad  drove  qB 

their  beeves; 

But  craft  undermined  what  f<nee  battered  in  vain, 
And  the  pride  of  the  Southron  was  stretched  on  the  jdain. 

Now  joy  to  the  Hughies  and  Willies  so  bold  ! 
The  Southron,  like  Dickson,  is  bought  and  is  sold; 
To  his  goods  and  his  chattels,  his  house,  and  his  Iftnd, 
Their  mromise  to  pi^  is  as  Harlequin's  wand: 
A  toQoh  and  a  word,  and  pass,  ^esto,  begone. 
The  Southron  has  tost,  and  the  Wiiliet  have  won. 

The  Hughies  and  Willies  may  lead  a  glad  life; 
They  reap  without  sowing,  wey  win  witkout  strife: 
The  Brace  and  th«  Wallace  were  stofdy  tad  fierce. 
But  where  Sc<^h  steel  ynm  htohen  Seitoh  paper  eaa 

pierce; 

And  the  true  meed  of  ooi^[ue8t  our  minstob  shi^  fix« 
On  the  promise  to  pay  <rf  our  WilUnumiiiswkdcB. 

THE  WISE  MEN  OF  GOTHAM. 
By  S.  T.  C,  Esq.,  Professob  of  Mysticism. 
(COLERIDGE) 
EKiat  6vap. — Pindab. 

In  a  bowl  to  sea  went  wise  men  three. 

On  a  brilliant  night  of  June: 
They  carried  a  net,  and  their  hearts  were  set 

On  fishing  up  the  moon. 

The  sea  was  calm,  the  air  was  balm. 

Not  a  breatii  stirred  low  or  hi^h. 
And  the  moon,  I  trow,  lay  as  bn§ht  bdfnr. 

And  as  round  as  in  the  sky. 

The  wise  men  with  the  current  went. 

Nor  paddle  nor  oar  had  they. 
And  still  as  the  erave  they  went  on  the  wave. 

That  they  might  not  duturb  their  prey. 
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'"au*'  ?i  '^'^  the  wke  men  three. 

ljh«  ttej  fidii„..„et  they  thre^^^ 
And  at  the  throw.  &e  moon  below 

In  •  tlMWud  ingnmu  Hew. 

pi  a  million  mUlkm  gteuni.  ^ 

5^  tl,?ti'°J?l"  moon  ihot  forth  M  ioon 
As  the  net  disturbed  her  beams. 

^F^^  'u  *?T       ^*       empty  and  wet. 
And  they  had  lost  their  pain    *^ '  ^ 

Soon  ceased  the  pky  ci  each  dancing  ray. 

And  the  image  was  nmnd  again. 

^d*iS^h?^^K^*^'  *^ 

And  all  the  while  were  mute- 
And  evermore  their  wonder  gr^w. 
Till  they  oonld  not  but  dispute. 

Thdr  silence  they  broke,  and  eaek  moke 
Full  long,  and  loud,  and  clear- 

sea  their  voices  three 
full  three  leagues  off  might  haar. 

The  three  wise  men  got  home  again 
To  their  children  and  their  w^es: 

^4^^^!."*®"  *^  eo"M  never  furrn^. 
Why  they  missed  the  promised  hi»a- 

They  agreed  alone  that  their  net  t^  h^  thrown 
And  they  had  not  caugl^  the  mmm 

I  have  thought  myself  pale  o'er  this  ancient  tale. 

And  Its  sense  I  could  not  ken- 
Birt  now  I  see  that  the  wise  mei^  three 

Were  paper-money  men. 
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'  Rub*s-diib-dab,  three  men  in  »  tnb/ 

It  ft  mystio  bnrtiwo  ciA, 
Which  I've  pondered  about  till  my  fit*  wwft  oat. 

And  I  could  not  sleep  lor  oold. 

I  now  divine  each  mystic  sisn. 

Which  robbed  me  oft  of  deep. 
Three  men  in  a  bowl,  who  went  to  troU, 

Wm  the  moon  in  tfae  midni^t  deep. 

Three  men  were  they  who  science  drank 

From  Scottish  fountains  free; 
Tho  cash  they  sank  in  the  Gotham  bank. 

Was  the  moon  beneath  the  sea. 

The  breakins  of  the  imaged  moon. 

At  the  fishing-net's  first  splash. 
Was  the  breaking  of  the  bank  as  soon 

As  the  wise  nun  claimed  thnr  cash. 

The  dispute  which  lasted  all  their  Uves, 

Was  the  economic  strife. 
Which  the  son's  son's  son  of  every  one 
Will  mahitain  through  all  his  life. 

The  Kin's  son's  sons  will  baffled  be. 

As  were  tlMir  dree  of  old; 
But  they  only  agree,  like  the  wise  men  three. 

That  they  comd  not  get  their  gold. 

And  they'll  build  systems  dark  and  deep. 

And  systems  broad  and  high; 
Bat  two  of  fjoee  will  never  agree 

About  the  reason  why. 

And  Iw        at  this  day  wiU  seek 

The  Economic  Club, 
Will  find  at  least  three  sages  there. 
As  ready  as  any  that  ew  wen 

To  go  to  sea  in  a  tab. 


im 


ntomroii  OP  IV  mo. 

•  FLY-BV.MOHT.' 
Bt  B.  S..  EtQ.,  Fob*  LAouAia. 

(80CYBBY) 

And  Ml  purforiutnce,  m  he  is  now,  notning. 

aramiaa:  fftiwy  F///.,  Aot  iy„  So.  tt. 

How  troublesome  is  day  I 

It  calls  us  from  our  sleep  away; 
It  bids  us  from  our  pleasant  dreams  awake 
And  sends  us  forth  to  keep  or  break      .  ' 

Our  promises  to  pay. 

How  tronblesome  ii  day ! 

Now  listen  to  my  lay; 

Much  have  I  said. 

Which  few  have  heard  or  rmd. 
And  much  have  I  to  say. 
Which  hear  ye  while  ye  may. 
Come  listen  to  my  lay. 

Come,  for  ye  know  me,  as  a  man 
.„      Who  always  praises,  as  he  can. 
All  ptomisers  to  pay. 
So  they  and  I  on  terms  agree. 
And  they  but  keep  their  faith  with  me, 
Whate'er  their  deeds  to  others  be. 
They  m^  to  the  minutest  particle 
Omnmand  my  fingen  iot  an  ode  or  artiolo. 

Come  listen  while  I  strike  the  Epic  string. 
And,  as  a  changeful  song  I  sing, 
Before  my  eyes 
^  Bid  changeful  Proteus  rise. 
Taming  his  coat  and  skin  in  countless  forms  and  dyes. 
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Come  liflten  to  my  l*y. 

While  I  (he  wild  and  wondroua  tale  array. 

How  Fly-by-Night  went  down. 

And  wt  a  bank  up  in  a  ooontry  town; 

How  Hke  a  kins  hi*  head  he  reared; 

And  how  the  Coast  of  Cash  he  oleMid; 

And  how  one  night  he  diMppeand, 

When  many  a  aooller  jibed  and  jeered; 

And  many  an  old  man  rent  his  beard; 

And  many  a  young  man  cuned  and  railed; 

And  many  ft  woman  wepfe  and  wailed; 

And  many  a  mighty  heart  was  quailed; 

And  many  a  wretch  was  oaged  and  gaoled: 

Because  great  Fly-by-Night  had  him. 

And  many  a  miserable  sinner 

Wmit  without  his  Sunday  dinner. 

Because  he  had  not  metal  bright. 

And  waved  in  vain  before  the  butcher'i  ddbit 

The  prondses  of  Fly-by-Night. 

And  little  Jackey  Homer 

Sat  sulkinff  in  the  comer. 

And  in  ddault  of  Chrktaiaa  pie 

Whereon  his  little  tliumb  to  tiy. 

He  put  his  finger  in  his  eye, 

AndT  btebbencT  kxig  and  fukfy. 

Come  listen  to  my  lay. 

And  ye  shall  say. 

That  nevw  tale  of  errant  kni|^t. 

Or  oapthre  damsd  br^ht. 

Demon,  or  elf,  or  gobun  sprite. 

Fierce  crusade,  or  feudal  fi^t. 

Or  ctoistaral  jrfiantom  all  in  white. 

Or  castle  or  accessless  height, 

Upreared  by  necromantio  might, 

Was  half  so  full  of  ran  deUght, 

As  this  whereof  I  now  prolong. 

The  memory  in  immortal  song — 

The  wild  and  wondroot  take  of  Fly-by-Night. 


MICROCOPY  RESOLUTION  TEST  CHART 

(ANSI  and  ISO  TEST  CHART  No.  2) 
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YE  KITE.FLYERS  OP  SCOTLAND. 

By  T.  C. 

(THOMAS  CAMPBELL) 

Qnd  Ohio  Ti  debbo  pono  di  parole 
PttgMW  fai  pute.  e  <r  opwft  d^iiiBiuostro. 

Abiosto. 

Y«  kite-flyeP8  of  Scotland, 

Who  live  from  home  at  ease; 
Who  raise  the  wind,  from  year  to  year. 

In  a  long  and  strong  trade  breeze: 
Your  paper  kites  let  loose  again 

On  all  the  winds  that  blow; 
Through  the  shout  o<  imtt 

Lay  the  English  ragmen  low; 
Though  the  shout  for  gold  be  fierce  and  bold. 

Ami  the  Eogluli  mgnMai  km. 

The  spirits  of  yoi»  Withers 

Shall  peep  from  every  leaf; 
For  the  midnight  was  their  noon  of  fame. 

And  their  prize  was  Hvii^  beel. 
Where  Deloraine  on  Musgrave  fdl. 

Your  paper  kites"  shall  show. 
That  p.  way  to  convey 

Better  far  than  theirs  you  know. 
When  you  launch  your  kites  upon  the  wind 

And  raise  the  wuid  to  blow. 

Caledonia  needs  no  balUcm, 

No  coin  in  iron  case; 
Her  treasure  is  a  bunch  of  rags 

And  the  brass  upon  her  face; 
With  pellets  from  her  paper  mills 

She  makes  the  Southrons  trow. 
That  to  pay  her  sole  way 

Is  by  promisins  to  owe. 
By  makiitt  promuea  to  pay 

Wbm  1^  tmfy  mewM  to  owe. 
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The  meteor  ray  of  Scotland 

Shall  float  alolt  like  wmm, 
Tfn  eredif  8  o'erstndned  line  shall  crack. 

And  the  day  of  reckoning  come: 
Then,  then,  ye  Scottish  kite-flyers, 

Tonr  hone-a-rie  mint  flow. 
While  you  drink  your  own  ink 

With  your  old  friend  Nick  below. 
While  vou  bum  your  bills  and  singe  your  qniUs 

In  ms  bonny  fiie  bebw. 


LOVE  AND  THE  FLIMSIES. 

By  T.  M.,  Esq. 

(MOOBE) 

0  V  l&ptts,  xtnSM  Ujaat 
*Tw*^  IIAIITPO. 

Akacbxok. 

Little  Cupid  one  day  on  a  sunbeam  was  floating. 
Above  a  green  vale  where  a  paper  mill  playied; 

And  he  hovered  in  ether,  delightedly  noting 
The  whirl  and  the  splash  tiiat  the  water-^eel  made. 

The  air  was  all  filled  with  the  scent  of  the  roses. 
Bound  the  miller's  veranda  that  clustered  and  twined; 

And  he  thought  if  the  sky  were  all  made  up  of  noses. 
This  spot  of  the  earth  would  be  moab  to  ite  niad. 

And  forth  came  Hie  millw,  a  Qoaker  in  Ytxity, 
Rigid  of  limb  and  complacent  of  face. 

And  behind  him  a  Scotchman  was  singing  '  Prosperity,' 
And  picking  his  pocket  with  infinite  grace. 

And  *  Walth  and  prosparity,'  '  Walth  and  prosparity,' 
His  bonny  Scotcn  burthen  aroee  on  the  air. 

To  a  song  all  in  praise  of  that  primitive  charity. 
Which  begins  with  sweet  home  and  which  terminates 
thcM. 
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But  sudden  a  tumult  arose  from  a  distance, 
A  A  •  »*>ble  with  steel  and  with  stone. 

And  ere  the  scared  miller  could  call  for  '^ftunw 
The  mill  to  a  million  of  atoms  was  blown.  ' 

Scarce  mounted  the  fragments  in  ether  to  hurtle. 
When  the  Quaker  was  vanished,  no  eye  had  seen 

And  the  Scotchman  thrown  flat  on  his  back  like  a 

turtle,  ' 

Was  sprawling  and  bawfimr,  with  heels  m  the  air. 

Little  Cupid  continued  to  hover  and  flutter 
Pursuing  the  fragments  that  floated  on  hieh, 
T-W^u      ft®  H        ^  °J»wtened  from  bitter, 
TiH  he  gathered  hur  h;«nd8  full  and  flew  to  the  sky. 

'  ^  «rw'^®'''  i®  "      Aowed  them  to  Venus, 

What  are  these  little  talismans  cyphered— One-^ 
One  ? 

If  you  think  them  worth  having,  we'U  share  them 
between  us, 

Tlw^  their  smeU  is  like  none  of  the  sweetest,  pom 

'  ffy^^Y®**,?^'  '  *^*y  ^"'m       throw  them, 

ineyreasort  offooLs  gold  among  mortals,  'tis  true: 
Jsut  we  want  them  not  here,  though  I  think  von  miriit 
know  them,  ' 

Since  on  ewth  they  so  often  have  bought  and  sold 
you. 


SONG  BY  MB.  CTFBES& 
(BTBOK) 

Thbbk  is  a  fever  of  the  spirit, 
The  brand  of  Cain's  unresting  doom. 

Which  in  the  lone  dark  souls  that  bear  it 
Glows  like  the  lamp  in  TuUia's  tomb. 
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UnHke  the  lamp,  its  subtle  fire 

Boras,  blasts,  consumes  its  cell,  the  heart, 
no,  OM  hy  one,  hope,  joy,  desire. 

Like  dreams  of  duMlony  moka  depart. 

When  hope,  loTe,  life  itself,  are  only 

Dust — spectral  memories— dead  and  colti— 
The  imfed  fire  bums  bright  and  lonely. 

Like  that  undjon^  lamp  of  old; 
And  by  that  drear  illumination. 

Till  time  its  clay-built  home  has  rent, 
llwaght  broods  an  fedii^s  desolaticm— 

The  soul  is  its  own  nMwwiment. 
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HORACE  TWISS. 


THE  PATRIOTS  SR00BBS8. 
(SRAKKSPEABK) 

St.  Stephbw's  is  a  stage. 
And  half  the  opposition  are  but  players: 
For  clap-traps,  and  deceptions,  and  effects. 
Fill  up  their  thoughts  throughout  their  many  parte. 
Their  aote  being  sev'n.   At  first  the  Demagogue, 
Railing  and  mouthing  at  the  hustings'  front: 
And  then  the  cosging  Candidate,  with  beer. 
Fibs,  cringes,  andoookades,  giving  to  voters 
Unwillingly  a  pledge.   And  then  the  Member, 
Crackling  like  furnace,  with  a  flaming  story 
Made  on  the  country's  fall.   Then  he  tarns  Oonrtiier. 
Full  of  smooth  words,  and  secret  as  a  midwife, 
Pleas'd  witii  all  rulers,  zealous  for  the  church. 
Seeking  the  useful  fame  of  orthodoxy, 
Ev'n  from  the  Canon's  mouth.    And  then  a  Secretary, 
In  fair  white  waistcoat,  with  boil'd  chicken  lin'd. 
With  placid  smile,  and  speech  of  ready  answw, 
Lib'ral  of  promises  and  army  contracts. 
And  so  he  roles  tlie  state.   The  sixth  act  brings  him 
To  be  a  snug  retired  old  baronet. 
With  ribband  red  on  breast,  and  star  on  side: 
His  early  zeal  foi  change  a  world  too  hot 
For  his  cool  age:  and  &a  big  eloquence. 
Turning  to  gentler  sounds,  obedient  pipes — 
And  we  must  pay  the  pjper.    Scene  the  last. 
That  ends  this  comfortable  history. 
Is  a  fat  pension  and  a  pompous  peerage. 
With  cash,  witii  corone^witii  all  bat  oonsoieiMe. 


OUB  PARODIES  ABE  ENDED. 
(8HAKS8PSABI) 

OuB  parodies  are  ended.   These  cur  authors. 
As  we  foretold  you,  were  all  Spirits,  and 
Are  melted  into  air,  into  thin  air. 
And,  like  the  basetess  fabric  of  these  ▼erses. 

The  Critic's  puff,  the  Trade's  advertisement. 
The  Patron's  promise,  and  the  World's  applause^ — 
Yea,  all  the  hopes  of  poets,— shall  disKdW, 
And,  like  thi j  unsubstantial  faUe  fated. 
Leave  not  a  groat  behind  I 


FASHION. 
(MILIOV) 

HntroB,  loath'd  vulgarity. 

Of  ignorance  and  native  duUneis  bred. 

In  low  unwholesome  shed, 
HcHigst  thieves  mkI  drabs,  and  sfereefc'Cweepi  asking 

charity: 
Find  some  suburban  haunt. 
Where  the  spruce  'prentice  treats  his  fladiy  mttte. 

And  smoking  cits  debate: 
Or  at  a  dowdy  rout,  or  ticket-ball, 

Giv'n  at  Freemasons'  Hall, 
With  tawdry  clothes  and  liveries  ever  flaunt. 

But  oome,  tiiou  nymph  oi  slender  waist. 
Known  eariy  by  the  name  ol  Taste, 

♦  ♦  *  ♦  ♦ 

Haste  thee,  nymph,  and  bring  with  thee 
Steed,  and  light-hung  Tilbury, 
Undiscoverable  rouge, 
PoUsh'd  boots,  and  neckcloth  huge, 
(Such  as  might  deck  a  Dandy's  chedr, 
And  draw  t£e  gazears  for  a  week.) 
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Mackintosh's  racy  phzttse. 

And  wit  that  pee&M  Ward  might  praise. 

wiMi  a  uvely  measurement. 
And  briiw  the  proper  airs  and  gnmea. 
That  make  their  wav  in  certain  pJaoea: 
And,  if  I  gire  thee  honour  due. 

"®         the  few 
With  Spencer.  Sydney  Smith,  and  thee 
In  a  select  society: 
To  ride  when  many  a  'ady  fair  in 
Her  morning  veil  b  .  s  her  airinff. 
And  with  the  nuw      .d  childiw  rtow'd 
Onves  down  the  7  .^.n,  or  Chelsea  road: 
fhen  to  stop  in  spite  of  sorrow. 
And  through  the  window  bid  good-mornnr 
Of  vis-i-vis.  or  barouchette,  """w 
Or  half -open  landaulet: 
While  little  Burke,  with  lively  di, 
Scatters  his  stock  of  trifles  thin; 

nS-tfi  °'  Qrosvenor  Gate, 

Bnskly  bids  his  horses  wait; 
Oft  listening  how  the  Catalani 
Rouses  at  night  th'  applauding  many. 
In  some  opera  of  Mozart,  ^ 
Winning  the  eye,  the  ear,  the  heart, 
xnen  in  the  round  room  not  unseen. 
Attending  dames  of  noble  mien, 
KMht  to  the  door  in  Market-lane, 
Where  chairmen  range  their  jostling  train. 
And  footnaen  stand  with  torch  aliefit 

**»o»M«»<i  liveries  dight. 
While  the  doorkeeper  on  the  stairs. 
Bawls  for  the  Marchionesses'  chairs 
And  young  dragoons  enjoy  the  crowd. 
And  dowagers  mveich  aloud. 
And  lovers  write  a  hasty  scrawl 
Upon  the  ticket  of  a  shawl. 
Straight  mine  eye  hath  caught  new  pleasures 
As  tEe  circling  crowd  it  manures; 
Virgins  old  with  tresses  grey. 
That  in  corkscrew  curls  do'stray; 
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Ladies,  on  whose  f  after  breast 

Gallants  receive  a  hope  of  nst; 

Little  feet  with  sandds  tied. 

Shallow  heads  and  shoulders  wide; 

Necks  and  throats  of  lovely  form, 

^wm'd  high  in  tippet  warm, 

Where  Rome  beauty  spreads  her  toan. 

The  envy  of  surrounding  fair. 

Hard  by,  the  Op'ra  being  past. 

To  some  small  supper  let  me  haste. 

Where  ladies,  wits,  and  poets  met. 

Are  at  their  various  banquet  ael. 

Of  fifty  little  tempting  messes. 

Which  the  neat-handed  Gunter  dresses: 

And  there  with  satisfaction  see 

The  pullet  and  the  early  pea. 

Or,  tt  the  sultry  dog-ttar  xdgn. 

The  melon  ice  and  cool  champapne. 

Sometimes,  to  a  late  delight 

Argyll  advertisements  in^to, 

^ere  the  wreathed  waltz  goes  round. 

Or  English  tunes  more  briskly  sound. 

To  twice  a  hundred  feet  or  more, 

DanoiMf  on  the  chalky  floor: 

And  wwe  mamma,  well  pleased  to  see 

Her  daughter  paired  with  high  degree. 

Stays  till  the  daylight  glares  amain: 

Then  in  the  oarnage  home  again. 

With  stories  told,  of  many  a  bow, 

And  civil  speech  from  so  and  so. ' 

She  was  ask'd  to  dance,  she  said. 

But  scarcely  down  the  middle  led. 

Because  his  Lordship  only  thought 

How  soonest  to  find  out  a  spot. 

Where,  seated  by  her  side,  unheard. 

He  whisper'd  many  a  pretty  word. 

Such  as  no  poet  could  excel  \ 

Then,  having  paid  his  court  so  well. 

Most  manifratfy  meaning  marriage. 

He  fetch'd  the  shawls  and  call'd  the  carriage. 

Handed  her  from  the  crowded  door 

And  watch'd  till  abe  was  seen  no  m<«e. 
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Thus  done  the  tales,  the  flatfring  fair 

Go  up  to  bed,  and  curl  their  hair. 

Country  houses  please  me  too. 

And  the  jocund  Chriatmas  crev  , 

Where  thitaU  of  adverse  poliUos' 

Awhile  in  social  circle  mix. 

And  tenants  come,  whose  county  franchiM 

Connects  them  with  the  hi^  branohfla. 

Since  aU  the  great  aHke  contand 

For  votes,  on  which  they  aU  depend. 

Let  Affability  be  there. 

With  cordial  hand  and  friendly  air. 

And  private  play  and  glittering  fdte. 

To  make  the  rustic  gentry  prate,  

Such  joys  as  fill  voung  ladies'  heads. 
Who  judffe  from  books  of  masqneradM. 
Then  wilTl  to  St.  Stephen's  stray. 
If  aught  be  moved  by  Castlereagh, 
Or  matchless  Canning  mean  to  roll 
His  thunders  o'er  the  subject  soul. 
And  sometimes,  to  divert  my  cares. 
Give  me  some  flirt,  w'th  joyous  aim. 
Married  a  girl,  a  widow  now. 
Such  as  will  hear  each  playful  vow. 
Too  young  to  lay  upon  the  shelf:  • 

Meaning — as  little  as  myself:  

Still  speaking,  singing,  walking,  running, 
Wila  wanton  heed  and  giddy  cunning. 
With  a  good  mien  to  testify 
Her  converse  with  good  company. 
That  Chesterfleld  nught  lift  his  eyes 
From  the  dark  Tartarus  where  he  liee. 
Beholding,  in  her  air  and  gait, 
Graces  that  almost  compensate 
The  blunders  of  his  awkward  son. 
And  half  the  harm  his  book  has  done. 
These  delights  if  thou  canst  give, 
Fashion,  with  thee  I  widi  to  Mt«. 


>9tipfotii  le  be  written  by  the  Editor  of  tkt  Ntmnntr, 

kUSManfAhoioiu  frimt. 

(OOWPKR) 

I  AM  tenant  of  nine  feet  by  four* 

My  title  no  lawyer  denies. 
From  the  ceiling  quite  down  to  the  floor 

I  am  lord  of  the  upidm  and  flko.  • 

Oh,  Justice  !  how  awkward  it  is 
To  be  gripped  by  thy  tenible  squad  1 

I  did  but  indulge  in  a  ftnk. 
And  the  Qtiorum  hare  laat  me  to  quod. 

Dear  scandal  is  out  of  my  reach, 
I  must  pass  my  dull  mornings  alone. 

Never  hear  Mr.  B»    .  m  malce  a  speech. 
Nor  get  audknoe  for  mm  of  mgr  own  1 

The  people,  provokingly  quiet. 

My  fate  with  indifference 
Thw  are  so  unacoustom'd  to  riot, 

'nuit  tameaew  b  riHwiring  to  me. 

Personality,  libel,  and  lie. 
Ye  supports  of  our  Jacobin  train. 

If  I  had  but  the  courage  to  try. 
How  soon  I  would  sport  you  again  I 

My  ranklings  I  then  might  assuage 
By  renewing  my  efforts  to  vex. 

By  profaning  the  rev'rence  of  age. 
And  attacking  the  weakness  of  sex. 

A  libel  i  what  treasure  untold 
Resides  in  that  dear  little  word. 

More  rich  than  the  silver  and  gold 
Which  the  Bank  is  reported  to  hoard ! 
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But  the  Bench  h^Te  no  bowels  for  pity. 
No  stomach  for  hlgh-season'd  lea^if 

tHm  OS  when  judgement  is  given. 

0  ye.  who  were  present  in  Ciourt 

In  pity  convey  to  me  hsn 
Home  well-manufactured  report 

Of  a  lady,  a  prince,  or  a  peer. 

Do  my  writings  continue  to  tell  ? 
Does  the  p^Uc  attend  to  my  Unea  ? 
r2?y        ™y  Newspapers  sell. 
Though  the  money  must  go  for  my  finea  I 

^       growth  of  a  fib  f 
The  astonishing  speed  of  its  flight 
uutatnps  the  less  mischievous  sqoib 
Let  off  on  a  holiday  night. 

Then  who  would  opt  vamp  up  a  fudge, 

^^^^  hS^papers; 
Oviroairto  him,  and  glve^lUm  the  v^oi^  ? 

But  Cobbett  has  Bot  his  diK>harge— 

Ti21i.1T  ^  ^f.'  ^8  cover: 

Lite  Urn  I  shaU  yet  be  at  large, 

yfotn  »  ooaple  of  yean  ahiSl  be 
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^'<»;J*w  most  our  liberty  give 

Though  Zau;  for  a  while  may  ntard  it- 
Even  I  shall  obtain  it,  who  live^^ 

By  sapping  the  bnhrarks  that  guard  it. 


QSOIIOl  GORDON.  LORD  BYRON. 

TO  MR.  MURRAY. 
(COWPER) 

SnuHAir,  Toiuon,  Lintot  of  the  timit, 
P*tron  Mid  pabUsher  of  rhymes, 
For  thM  the  htad  up  Pindua  climbi* 
My  Murray. 

To  thee,  with  hope  and  terror  dumb, 
The  unI7<ddged  MS.  author*  come: 
Thou  ptintmt  aU— and  aellMt  •ome— 

Murny. 

Upon  thy  table's  baize  so  gnm 
The  last  new  Quarterly  is  seen,— 
But  wlMn  it  thy  new  Magazine, 
Ifylfaiimyr 

Along  thy  spruoest  bookdielvea  ahine 

The  works  thou  deemeat  moat  divfoe— 
The  •  Art  of  Cookery,'  and  mine 
My  Murray. 

Tours,  Travels,  Essays,  t<K>,  J  wist. 
And  Sermons,  to  thy  mili  bring  grist; 
And  then  thou  Jiu.  t  the  ' .  a  y  fiat/ 
My  Muriay. 

And  Heaven  forbid  I  should  conclude 
Without  '  the  Board  of  Longitude/ 
Althoo^  thki  narrow  paper  would. 
My  Murray. 
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PARENTHETICAL  ADDRESS  BY  DR.  PLAGIARY. 
(dr.  busby) 

Half  stolen,  wth  acknowledgements ;  to  be  spoken  in  an  inarticulate 
voice  by  Master  --  at  the  opening  of  the  next  new  theatre, 
atoien  parts  marked  with  the  inverted  commaa  of  quotatioa— thue 

*When  energizing  objects  men  pursue/ 

Then  Lord  knows  what  is  writ  by  Lord  knows  who. 

A  modest  monologue  you  here  survey,' 
Hiss'd  from  the  theatre  the  '  other  day/ 
As  if  Sir  Fretful  wrote  *  the  slumberous '  verse. 
And  gave  his  son  '  the  rubbish '  to  rehearse. 

Yer,  at  the  thing  you'd  never  b^  amazed/ 
Knew  you  the  rumpus  which  the  author  raised : 

Nor  even  here  your  smiles  would  be  represt/ 
Knew  you  these  lines— the  badness  of  the  best. 

Flame !   fire !   and  flame !'  (words  borrowed  from 

Lucretius,) 

i  P'**^  metaphors  which  open  wounds  '  like  issura  I 
And  sleeping  pangs  awake  —and— but  away ' 

(Confound  me  if  I  know  what  next  to  say). 

'  Lo  Hope  reviving  re-expands  her  wings,' 

And  Master  G  recites  what  Dr.  Busby  sings  1— 

If  mighty  things  with  small  we  may  compare/ 

(Translated  from  the  grammar  for  the  fair !) 

Dramatic  '  spirit  drives  a  conquering  car/ 

And  bum'd  poor  Moscow  like  a  tub  of  '  tar.' 
This  spirit  Wellington  has  shown  in  Spain,' 

To  furnish  melodrames  for  Drury  Lane. 

*  Another  Marlboroush  points  to  Blenheim's  story/ 

And  George  and  I  will  dramatize  it  for  ye. 

'In  arta  and  sciences  our  isle  hath  shone ' 
(This  deep  discovery  k  mine  alone). 

Oh  British  poesy,  whose  powers  inspire  ' 
1%  verse— or  I'm  a  fool— and  Fame's  a  liar. 

Thee  we  invoke,  your  sister  arts  implore ' 
With    smiles/  and  •  lyres/  and  *  p«idls/  and  mooh 

more. 
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These,  if  we  win  the  Graoea,  too,  we  gain 
Ditgraeea,  too  t  *  inseparable  train  i' 

'  Three  who  have  stolen  their  witching  airs  from  Cupid ' 
(You  ail  know  what  I  mean,  unless  you're  stupid) : 

*  !l&ffmonioii8  thioDg  '  tiiat  I  have  kept  in  petto 
Now  to  produce  in  a  *  divine  sestetto ' !  ! 

*  While  Foesy,'  with  these  delightful  doxies, 

'  Sustains  her  part '  in  all  the   upper '  boxes  I 
'  Thus  lifted  gloriously,  you'll  soar  along/ 
Borne  in  the  vast  balloon  of  Busby's  song; 
'  Shine  in  your  farce,  masque,  scenery,  and  j^y ' 
(For  this  last  line  George  had  a  holiday). 

*  Old  Ihrury  never,  never  soar'd  so  high,' 
So  says  the  manager,  and  so  say  I. 

*  But  hold,'  you  say,  '  this  self-complacent  boast ;' 
Is  tiiis  the  poem  which  the  pablio  loist  ? 

*  True — true — that  lowers  at  once  our  mounting  {aide 
But  lo: — ^the  pipers  print  what  you  deride. 

*  'TIS  onrs  to  look  on  you— you  hold  the  priie,' 
Tis  twerUy  guineas,  as  they  advertise  ! 

*  A  dovJbU,  blessing  your  rewards  impart ' — 
I  wish  I  had  them,  then,  with  all  my  heart. 

'  Our  twofold  feeling  oums  its  twofold  cause,' 
Why  son  and  I  bow  beg  for  your  applause. 
'  When  in  your  fosterins  beams  you  bid  us  live,' 
My  next  subscription  ust  shall  say  how  much  you 
give  I 
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BABHAX 


RICHARD  HARRIS  BARHAM. 

('THOMAS  ING0LD8BY') 

MARGATE. 
(BYBOH) 

I'VE  stood  in  Margate,  on  a  bridge  of  size 
Infenor  far  to  that  described  by  Byron, 

palaces  and  pris'ns  on  each  hand  rise,' 

T~i  il*f  ^  ^  ^8  made  of  iron— 

And  httle  donkey-boys  your  stops  environ, 
J!.ach  proffering  for  your  olioioe  his  tiny  hack. 
Vaunting  its  excellence;  and,  should  you  hire  one. 

The  much^mdunng  beast  to  Buenos  Ayw»-«id  bMk. 

And  then,  on  many  a  raw  and  gusty  day, 

I  ve  stood,  and  tum'd  my  gaze  upon  tfte  tiier. 
And  seen  the  crews,  that  did  embark  so  gay 

That  selfsame  mom,  now  disembark  so  queer; 

Then  to  myself  I've  sigh'd  and  said,  '  Oh  dear  I 
Who  would  beheve  yon  sickly-looking  man's  a 

London  Jack  Tar,— a. Cheapside  Buccaneer 
But  hold,  my  Muse  !— for  this  terrific  stanza 
is  aU  too  stiffly  grand  for  our  Extravaganza. 


NOT  A  SOUS  HAD  HE  GOT. 
(CHABLB8  WOLra) 

Not  a  sous  had  he  got.— not  a  guinea  or  note. 
And  he  look  d  confoundedly  flurried 

As  he  bolted  away  without  paying  his  shot, 
And  the  Landlady  aiter  him  hurried. 

We  saw  him  again  at  dead  of  night. 
When  home  from  the  aub  retaining; 
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We  twigg'd  the  Doctor  beneath  the  lig^t 
Of  the  gas-lamp  brilliantly  burning. 

All  bare,  and  exposed  to  the  midnight  dews. 

Reclined  in  the  gutter  we  found  him; 
And  he  look'd  like  a  gentleman  taking  a  snooase. 

With  his  Marshall  wak  around  him. 

'  The  Dootor's  as  drunk  as  the  d  /  we  said. 

And  we  managed  a  shutter  to  borrow; 

We  raised  him,  and  sigh'd  at  the  thought  that  his  head 
Would  *  oonsnmedly  aohe '  aa  the  momm. 

We  bore  him  home,  and  we  put  him  to  bed. 
And  we  told  his  wife  and  nis  daughter 

To  give  him,  next  morning,  a  couple  <d  red 
^rrings,  with  soda-water. 

Loudly  they  talk'd  of  his  money  that's  gone. 

And  his  Lady  began  to  upbraid  him; 
But  little  he  reck'd,  so  they  let  him  snore  on 

'Neath  the  counterpane  just  as  we  laid  him. 

We  tuck'd  him  in,  and  had  hardly  done 

When,  beneath  the  window  calUng, 
We  heard  the  rough  voice  of  a  son  of  a  gun 

Of  a  watchman  '  One  o'clock  !'  bawli^. 

Slowly  and  sadly  we  all  walk'd  down 
From  his  room  in  the  uppermost  story; 

A  rushlight  we  placed  on  the  cold  hMurtli-etone, 
And  we  l^t  him  ak»e  in  his  gkury. 
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THX  DKM0U8HID  FABCB;  OB, '  WHO  18  THE  ACTHOB  V 
Bx  A  NawsPAm  Ouno. 
[Unw  tnggested  by  tlw  hSbm  of  Kr.  TboniM  HafaiM 

(T.  H.  BATLT) 

Oh  no  f  we'll  nerer  mention  him; 

We  won't,  upon  our  word  ! 
'  Decorum '  now  forbids  to  name 

An  unsuocessfnl  Wd. 
From  Drury  Lane  we'll  toddle  to 

Our  '  office  '  with  regret. 
And  if  they  ask  us,  '  Who's  been  dished  t' 

We'll  say  that  '  we  forget !' 

We'll  bid  him  now  forsake  '  the  SeeoB,* 

And  try  his  ancient  strain; 
He'd  better  '  be  a  butterfly ' 

Than  write  a  farce  again. 
TIs  terue  that  he  can  troll  a  song. 

Or  tender  Canzonette; 
i>ut  if  you  ask  us,  *  Wh&t  beside  ?' 

Why,  leally,  *  we  forget.' 

And,  oh,  there  are  so  many  now. 

Who  write  good  come-dy, — 
There's  Mister  Planch6,  Mister  Peake, 

And  Poole,  who  wrote  ftwiZ  Pry, 
Moncrie£f  and  Mister  Buckst<»w  join 

To  make  a  funny  set. 
With  some  hall-dozen  jokers  more, 

Whose  names  we  quite  forget. 

They  tell  us  he  has  got,  behind, 

A  bran-new  five-act  plav; 
They  say  that  it  is  devilish  droll. 

But  heed  not  what  they  say; 
Perchance,  indeed,  'twill  struggle  on 

A  night  or  two,  but  yet 
If  'tis  no  better  than  his  farce. 

The  pair  you'U  somi  forget ! 


snuur 
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PERCY  BYSSHE  SHELLEY. 
PETEB  BELL  THE  THIRD. 
Bt  Micamio  Mai.ijoho,  Em). 

(WOROSWOBIH) 

la  it  a  party  in  a  parlour. 
Crammed  just  as  they  on  earth  were  oranucad. 
Some  sipping  punch — some  ripping  tea; 
But.  aa  yott  by  their  faces  see, 

AB  dant.  and  all  damned ! 

Peter  BtU,  by  W.  WoxMwowH. 
OmuA.  What  meau  tiiis,  my  lord  T 
Uamuk.  Murj,  tiiia  is  lOebin^  MaUedio;  it  means  mischief. 

Shakxspsabi. 

Fboloouk. 

Pbtbb  Bells,  one,  two  and  three. 

O'er  the  wide  world  wandering  be.  

FiiBt,  the  antenatal  Peter, 

Wrapped  in  weeds  of  the  same  metro. 

The  so-long-predeetined  raiment 

Clo  thed  in  ^oh  to  walk  his  way  meant 

The  second  Peter;  whose  ambit»m 

Is  to  link  the  proposition. 

As  the  mean  of  two  extremeft— 

(This  was  learned  from  Aldric's  theuM*) 

Shielding  from  the  guilt  of  schism 

The  orthodoxal  syllogism; 

The  First  Peter— he  who  vras 

Like  the  shadow  in  Iho  glasb 

Of  the  second,  yet  unipe. 

His  substantial  antitype. — 

Then  came  Peter  Bell  the  Second, 

Who  henceforward  must  be  reckoned 

The  body  of  a  double  soul. 

And  that  portion  of  the  iHioie 

Without  which  the  rest  would  seem 

Ends  of  a  disjointed  di-eam. — 

And  the  Third  is  he  who  has 

O'er  the  grave  been  forced  to  pass 

To  the  other  side,  which  is, — 


180 


Go  and  try  else, — ^just  like  this. 
Peter  Bell  the  First  was  Peter 
Smugger,  milder,  softer,  neater. 
Like  the  soul  before  it  is 
Born  from  t?uit  world  into 
The  next  Peter  Bell  was  he, 
Predevote,  like  you  and  me, 
To  good  or  evil  as  may  come; 
His  was  the  severor  doom, — 
For  he  was  an  evil  Cotter, 
And  a  polygamic  Potter.* 
And  the  last  is  Peter  Bell, 
Damned  since  our  first  parents  fell« 
Damned  eternally  to  Hell — 
*      Sorely  he  deserves  it  well ! 

Past  the  FmsT. 

Death. 
I. 

And  Peter  Bell,  when  he  had  been 
With  fresh-imported  Hell-fire  warmed. 

Grew  serious — ^from  his  dress  and  mien 

'Twas  very  plainly  to  bo  seen 
Peter  was  quite  reformed. 

n. 

His  eyes  turned  up,  his  mouth  turned  down; 

His  accent  caugnt  a  nasal  twang; 
He  oiled  his  hair^;  there  might  be  heard 
The  grace  of  God  in  every  word 

Wuch  Petw  mid  or  sang. 

*  The  oUflrt  aoholiMta  re*d— 

A  dodeeagamic  Potior. 
This  is  at  once  more  descriptive  and  more  megalophonous. — but  the 
alliteration  of  the  text  ^mA  OKfttknl^  tte  -nSgu  wtr  of  the  heid  of 
later  commentators. 

*  To  those  who  have  not  duly  appreciated  the  distinction  between 
Whale  and  Russia  oil,  this  attribute  might  rather  seem  to  belong  to 
the  Dandy  than  the  Evangelic.  The  effect,  when  to  the  windward, 
IS  indeed  so  similar,  that  it  requires  a  subtle  naturalist  to  diaoriminate 
the  Miiniab.   They  beloBf .  however,  to  ^etinet  gmen. 


m. 

But  Peter  now  grew  old,  and  had 
An  ill  no  doctor  could  unravel; 

His  torments  almost  drove  him  mad; — 

Some  said  it  was  a  fever  bad- 
Some  sworo  it  wa«  tiM  gravel. 

nr. 

His  holy  friends  then  came  about. 

And  with  long  preaching  and  persuasiim 
Convinced  the  patient  that,  without 
The  smallest  shadow  of  a  doubt. 
He  was  predestined  to  damnation. 

V. 

Thev  said—'  Thy  name  is  Peter  Bell; 

Tny  skin  is  of  a  brimstone  hue; 
Alive  or  dead — ay,  sick  or  v^ell — 
The  one  God  made  to  rhyme  with  hell; 

The  other,  I  think,  rhymes  witii  you.' 

VI. 

Then  Peter  set  up  such  a  yeii! — 

The  nurse,  who  with  some  water  gruel 
Was  climbing  up  the  stairs,  as  well 
As  her  old  legs  could  climb  them — fell. 
And  broke  them  both — the  fall  was  cruel. 

VII. 

The  parson  from  the  ca^ment  leapt 

Into  the  lake  of  Windermere — 
And  many  an  eel — though  no  adept 
In  Qod's  riffht  reason  for  it-^pt 
Qnawing  his  kidneys  hatf  a  year. 

vm. 

And  all  the  rest  rushed  through  the  door. 

And  tumbled  over  one  anotiier. 
And  broke  thdr  skulls. — ^Upon  the  floor 
Meanwhile  sat  Peter  Bell,  and  swore. 
And  cursed  his  father  and  his  mother; 


And  raved  of  God,  and  sin,  and  de«tli. 

Blaspheming  Uke  an  infidel; 
And  said,  that  with  his  olenohM  teeth 
He'd  seize  the  earth  from  underneath 

And  drag  it  with  him  down  to  hell. 

X. 

As  he  was  speaking  came  a  spasm. 

And  wrenched  hb  gnashing  tueth  asunder; 
Like  one  who  sees  a  strange  phantasm 
He  lay, — there  was  a  silent  chasm 
Betwem  his  uppor  Jkw  and  tinder. 

XI. 

And  yellow  death  lay  on  his  face; 

And  a  fixed  smile  that  was  not  human 
Told,  as  I  understand  the  case. 
That  he  was  gone  to  the  wrong  place:  

I  heard  all  this  from  the  old  woman. 

xn. 

Then  there  came  down  from  Langdale  Pike 
A  cloud,  with  lightning,  wind  and  hail; 

It  swept  over  the  mountains  like 

An  ocean, — and  I  heard  it  strike 
The  woods  and  oiags  of  Qrasmere  vale. 

xm. 

Ana  I  saw  the  black  storm  come 

Nearer,  minute  after  minute; 
Its  thunder  made  the  cataracts  dumb; 
With  hiss,  and  clash,  and  hollow  hum. 

It  neared  as  if  the  Devil  was  in  it. 

XIV. 

The  Devil  toas  in  it: — he  had  bought 

Peter  for  half-a-crown;  and  when 
The  storm  which  bore  him  vanished,  nought 
That  in  the  house  that  storm  had  caught 
Was  ever  seen  again. 
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XV. 

Hie  gaping  neighboixn  came  next  day — 

They  found  all  vanished  from  the  ahof*: 
The  Bible,  whence  he  used  to  pray. 
Half  scorched  under  a  hen-ooop  lay; 
Smashed  glass — uid  nothiqg  more  I 


Past  m  Sboovo. 

The  DevU. 
I. 

The  Devil.  I  safely  can  aver. 

Has  neither  hoof,  nor  tail,  nor  sting; 
Nor  is  he,  as  some  sages  swear, 
A  spirit,  neither  here  nor  there. 

In  nothing — ^yet  in  evezything. 

n. 

He  is — what  we  are;  for  sometimes 

The  Devil  is  a  centleman; 
At  others  a  bard  oartering  rhymes 
For  sack;  a  statesman  spinning  orimM; 

A  swindler,  living  as  he  can; 

ra. 

A  thief,  who  cometh  in  the  night. 

With  whole  boots  and  net  pantaloons. 
Like  some  one  whom  it  were  not  rig^t 
To  mention; — or  the  luckless  wight 

From  whom  he  steals  nine  sUvw  spoons. 

IV. 

But  in  this  case  he  did  appear 

Like  a  slop-merchant  from  Wapping, 
And  with  smug  face,  and  eye  severe. 
On  every  side  did  perk  and  peer 

Till  he  saw  "Be^  liead  cx  naf^ping. 
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V. 


He  had  on  an  upper  Benjamin 

(For  he  waa  of  the  driving  achiam) 
Jn  the  which  he  wrapped  hw  skin 
From  the  atorm  he  travelled  in, 
Fw  fmt  ci  riimimatiam. 

VI. 

He  called  the  ghost  out  of  the  corse;  

It  was  exceedingly  like  Peters- 
Only  ita  voice  was  hoUow  and  hoarse— 

It  had  a  queerish  look  of  course- 
Its  dress  too  was  a  little  neater. 

vn. 

The  Devil  knew  not  his  name  and  lot ; 

Peter  knew  not  that  he  was  Bell: 
Each  had  an  upper  stream  of  thought. 
Which  made  »U  seem  as  it  was  not: 

Fitting  itself  to  aU  things  weU. 

vra. 

Peter  thought  he  had  parents  dear, 
Brothers,  sisters,  cousins,  cronies. 

In  the  fens  of  Lincolnshire; 

He  perhaps  had  found  them  there 
Had  he  gone  and  .boldly  shown  his 

IX. 

Solemn  phiz  in  his  own  village; 
Where  he  thought  oft  when  a  boy 

He'd  clorab  the  orchard  walls  to  piUaee 
^4  ?^°**"°®  of  his  neighbour's  tillage. 
With  marvellotts  i«idie  wad  joy. 

X. 

And  the  Devil  thought  he  had, 
'Mid  the  misery  and  confusion 

Of  an  unjust  war,  just  made 

A  fortune  by  the  gainful  trade 

Of  nving  soldiers  rations  bad — 
The  world  is  full  of  sftnoge  delusion— 


monr  its 

That  hb  had  a  mMukm  plMined 
In  a  square  like  Orosvenor  Square, 

That  he  was  aping  fashion,  and 

That  he  now  came  to  WMtmoreland 
To  we  what  wm  nuDMitio  thne. 

zn. 

And  all  this,  though  quite  ideal,— 
Ready  at  a  breath  to  vanish, — 
Was  a  state  itot  more  unrMl 

Than  the  peace  he  could  not  feel, 
Or  the  care  he  could  not  banish. 

xm. 

After  a  little  conversation. 

The  Devil  t^old  Peter,  if  he  chose. 
He'd  bring  Lim  to  the  world  at  fashion 
By  giving  him  a  situation 

In  his  own  service — and  new  clothes. 

XIV. 

And  Peter  bowed,  quite  pleased  and  jnoud. 

And  after  waiting  some  few  days 
For  a  new  livery — dirty  yellow 
Turned  up  with  black — the  wretched  fellow 

Was  bowled  to  Hell  in  the  Devil's  chaise. 


Pabt  thx  Third. 

I. 

Hell  is  a  city  much  like  London — 

A  populous  and  a  smoky  city; 
There  are  all  sorts  of  people  and(Hie, 
And  there  is  Uttle  or  no  fun  done; 
Small  justice  shown,  and  stiU  less  pity. 
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n. 

TiMfe  is  a  OmUm,  mmI  a  Canning, 
A  OoblwH,  and  a  OMtlereagh; 

AH  sorts  of  caitiff  corpses  planning 
All  sorts  of  cozening  for  trepanning 
Corpaes  less  oorrapt  than  they. 

m. 

There  is  a  ♦  •     who  has  lost 

His  wits,  or  sold  them,  none  Icnowa  which; 
He  walks  about  a  double  ghost. 
And  thoni^  at  thin  as  Fraud  almoai— 

Eyer  growa  more  grim  and  rich. 

XT. 

There  is  a  Chancery  Court;  a  King; 

A  manufacturing  mob;  a  set 
Of  thieves  who  by  tliemselves  are  sent 
Similar  thieves  to  represent; 

An  army;  and  a  public  debt. 

V. 

Which  last  is  a  scheme  of  paper  money. 

And  .neans — being  interpreted — 
*  Bees,  keep  your  wax— give  us  the  honey. 
And  WA  wiu  plant,  while  skies  are  sunny, 
Fkn.  sn,  which  in  wintw  serre  hiatead.' 

VI. 

There  is  a  great  talk  of  revolution — 
And  a  great  chance  of  despotism — 
German  soldiers— camps — confusion — 
Tumults — lotteries — rage — delusion — 
Gin — suicide — and  methodism; 

vn. 

Taxes  too,  on  wine  and  bread. 

And  meat,  and  beer,  and  tea,  and  cheese. 
From  which  those  patriots  pure  are  fed. 
Who  gorge  b^ore  tiiey  reef  to  bed 

The  tenfold  essence  of  all  these. 


There  are  mincing  ivobwu,  mewing, 

(Like  oato,  who  atmtnt  mi»eri\) 
Of  their  own  Tirtne,  and  ptinraing 

Their  gentler  sistere  to  that  ruin, 
Without  wLioh-~wh*t  were  ohMtity  f 

n. 

Lawyen^judffes — old  hobnobbers 

Are  there— bailiff ■ — chancellom — 
Biahope  gwt  and  little  robb«r»— 
Rhymesters — pamphleteers — stock-jobbefi 

Men  of  gloty  in  the  wars, — 

X. 

Things  whose  trade  is,  over  ladies 

To  lean,  and  flirt,  and  stare,  and  simper. 
Till  all  that  is  divine  in  woman 
Grows  cruel,  courteous,  smooth,  inhuman. 
Crucified  'twixt  a  smile  and  whimper. 

XI. 

Thrusting;,  toiling,  wailing,  moiling. 
Frowning,  preaching — such  a  riot ' 
Each  with  never-ceasmg  labour, 
Whilst  he  thinks  he  cheats  his  neighL;»ar« 
Owating  his  own  hewt  of  quiet. 

XII. 

And  all  these  meet  at  levees; — 

Dinners  r  MvM  and  political; — 
Snppers  of      j  poets; — teas. 
Where  smai  talk  dies  in  agonies; — 

BnMaato  fxctemioml  and  eiitical; 

^  One  of  the  attoibatw  in  Lfauunu'i  deteriptioD  of  the  Get.  To 
a  aimilar  OMiee  Ae  oaterwenling  of  more  than  one  specie*  of  this 
^«enBB  is  to  be  referred;— except,  indeed,  that  the  poor  quadroped 
■  eompriled  to  qaarrei  with  its  own  pleasures,  wl^  tke  h^fti  h 
Imposed  only  to  quarrel  with  those  of  others. 
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zm. 

Lunches  and  snacks  so  aldermanic 
That  one  would  famish  forth  ten  dinners. 

Where  reigns  a  Cretan-tonguM  panic. 

Lest  news  Russ,  Dutch,  or  Alemannic 
Should  make  some  losers,  and  some  winners; — 

XIV. 

At  conversazioni — balls — 
Conventicles — and  drawing-rooms — 

Courts  of  law— committees — calls 

Of  a  morning — clubs — book-stuUs — 
Churches — masquerades — and  tombs. 

XV. 

And  this  is  Hell — and  in  this  smother 

All  are  damnable  and  damned; 
Each  one  damning,  damns  the  other; 
They  are  damned  by  one  another. 

By  none  other  are  they  damned. 

XVI. 

'Tis  a  lie  to  say,  '  God  damns'  !' 

Where  was  Heaven's  Attorney  General 
When  they  first  gave  out  such  flams  ? 
Jjbt  there  be  an  end  of  shams. 

They  are  mines  of  poisonous  mineral. 

XVII. 

Statesmen  damn  themselves  to  be 
Cursed;  and  lawyers  damn  their  soub 

To  the  auction  of  a  fee; 

Churchmen  damn  themselves  to  see 
God's  sweet  love  in  burning  coals. 

*  This  libel  on  our  national  oath,  and  this  accusation  of  all  our 
oountrymen  of  being  in  the  daily  practice  of  solemnly  asseverating 
the  most  enormous  falsehood.  I  fear  deserves  the  notice  of  a  men* 
aetire  Atttos^  Gnomt  tlua  that  here  alkded  to. 
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XVIII. 

The  rich  are  damned,  beyond  all  cure. 

To  taunt,  and  starve,  and  trample  on 
The  weak  and  wretched;  and  the  poor 
Damn  tiieir  broken  hearto  to  endure 
Steipe  on  stripe,  with  groan  on  groan. 

XIX. 

Sometimes  the  poor  arc  damned  indeed 

To  take, — not  means  for  being  blessed, — 
But  Cobbett's  snuff,  revenge;  that  weed 
From  which  the  worms  tMt  it  doth  feed 
Squeeze  less  than  they  before  possessed. 

XX. 

And  some  few,  like  we  know  who. 

Damned — but  God  alone  knows  why — 
To  believe  their  minds  are  given 
To  make  this  ugly  Hell  a  Heaven; 
In  which  faith  they  live  and  die. 

XXI. 

Thus,  as  in  a  town,  plague-stricken. 

Each  man  be  he  sound  or  no 
Must  indifferently  sicken; 
As  when  day  begins  to  thicken. 

None  knows  a  pigeon  from  a  crow,— 

xxn. 

So  good  and  bad,  sane  and  mad. 

The  oppressor  and  the  oppressed; 
Those  who  weep  to  see  whiat  others 
Smile  to  inflict  upon  their  brothers; 
Lovers,  haters,  worst  and  best; 

xxm. 

All  are  damned — they  breathe  an  air. 

Thick,  infected,  joy-dispelUng: 
Each  pursues  what  seems  most  fair. 
Mining  like  moles,  through  mind,  and  there 
Scoop  palace-caverns  vast,  where  C&ie 

In  tibirondd  state  is  ever  dwelling. 
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Past  the  Foubth. 

Sin. 
I. 

Lo,  Peter  in  Hell's  Grosvenor  Squaie, 

A  footman  in  the  Devil's  sernoe ! 
And  the  misjudging  world  would  tweur 
That  every  man  in  service  there 
To  virtue  would  pnter  vice. 

u. 

But  Peter,  though  now  damned,  was  not 

What  Peter  was  before  damnation. 
Men  oftentimes  prepare  a  lot 
Which  ere  it  finds  them,  is  not  what 
Suits  with  their  genuine  statimi. 

m. 

All  things  that  Peter  saw  and  felt 

Had  a  peculiar  aspect  to  him; 
And  when  they  came  within  the  belt 
Of  his  own  nature,  seemed  to  melt. 
Like  cloud  to  dond,  mto  htm. 

IV. 

And  so  the  outward  world  uniting 
To  that  within  him,  he  beoaiM 
Considerably  uninviting 
To  those  who,  meditation  slighting. 
Were  moulded  in  a  diffeient  frame. 

And  he  soomed  ttiem,  and  they  scorned  him- 
And  he  scorned  aU  they  did;  and  they  ' 
Did  all  that  men  of  their  own  trim 
Are  wont  to  do  to  please  their  whim, 
Drinking,  lying,  swewing,  play. 
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VI. 

Snoh  w«re  his  fellow-servants;  thus 

His  virtue,  like  our  own,  was  built 
Too  much  on  that  indignant  fuss 

H^KXJrite  Pride  stirs  up  in  us 
To  bully  one  another's  guilt. 

vn. 

He  had  a  mind  which  was  somehow 
At  once  circumference  and  centre 

Of  all  he  might  or  feel  or  know; 

Nothing  went  ever  out,  altiiough 
Something  did  ever  eater. 

vm. 

He  had  as  much  imagination 
As  a  pint-pot; — he  never  could 

Fancy  another  situation. 

From  which  to  dart  his  contemplation. 
Than  tiiat  wha«in  he  stood. 

IX. 

Yet  his  was  individual  mind. 
And  new  created  all  he  saw 
In  a  new  manner,  and  refined 
Those  new  creations,  and  combined 
Them,  by  a  master-spirit's  law. 

X. 

Thus — tiiough  unimaginative— 

An  apprehension  clear,  intense. 
Of  his  mind's  work,  had  made  alive 
The  tiiiofls  it  wrought  on;  I  believe 
Wakoung  a  sor^  ci  thought  in  soiae. 

XI. 

But  from  the  first  'twas  Peter's  drift 
•  To  be  a  kind  of  moral  eunuch. 
He  touched  the  hem  of  Nature's  shift. 
Felt  faint — and  never  dared  uplift 
The  ckwest,  all-oonoealing  tunio. 


xu. 

She  lauched  the  while,  with  an  arch  smile. 
And  kissed  him  with  a  sister's  kiss. 

And  said—'  My  best  Diogenes, 

I  love  you  well— but,  if  you  please. 
Tempt  not  again  my  deepest  bliss. 

XIII. 

*  'Tis  you  are  cold— for  I,  not  coy. 
Yield  love  for  love,  frank,  warm,  and  true; 

And  Bums,  a  Scottish  peasant  boy — 

His  errors  prove  it — I'new  my  joy 
More,  leamM  friend,  tluui  you. 

XIV. 

'  Bocca  baccicUa  non  perde  ventura. 

Ami  rinnuotm  come  fa  la  luna  : — 
So  thought  Bocottcoio,  whose  sweet  words  mjjjhfc 
cure  a 

Male  prude,  like  you,  from  what  you  now  endure,  a 
Low-tide  in  soul,  like  a  stagnant  laguna.' 

XV. 

Then  Peter  rubbed  his  eyes  severe. 

And  smoothed  his  spacious  forehead  down 
With  his  broad  palm;— 'twixt  love  and  fear. 
He  looked,  as  he  no  doubt  felt,  quew. 
And  in  his  dream  sate  down. 

XVI. 

The  Devil  was  no  uncommon  creature; 

A  leaden-witted  thief— just  huddled 
Out  of  the  dross  and  scum  of  nature; 
A  toad-like  lump  of  limb  and  feature. 

With  mind,  and  heart,  and  fancy  muddled. 

XVII. 

He  was  that  heavy,  dull,  cold  thing. 

The  spirit  of  evil  well  may  be: 
A  drone  too  base  to  have  a  sting; 
Who  gluts,  and  grimes  his  lazy  wing. 

And  calls  lust,  luxury. 
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Now  he  was  quite  tlM  kind  at  wisht 
Bound  whom  collect,  at  a  fixea  aer». 

Venison,  turtle,  hock,  and  claret, — 

Good  cheer, — and  those  who  come  to  ahan  it— 
And  best  East  Indian  maddr»  I 

XIX. 

It  was  his  fancy  to  invite 

Men  of  science,  wit,  and  learning. 
Who  came  to  lend  each  other  light; 
Hepioudly  thought  that  his  gold's  might 

n»d  set  those  spirits  burning. 

XX. 

And  men  of  learning,  science,  wit. 

Considered  him  as  you  and  I 
Think  of  some  rotten  tree,  and  sit 
LcHinging  and  dining  under  it, 

E^osed  to  the  wide  sky. 

XXI. 

And  all  the  while,  with  loose  fat  smile, 
Tlie  willing  wretch  sat  winking  there, 

Believjng  'twas  his  power  that  made 

That  jovial  scene — and  that  all  paid 
Bjomagb  to  hk  unnoticed  chair. 

xxn. 

Though  to  be  sure  this  place  was  Hell; 

He  was  the  Devil — and  all  they — 
What  though  the  claret  circled  well. 
And  wit,  like  ocean,  rose  and  leU  ? — 

Were  damned  eternally. 

Pabt  thb  Fifth. 
Qraee. 
I. 

AuoKo  the  guests  who  often  staysd 
Till  the  Devil's  petits-soupers 


IM  nonxR 

A  man  thete  oame,  fair  tm  a  maki. 

And  Peter  noted  what  he  said. 
Standing  behind  hia  master's  chair. 

n. 

He  was  a  mighty  poet — and 

A  subtle-souled  psychologist; 
All  things  he  seemed  to  understand. 
Of  old  or  new— of  sea  or  land — 

But  his  own  mind — ^which  was  a  mist. 

m. 

This  was  a  man  who  misht  have  turned 
Hell  into  Heaven — and  so  in  gladness 

A  Heaven  unto  himself  have  earned; 

But  he  in  shadows  undiscemed 
Trusted, — and  danuMd  himself  to  madiMn. 

IV. 

He  sjpoke  of  poetiy,  and  how 
'  Divine  it  was— a  light— a  love— 

A  spirit  which  like  wind  doUi  blow 

As  it  listeth,  to  and  fro; 
A  dew  ra^aed  down  from  God  above ; 

V. 

'A  power  which  comes  and  goes  like  dream. 

And  which  none  can  ever  trace — 
Heaven's  light  on  earth— Truth's  brightest  be^'J  * 
And  when  he  ceased  there  lay  the  gleam 
Of  those  vnada  upon  hia  face. 

VI. 

Now  Peter,  when  he  heard  such  talk. 

Would,  heedleai  of  a  broken  pate. 
Stand  like  a  man  asleep,  c  r  balk 
Some  wishing  guest  of  knife  or  fork. 

Or  drop  and  break  his  mastor's  plate. 
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vn. 

At  night  he  oft  would  start  and  wake 

Like  a  lover,  and  began 
In  a  wild  measure  songs  to  make 
On  moor,  and  glen,  and  rocky  lake. 

And  on  tiie  heart  ol  man— 

vm. 

And  on  the  universal  sky — 

And  the  wide  earth's  bosom  green, — 
And  the  sweet,  strange  mystery 
Of  what  beyond  these  things  may  lie. 

And  yet  remain  unseen. 

IX. 

For  in  his  thought  he  visited 

The  spots  in  which,  ere  dead  and  damned. 
He  his  wayward  life  had  led; 
Yet  knew  not  whence  the  thoughts  were  fed 

Whidi  Ham  his  fancy  enaataed. 

X. 

And  these  obscure  remembnuioea 

Stirred  such  harmony  in  Peter, 
That,  whensoever  he  snould  please. 
He  could  speak  of  rodcs  and  teees 

In  poetio  meitn. 

XI. 

For  though  it  was  without  a  sense 
Of  memory,  yet  he  remembered  well 

Many  a  dit'Ch  and  quick-set  fence; 

Of  lakes  he  had  intelligence. 
He  knew  something  of  hMth  uid  fell. 

xu. 

He  had  also  dim  recollections 

Of  pedlars  tramping  on  their  rounds; 
Milk-pans  and  pails;  and  odd  ooUecUous 
Of  saws,  and  proverbs;  and  reflections 
Old  paxwMW  make  in  baryfa^-gtcrands. 
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xm. 

But  Peter's  verse  was  clear,  and  came 
Announcing  from  the  frozen  hearth 

Of  a  cold  age,  that  none  might  tame 

The  soul  of  that  diviner  flame 
It  augured  to  the  Earth: 

XIV, 

Like  gentle  rains,  oa  the  dry  plains. 

Making  that  green  which  late  was  gray. 
Or  like  the  sudden  moon,  that  stains 
Some  gloomy  chamber's  window-pamea 
With  a  broad  light  like  day. 

XV. 

For  language  was  in  Peter's  hand 
Like  clay  while  he  was  yet  a  potter, 

And  he  made  songs  for  all  the  land. 

Sweet  both  to  feel  and  understand. 
As  pipkins  late  to  mountain  Cotter. 

XVI. 

And  Mr.   ,  the  booksellor. 

Gave  twenty  pounds  for  some; — then  scorning 
A  footman's  yellow  coat  to  wear, 
Peter,  too  proi.d  of  heart,  I  fear. 

Instantly  gave  the  Devil  warning. 

xvu. 

Whereat  the  Devil  took  offence. 
And  swore  in  his  soul  a  great  oath  then, 

'  That  for  his  damned  impertinmoe 

He'd  bring  him  to  a  proper  sense 
Of  what  was  due  to  gentlemen !' 

Part  xhs  Sncm. 
DamnaUon. 
I. 

'  O  THAT  mine  enemy  had  written 
A  bode cried  Jlob     a  fearful  oune. 
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If  to  the  Arab,  as  the  Briton, 
Twas  galling  to  be  critic-bitten: — 
The  Devil  to  Peter  wished  no  worse. 

n. 

When  Peter's  next  new  book  found  vent. 

The  Devil  to  all  the  first  Reviews 
A  copy  of  it  slyly  sent. 
With  five-pound  note  as  compliment. 

And  this  ihort  notice—*  Fray  abuse/ 

III. 

Then  seriatim,  month  and  quarter. 

Appeared  such  mad  tirades.— One  said — 
'  Peter  seduced  Mrs.  Foy's  daughter. 
Then  drowned  the  mother  in  Ullswater, 
The  last  thing  as  he  went  to  bed.' 

IV. 

Attothei>— *  Let  him  shave  his  head  ! 

Where's  Dr.  Willis  ?— Or  is  he  joking  t 
What  does  the  rascal  mean  or  hope. 
No  longer  imitating  Pope, 

In  that  barbarian  ShalraspeavB  poking  ?' 

V. 

One  more,  *  Is  incest  not  enough  ? 

And  must  there  be  adultery  too  ? 
Grace  after  meat  ?   Miscreant  and  Liar  1 
Thief!    Blackguard!    Scoundrel  I    Fool!  Hell- 
fire 

Is  twenty  times  too  good  for  you. 

VI. 

'  By  that  last  book  of  yours  wb  think 

You've  double  damned  yourself  to  scorn; 
We  warned  you  whilst  yet  on  the  brink 
You  stood.  'From  your  black  name  will  shrink 
The  babe  that  is  unborn.' 


vu. 

All  these  Reviews  the  Devil  made 

Up  in  a  parcel,  which  he  had 
Safely  to  Peter's  house  conveyed. 
For  carriage,  tenpence  Peter  paid — 

Untied  uiem— read  them— went  half  mad. 

VIII. 

*  What !'  cried  he,  '  this  is  my  reward 

For  nights  of  thought,  and  days  <tf  tdl  ! 
Do  poets,  but  to  be  abhorred 
By  men  of  whom  they  never  heard, 

Clonsume  their  spirits'  oil  ? 

IX. 

•What  have  I  done  to  them  ?— and  who 

Is  Mrs.  Foy  ?    'Tis  very  cruel 
To  speak  of  me  and  Betty  so  ! 
Adultery  !   God  defend  me  !   Ch  ! 
I've  half  a  mind  to  fight  a  duel 

X. 

*  Or,'  cried  he,  a  grave  look  oolleoting, 

'  Is  it  my  genius,  like  the  moon. 
Sets  those  who  stand  her  face  inspecting. 
That  face  within  their  brain  reflecting, 

Like  a  crazed  beil-chime,  out  of  tune  V 

XI. 

For  Peter  did  not  know  the  town. 

But  thought,  as  country  readm  do. 
For  half  a  guinea  or  a  crown, 
He  bought  oblivion  or  renown  * 
iVmn  Qod's  own  voice^  in  a  review. 

xn. 

All  Peter  did  on  this  occasion 

Was  writing  some  sad  stufiE  in  prose. 
It  is  a  dangerous  invasion 

^  Vox  populi,  vox  dei.  As  Mr.  Godwin  truly  o'jserves  of  a  more 
famoiu  saying,  of  mme  merit  at  a  popular  maxSm.  but  lotaUy  ieitituf 
ojpMoiopluealoeeuraeg. 


Whan  poets  oritidw;  tlMir  itatiMi 
1»  to  d«Ught»  not  poM. 

zm. 

The  Devil  then  sent  to  Leipsio  fair 

For  Bom's  translation  of  Kant's  book; 
A  worid  ci  words,  tail  iovemost,  where 
Rieht — wrong — ^false — ^true — and  foul   and  fair 
As  in  a  lottery-wheel  are  shook. 

XIV. 

Five  thousand  crammed  octavo  pages 

Of  German  psychologies, — ^he 
Who  his  furor  verborum  assuages 
Thereon,  deserves  just  sevmi  months'  wages 

More  than  will  e'er  he  doe  to  me. 

XV. 

I  looked  on  them  nine  several  days, 
And  then  I  ^aw  that  they  were  bad; 

A  friend,  too,  spoke  in  their  dispraise, — 

He  never  read  them; — ^with  amaze 
I  found  Sir  Willi  n  Drummond  had. 

XVI. 

When  the  book  came,  the  Devil  sent 

It  to  P.  VerbovaleS  Esquire, 
With  a  brief  note  of  compliment, 
By  that  night's  Carlisle  mail.  It  went. 

And  set  his  soul  on  fire. 

xvn. 

Fire,  which  ex  luce  praebens  fumum, 
Made  him  beyond  the  bottom  see 

Of  truth's  clear  well— when  I  and  yon,  Ma'am, 

Qo,  as  we  shall  do,  aubter  humum, 
We  may  know  more  than  he. 

*  QoMi,  Qui  valet  verto— <.c.  sD  tiM  wwda  wUoh  ham  bean,  u*. 
or  may  be  expended  by,  for.  agaizut.  with,  or  on  him.  A  rafieiaat 
proof  of  the  utility  of  this  history.  Petw'a  progeoitw  vho  Hk^ed 
this  name  seems  to  have  possessed  a  pun  antieipated  coffwMm  of 
the  nature  and  modesty  of  this  onuunenfe  of  his  posterity. 


xvtii. 

Now  Peter  ran  to  seed  in  lonl 

Into  a  walUnff  paradox; 
For  be  was  neither  part  nor  whole, 
Nor  ffood,  nor  bad— 4ior  knave  nor  lool: 

— ^Among  the  woods  and  rooks 

XIX. 

Fnrioas  he  rode,  where  late  he  ran. 
Lashing  and  spurring  his  tame  liobby: 

Turned  to  a  formal  puritan,— 

A  solemn  and  nnaezoal  man, — 
He  half  beUeyed  WkiU  Obi. 

XX. 

This  steed  in  vision  he  would  ride, 

«T?u*t.*.'?**'^"'?         nine-inch  bridges. 
With  Fhbbertigibbet,  imp  of  pride, 

Mockinff  and  mowing  by  his  side  

A  mad-brained  goblin  for  a  guide— 
O^er  oom-fields.  gates,  and  hedges. 

ZXI. 

After  these  ghastly  rides,  he  came 
Home  to  his  heart,  and  found  from  thenos 

Much  stolen  of  its  aooustoiaed  flame; 

His  thoughts  grew  weak,  dit^,  and  lame 
\n  tneir  mtelligence. 

xxn. 

To  Peter's  vfew,  all  seemed  one  hue; 

He  was  no  Whig,  he  was  no  Toiy; 
No  Deist  and  no  Christian  he;— 
He  got  so  subtle,  that  to  be 

Nothing,  was  all  his  gloiy. 

xxm. 

One  single  point  in  his  belief 

Prom  his  organization  sprung. 
The  heart-enrooted  faith,  the  chief 
Ear  in  his  doctrines'  blighted  sheal, 

Hiat  •  Happiness  is  wrong ' ; 


raiixay  SOI 

XXIV. 

So  thought  Calvin  Mid  Dominio; 

So  thmk  their  fierce  sucoeMon,  who 
Bven  now  would  neither  stint  nor  stick 
Ovr  flesh  from  off  our  bones  to  pick, 

V  Omj  adght  *  do  their  do.' 

XXV. 

HiR  morals  thus  wer^  tmdennhied:— 

The  old  Peter— thfc  hard,  old  Potter- 
Was  born  anew  within  his  mind; 
He  grew  dull,  harsh,  sly,  unrefined. 
As  when  he  tramped  bemde  the  (Hter.^ 

XXVI. 

In  the  death  hues  of  agony 

Lambently  flashing  from  a  fish. 
Now  Peter  felt  amused  to 
Shades  like  a  rainbow's  rise  and  flee, 

Mixed  with  a  certain  hungry  wish.' 

xxvn. 

So  in  his  Country's  dying  face 
He  looked — and,  lovely  as  she  lay, 

Seeking  in  vain  his  last  embrace, 

Wailing  her  own  aba  doned  case. 
With  hardened  anee^  be  tamed  awaj: 

• 

XX  vm. 

And  eocdly  to  hie  own  soul  nid; — 
'  Do  you  not  think  that  we  might  make 

A  poem  on  her  when  she's  dead: — 

Or,  no — a  thought  is  in  my  head — 
Her  shroud  for  a  new  sheet  I'll  take: 

^  A  famous  river  in  the  new  Atlantis  of  the  Dynastophylio  Panti< 
■ooratists. 

^  See  the  description  of  the  beautiful  colours  produced  dariiw  the 
agonizins  death  oi  a  number  of  trout,  in  the  foorthpart  of  i^oog 
poem  in  blank  verse,  published  within  a  few  years.  That  pom  eoa- 
iains  curious  evidence  of  the  gradual  hardming  of  a  •trong  but 
cirotunscribed  sensibility,  of  tlw  pervwiiou  of  a  Mnateatiac  but 
pwife^tridnB  uchnteadtaf. 
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XXIX. 

'  My  wife  wants  one.— Let  who  will  bury 
This  mangled  oc/pse !   And  I  and  you. 
My  dearest  Soul,  will  then  make  merry, 
As  the  Prince  Regent  did  with  Sherry,—' 
'  Ay — and  at  last  desert  me  too.' 

XXX. 

And  so  his  Soul  would  not  be  gay, 

But  moaned  within  him;  like  a  fawn 
Moaning  within  a  cave,  it  lay 
Wounded  and  wasting,  day  by  day, 
Till  all  its  life  of  life  was  gone. 

XXXI. 

As  troubled  skies  stain  waters  clear. 

The  storm  in  Peter's  heart  and  mind 
Now  made  his  verses  dark  and  queer: 
They  were  the  ghosts  of  what  they  were, 
Shaking  dim  grave-clothes  in  the  wind. 

XXXII. 

For  he  now  raved  enormous  folly,  i 
Of  Baptisms,  Sunday-schools,  and  Graves, 
'Twould  make  George  Colman  melancholy 
To  have  heard  him,  like  a  male  Molly, 
Chanting  those  stupid  staves. 

xxxm. 

Yet  the  Reviews,  who  heaped  abuse 
On  Peter  while  he  wrote  for  freedom, 

So  soon  as  in  his  song  they  spy 

The  folly  which  soothes  tyranny. 
Praise  him,  for  those  who  feed  'em. 

XXXIV. 

*  He  was  a  raan,  too  great  to  soan; — 

A  planet  lost  in  truth's  keen  rays: — 
His  virtue,  awful  and  prodigious; — 
He  was  the  most  sublime,  religious, 
Pure-minded  Poet  of  these  OAya.' 
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XXXY. 

As  soon  as  he  read  that,  cried  Peter, 

'  Eureka !  I  have  found  the  way 
To  make  a  better  thing  of  metre 
Than  e'-v  -^.f-i  u-ade  by  Uving  creature 

Up  t  j  this  blessed  day.' 

'  xxvi. 

Then  Peter  wroUi  odea  to  the  Devil;-— 
In  one  of  which  he  meekly  said: 

'  May  Carnage  and  Slaughter, 
Thy  niece  and  thy  daughtor, 
May  Rapine  and  Famine, 
Thy  gorge  ever  cramming, 
Glut  thee  with  living  and  dead ! 

xxxvn. 

'  May  Death  and  Damnation, 

And  Consternation, 
Flit  up  from  Hell  with  pure  intent ! 

Slash  them  at  Manchester, 

Glasgow,  Leeds,  and  Chester; 
Drench  all  with  blood  from  Avon  to  Trent. 

xxxvin. 

'  Let  thy  body-guard  yeomen 

Hew  down  babes  and  women, 
And  laugh  with  bold  triumph  till  Heaven  be  teat  I 

When  Moloch  i  i  Jewry 

Munched  childK»i  with  fury, 
It  was  thou.  Devil,  dinii^  with  pure  latent.'^ 

^  It  is  curious  to  observe  how  often  extremes  meet.  Cobbett  and 
Peter  use  the  same  language  for  a  different  purpose:  Peter  is  indeed 
a  sort  of  metrical  Cobbett.  Cobbett  is,  however,  more  mischievous 
than  Peter,  because  he  pollutes  a  holy  and  now  unconquerable  cause 
with  the  principles  of  legitimate  murder;  whilst  the  other  only 
makes  a  bad  one  ridiculous  and  odious,  if  either  Peter  or  Cobbett 
should  see  this  note,  each  will  feel  more  indignation  at  being  com> 
pared  to  the  other  than  at  any  censure  implied  in  the  moral  pervecuon 
laid  to  their  charge. 
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Part  the  Seventh. 
Dovbk  DamruUioH. 
I. 

The  Devil  now  knew  hfs  proper  cue.— 
Soon  as  he  read  the  ode,  he  drove 

To  his  friend  Lord  MacMurderchouae's, 

A  man  of  interest  in  both  houses, 
And  said: — '  For  money  or  for  love, 

n. 

'  Pray  find  some  cure  or  sinecure; 

To  feed  from  the  superfluous  taxes 
A  friend  of  ours — a  poet — ^fewer 
Have  fluttered  tamer  to  the  lure 

Than  he.'   His  lordship  stuids  and  racks*  his 

in. 

Stupid  brains,  while  one  might  count 

As  many  beads  as  he  had  boroughs, — 
At  length  replies;  from  his  mean  front, 
Like  one  who  rubs  out  an  account, 
Smoothing  away  the  unmeaning  furrows: 

IV. 

'  It  happens  fortunately,  dear  Sir, 

I  can.   I  hope  I  need  require 
No  pledge  from  you,  that  he  will  stir 
In  our  affairs; — ^like  Oliver, 

That  he  11  bo  worthy  of  his  hire.' 

V. 

These  words  exchanged,  the  news  sent  off 

To  Peter,  home  the  Devil  hied, — 
Took  to  his  bed;  he  had  no  cough. 
No  doctor,-- mei^  and  drink  enough, — 
Yet  that  same  night  he  died. 

VI. 

The  Devil's  oor^  was  leaded  down; 

His  decent  heirs  enjoyed  his  pelf, 
Houming-iKNwhM,  nuoky  a  one, 


Followed  his  hearse  along  the  town: — 
Where  waa  the  Devil  himself  ? 

VII. 

When  Peter  heard  of  his  promotion. 

His  ey^  grew  like  two  stars  for  Utss: 
There  was  a  bow  of  sleek  devotion 
Engendering  in  his  back;  each  motion 
Seemed  a  Lord's  shoe  to  kiss. 

vm. 

He  hired  a  house,  bought  plate,  and  made 

A  genteel  drive  up  to  his  door. 
With  sifted  gravel  neatly  laid, — 
As  if  drying  all  who  said, 

Peter  was  ever  poor. 

IX. 

But  a  disease  soon  struck  into 

The  very  Ufe  and  soul  of  Peter — 
He  walked  about — ^slept — had  the  hue 
Of  health  upon  his  cheeks — and  few 
Dug  better — ^none  s  heartier  eater. 

X. 

Ao'i  yet  a  strange  and  horrid  curse 
Clung  upon  Peter,  night  and  day; 
Month  after  month  the  thing  grew  worse. 
And  deadlier  than  in  this  my  vwrse 
I  can  find  strength  to  say. 

XI. 

Peter  was  dull — ^he  was  at  first 

Dull— oh,  so  dull — so  very  dull ! 
Whether  he  talked,  wrote,  or  rehearsed — 
Still  with  this  dtillness  was  he  cursed — 

Doll— beyond  ooiweption— doll. 

xn. 

No  one  could  read  his  books — no  mortal. 
But  a  few  natural  friends,  would  hear  him; 

The  panKm  came  not  mar  his  pratid; 

His  state  was  like  that  of  the  immortal 
Described  by  Swift — no  man  could  bear  him. 
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xm. 

His  sister,  wife,  and  children  yawned, 
With  a  long,  dow,  and  drear  enntii. 

All  human  patience  far  beyond ; 

Their  hopes  of  Heaven  each  would  have  pawned. 
Anywhere  else  to  be. 

XIV. 

But  in  his  verse,  and  in  his  -pcoee, 

The  essence  of  his  dullness  was 
Concentred  and  compressed  so  close, 
'Twould  have  made  Guatimozin  doze 

On  his  red  gridiron  of  brass. 

XV. 

A  printer's  boy,  folding  those  pages. 

Fell  slumbrously  upon  one  side; 
Like  those  famed  Seven  who  slept  three  ages. 
To  wakeful  frenzy's  vigil-rages. 

As  opiates,  were  tho  same  applied. 

XVI. 

Even  the  Reviewers  who  were  hired 

To  do  the  work  of  his  reviewing, 
With  adamantine  nerves,  grew  tired; — 
Gapinff  and  torpid  they  retired, 

To  dream  of  what  they  should  be  doing. 

xvn. 

And  worse  and  worse,  the  drowsy  curse 

Yawned  in  him,  till  it  grew  a  pest— 
A  wide  contagious  atmosphere, 
Creeping  like  cold  through  all  tilings  near: 
A  power  to  infect  and  to  infest. 

xvm. 

His  servant-maids  and  dogs  grew  dull: 

His  kitten,  late  a  sportive  elf; 
The  woods  and  lakes  so  beautiful, 
Of  dim  stupidity  were  full. 

All  grew  dull  as  Petw's  self. 


XIX. 

The  earth  under  his  feet — ^the  springs. 

Which  lived  within  it  a  quick  life. 
The  air,  the  winds  of  many  wings, 
That  fan  it  with  new  murmurings, 
Were  dead  to  their  harmonious  strife. 

XX. 

The  birds  and  beasts  within  the  wood, 
The  insects,  and  each  creeping  thing, 

Were  now  a  silent  multitude; 

Love's  work  was  left  unwrought — ^no  brood 
Near  Peter's  house  took  wing. 

XXI. 

And  every  neighbouring  cottager 

Stupidly  yawned  upon  the  other: 
No  jackam  brayed;  no  little  cur 
Cocked  up  his  ears; — no  man  would  stir 
To  save  a  dying  mother. 

XXII. 

Tet  all  from  that  charmed  district  went 

But  some  half-idiot  and  half-knave. 
Who  rather  than  pay  any  rent, 
Would  live  with  marvellous  content, 
Over  his  father's  grave. 

xxm. 

No  bailii!  dared  within  that  space, 
For  fear  of  the  dull  charm,  to  entear; 

A  man  would  bear  upon  his  face, 

For  fifteen  months  in  any  case, 
The  yawn  of  such  a  venture. 

XXIV. 

Seven  miles  above — ^below — around — 
This  pest  of  dullness  haida  its  sway; 

A  ghastiy  life  without  a  sound; 

To  Peter's  soul  the  spell  is  bound — 
How  diould  it  ever  pass  away  f 
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WILLIAM  MAOINN. 


THE  RIME  Oi  THE  AUNCIEXT  WAGGONERE. 
(coleridge) 

Part  First. 

An  auncient  wag- 
gonero  stoppeth  ane  It  is  an  auncient  Waggonere, 
taiiore  going  to  a     And  hee  stoppeth  one  of  nine  :— 
hr*&  iZu'lT-  '  Now  wherefore  dost  thou  grip  mo  see 
pointed  to  be  best     With  that  horny  fist  of  thine  ? 
manne.  and  to  take 

of*TAH.!ii^r*^  *  bridegroom's  doors  are  opened  wide, 
of  the  shppere.  ^nd  thither  I  must  walke; 

m^.d%:rTaranS  ^0?'.^^  Joure  leave  I  must  be  gone, 
admits  of  no  exciMB.      ^  *»lke  !' 

fK**"°'°         Hee  holds  him  with  his  horny  fist— 
with  the  ague.         ^  .  ^here  was  a  wain,'  quothe  hee, 

•  Hold  offe,  thou  raggamouffine  tykke.* 
Eftsoones  his  fist  dropped  hee. 

r  SrJ'vl"^*^       Hee  satte  him  downe  upon  a  stone, 
half  Xli  '     With  ruefuUe  looks  o/feare; 

And  thus  began  this  tippsye  manne, 
The  red-nosed  waggonere. 

The  appetite  of  'The  waine  is  fuUe,  the  horses  puUe, 
the  tailore  whetted     Merrilye  did  we  trotte 

by    the    smell    of  ai  i_  •  i        ^  . 

oabbage.  Alonge  the  bridge,  alonge  the  road, 

A  jolly  crewe,  I  wotte;' — 
And  here  the  tailore  smotte  his  breaste, 
He  smelte  the  cabbage  potte! 

in'^'Uinr'an^  '        ^8^*  "^e  Noe's  arke, 

Boreas.  maW  bad  rr.^f  ^..'^^^K??®  ^^^^J 
ortiiogra^jre.         -L  he  hail  pour  d  taste,  loude  roared  the  Blaste, 
Yet  stille  we  moved  alonge; 
And  sung  in  chorus,  "  Cease,  loud  Borus," 
A  very  oharmiiige  longe. 
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' "  BrsToe,  bravissimoe,'*  I  cried. 

The  sounde  was  quite  elatioge; 
But,  in  a  trice,  upon  the  ice, 
We  hearde  the  nones  skaitinge. 

'  The  ice  was  here,  the  ice  was  there, 
It  was  a  dismale  mattere. 

To  see  the  cargoe,  one  by  one, 
Flounderinge  in  the  wattere  ! 

'  With  rout  and  roare,  we  reached  the  shore, 

And  never  a  soul  did  sinke; 
But  in  the  rivere,  gone  for  evere, 

Swum  our  meate  and  drinke. 


Their  mirth  in- 
tecntpted. 


And  the  psawnmn 
exercise  themaMTW 
in  the  pleasant  art 
of  swimminge,  m 
doeth  also  their 
prog,  to  witte,  great 
store  (rf  ooide  roa»> 
ted  beef;  item,  aoe 
beef -stake  pve : 
it«n.  Tiii  ohopfJues 
<d  iisqaebMgh. 


'  At  lengthe  we  spied  a  goode  grey  goose, 

Thorough  the  snow  it  came; 
And  with  the  butte  ende  of  my  whippe, 

I  hailed  it  in  Goddfais  name. 


The  waggonere 
hailethe  ane  f^oose 
with  ane  uovel 
salutatiooB 


'  It  staggered  as  it  had  been  dranke, 

So  dexterous  was  it  hitte; 
Of  brokene  boughs  we  made  a  fire, 

Thomme  Lonoheone  roasted  itte.' — 


'  Be  done,  thou  tipsye  waggonere. 
To  the  feaste  I  must  awaye.' — 

The  waggonere  seized  him  bye  the  coatte, 
And  forced  him  there  to  staye, 

Begginge,  in  gentlemanlie  style, 
Butte  halfe  ane  hour's  delaye. 


The  tailore  im- 
patient to  be  gone, 
but  is  forciUy  por- 
auaded  to  remain. 


Past  Sxookd. 

*  The  crimson  sunne  was  rising  o'ere  Ths  waggoners'* 

The  verge  of  the  horizon;  fc **** 

Upon  my  worde,  as  faire  a  sunne  wards  the  sanne. 

As  ever  I  dapped  eyes  onne. 
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♦         ^g-y"  '  "  'TwiU  bee  ane  comfortable  thinm," 
TS  gSTSS     The  mutinous  crewe  'gan  cryeT^' 
MM  on  tlM  iano*     Twill  be  ane  oomfOTtable  tninge, 
ovAmnomn.  Within  the  jaile  to  lye; 

Ah  !  execrable  wretche,"  saide  they, 
"  Thftkte  oaiued  the  goow  to  die !" 

The   sunne  suf- 

X^^VhoS  'The  day  waa  drawing  near  itte's  close, 
followa.  the  same     -Ihe  sunne  was  well  nighe  settinge; 
not  being  mentioned  When  lo  !  it  seemed  as  iffe  his  face 
fa^^e^Uaate  Al-     Was  veUed  with  fringe-warke-nettinge. 

th^eHn"  the'X  '  '^^^  i***  ,^  tree. 

ject.   frome   which  „        ^  goodlye  ffuite, 

the  passengeres  draw  «omme  swore  itte  was  ane  foreigne  birde, 

wn»g0 oMMliuiMu.      Some  said  it  was  ane  brute; 

AIa6 !  it  was  ane  bumbaiMe 
Riding  in  pursuite  ! 

aritTh?°^^'ftt!I^  crye  sterte  uppe  behind, 

feS  LaihS?  ^'  «°iote  OUT  ears  Uke  thunder. 

Within  the  waggone  there  was  drede, 
Astonishmente  and  won<ter. 

Ana  from  the  carre  did  jump; 
One  after  one,  one  after  one, 
They  felle  with  heavy  thump. 

'  Six  miles  ane  houre  theye  offe  did  scoure, 
Like  shippes  on  ane  stormye  ocean, 

Theire  garments  flappinge  in  the  winde, 
With  ane  shorte  vaibtmy  motion. 

coIXenTeT'^S:  '  ^ve^fl^f  '^''^  ^^'^ 

bumbailiffe  with  ane  ,      7^^^   ^^'^  §^'^6; 

Mcndoza.  Why  star  st  thoue  soe  ?— With  one  goode 

blow, 

I  felled  the  bnmbailifie  !' 
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Past  Trikd. 

'  I  feare  thee,  auncient  waggonere, 

I  feare  thy  homye  fiste, 
For  itte  is  stained  with  goose's  gore, 

And  bailiffe's  blood,  I  wist. 

'  I  fear  to  gette  ane  fisticuffe 
From  thy  leathern  knuckles  brown ' ; 

With  that  the  tailore  strove  to  ryse — 
The  waggonere  thmsts  him  down. 

'  Thou  craven,  if  thou  mov'st  a  limbe, 
I'll  give  thee  cause  for  feare;' 

And  thus  went  on  that  tipsye  man, 
The  red-billed  waggonere. 

'  The  bumbaili£Fe  so  beantiful 

Declared  itte  was  no  joke, 
For,  to  his  knowledge,  both  his  legs 

And  fifteen  ribbes  were  broke. 

'  The  lighte  was  gone,  the  nighte  oame  on, 
Ane  hundrede  lanthems'  sheen 

Glimmerred  upon  the  kinge's  highwaye — 
Ane  lovelye  sighte,  I  ween. 

'  "  Is  it  he,"  quoth  one,  "  is  this  the  manne  ? 

I'll  laye  the  rascalle  stiffe  ;"— 
With  cruel  stit.ke  the  beak  he  broke 

Of  the  hannieM  bumbidliffe. 

'The  threatening  of  the  saaoye  rogue 

No  more  I  coulde  abide; 
Advancing  forthe  my  goode  right  legge 

Three  paces  and  a  stride, 
I  sent  my  lefte  foot  dexterously 

Seven  mches  thro'  his  side. 

'Up  came  the  seconde  from  the  vanne; 

We  had  scarcely  fought  a  round, 
When  someone  smote  me  from  behinde, 

And  I  fell  down  in  a  swoond: 


The  tailore  meet> 
•th  Oorporal  Ftare. 


The  baOiffe  oom. 
(tUiiieth  of  con. 
riderable  denmge- 
ment  of  his  "^n*^** 
economye. 

Policemen  with 
their  lanthomes. 
pursue  the  wag- 
gonera. 


Stqroeth  twmty- 
feete  m  fanitatione 
of  tile  Admirable 
Criehtovn. 


Complaineth  of 
foul  play  and  falleth. 
down  in  ane  trance. 
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Om  aoteth  the  •  And  when  my  head  besran  to  oleur. 
g«Jj^l  Job  .  com.     I  tijg  "Vemering  crew- 

Quoth  one,  "  this  man  hath  penance  done, 
And  penaooe  more  shall  do."  ' 


Part  Fourth. 


The    waggonere  '  0  Freedom  is  a  glorious  thing  f — 


I'd  rather  in  a  halter  swing, 
Than  in  a  dungeon  lie. 


Tww  ,7W>n««o  '  The  jailere  came  to  bring  me  foode. 
tiokleth  the  spleen      i7r,-„~+  j*  ,„iii  t  ^ 
of  the  i.aer.  who  „*^°T  ,     ^  ^     J"®'' .  i.. 
dkunoee  ane  Fu*  turned  up  the  white  o  his  eye 

daogo.  When  I  stuck  mm  in  the  liver. 

Rejoicethe  in  the  'His  threade  of  life  was  snant:  once  more 
fragra,    of  the  aire.     I  reached  the  open  streete  ; 

The  people  sung  out  "  Gardyloo  " 

As  I  ran  down  the  streete. 
Methought  the  blessed  air  of  heaven 
Never  smelte  so  sweete. 

oftheguu  0  ^  walked  with  feare  and  drede; 

And  every  fifteen  steppes  I  tooke 

I  turned  about  my  heade, 
For  feare  the  corporal  of  the  guarde 

Might  close  behind  me  trede ! 

*  Behold,  upon  the  western  wave 
Setteth  the  broad  bright  sunne; 

So  I  must  onward,  as  I  have 
FuU.fiftem  miles  to  runne; — 

ustan.  whilke  way  I've  gone, 

Tell  them  I  took  the  othere  road,' 
Said  hee.  and  trotted  onne. 


vAonm 


The  teU(ne  nnhed  into  the  roome, 

O'ertnraing  throe  or  foure; 
Fractured  his  skuUe  against  the  walle, 

And  worde  spake  never  more ! ! 


MORALK. 

Such  is  the  fate  of  foolish  men, 
The  danger  all  may  see, 

Of  those,  who  list  to  waggonere, 
And  keepe  bad  companye. 


to  whomr  ano  utM 
accidents  happ«neth. 
Whereupon  follow- 
eth  the  morale  very 

r per  to  be  had 
minde  by  all 
members  of  the 
Dilettanti  Society 
when  they  come 
over  the  bridge 
at  these  honfes. 
Wher^ore  let  them 
take  heed  and  not 
lay  Mame  where  il 
lyeAaoM. 


TO  A  BOTTLE  OF  OLD  PORT. 
(MOOU) 

When  he  who  adores  thee  has  left  bat  the  dregs 

Of  such  famous  old  stingo  behind, 
Oh  !  say  will  he  bluster  and  weep  t   No,  'ifegs ! 

He'll  seek  for  some  more  of  the  kind. 
He'll  laugh  and  though  doctors  perhaps  may  con- 
demn— 

Thy  tide  shall  efface  the  decree, 
For  many  can  witness,  though  subiect  to  phlegm, 
He  has  altwtkyt  been  laithru!  to  tme ! 

With  thee  were  the  dreams  of  his  earliest  love, 

Every  rap  in  his  pocket  was  thine, 
And  his  very  last  prayer,  every  morning,  by  Jove  I 

Was  to  finish  the  evening  in  wine. 
How  blest  are  the  tipplers  whose  heads  can  outlive 

The  effects  of  four  bottles  of  thee, 
But  the  next  dearest  blessing  that  heaven  can  give, 

b  to  stagger  hmne  nran^  from  tiiree ! 
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TBI  LAST  LAMP  OF  THE  ALLEY. 
(MOOU) 

Tm  last  lamp  of  the  alley 

Is  burning  alone  ! 
All  its  brilluuit  omnpaniona 

Are  ahiTwed  and  mme. 
No  lamp  of  her  kinc&ed. 

No  burner  is  nigh, 
To  rival  her  glimmer, 

Or  light  to  supply. 

rU  nol  leave  tiiee,  thou  l<»e  one  t 

To  ranish  in  smoke; 
As  the  bright  ones  are  shattered. 

Thou  too  shalt  be  broke: 
Thus  kindly  I  scatter 

Thy  globe  o'er  the  street; 
Where  the  watch  in  his  ramblet 

Thy  fragments  shall  meet. 

Then  home  will  I  stagger, 

As  well  as  I  may; 
By  the  light  of  my  note  swe 

I'll  find  out  the  way. 
When  thy  blaze  is  extinguished, 

Thy  brilliancy  gone, 
Oh !  my  beak  shaJl  iliomine 

The  alley  alone. 


TBI  QALlONaKK. 

A  nuewnnF  o»  a  rumasu  tau. 

(BTBOir) 

The  Pacha  sat  in  his  divan, 
•Vith  silver-sheathed  ataghan; 
And  called  to  him  a  Galiongee, 
Ckune  lately  from  the  Eoxine  Sea 


To  Stftmboiil;  ohaini  were  on  his  fnet, 
And  fetten  on  his  h*ada  were  seen, 
Beoaoie  he  wm  m  TXmunm: 

When,  duly  making  reverence  meet. 
With  hMignty  glanoe  on  that  divan. 
And  onrling  Up,  he  thai  befi*: 

*  By  broad  Phingori's  silver  light. 
When  sailing  at  the  noon  of  n^t, 
Bismillsh !  whom  did  we  descry 

But  dark  corsairs,  who,  bent  on  spoil, 

Athwart  the  deep  sea  ever  toil ! 
We  knew  their  blood-red  flags  on  h^(h: 
The  Capitan  he  called,  beliM, 
With  gesture  proud,  to  bid  us  strike, 
And  t(4d  his  Sonbaohis  to  spare 
Of  not  one  eoiJp  »  siiq^  hake, 
Though  garbs  of  green  sh-       Emiss  tMeel 
It  boots  not,  Paoha,  to  i  e 

What  sotds  weee  sent  to  j:.  :s  thfOM^ 
How  Azrael's  arrows  scattered  fate, 

How  wild,  wet,  wearied,  and  alone. 
When  all  my  crew  were  drench'd  in  blood* 
Or  floated  lifeless  on  the  flood, 
I  fought  unawed,  nor  e'er  thought  I 
To  shout  "  Amaun  !"  the  craven's  cry— 

1  took  my  hMidkerchief  to  wipe 

My  bnnikig  tnrow,  and  thmi  I  took, 
With  placid  hand,  my  long  chibouqn^ 
lliat  is  to  say,  my  Turkish  pipe, 
And  having  clappM  it  in  my  oheek 
Disdaining  e'er  a  word  to  speak, 
I  shouted  to  the  pirate,  "  Now, 
Yon'ira  iaUfy  bee*  am,  I  eUoir,"  '  fte. 
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XXAtS 


JOHN  KEATS. 

STANZAS  ON  CHARLES  ARMITAGE  BROWN. 
(SPENSER) 

He  is  to  weet  a  melancholy  carle: 
Thin  in  the  waiat,  with  bushy  head  of  hair, 
As  hath  the  seeded  thistle  when  in  parle 
It  holds  the  Zephyr,  ere  it  sendeth  foir 
Its  light  balloons  into  the  summer  air; 
Therto  his  beard  had  not  begun  to  bloom, 
No  brush  had  touch'd  his  chin,  or  razor  sheer; 
No  care  had  touch'd  his  cheek  with  mortal  doom. 
But  new  he  was  and  bright  as  scarf  from  Peraiaa  loom. 

Ne  cared  he  for  wine,  or  half  and  half, 
Ne  cared  he  for  fish  or  flesh  or  fowl, 
And  sauces  held  he  worthless  as  the  chaff; 
He  'sdeigned  the  swine-head  at  the  wassail-bowI ; 
Ne  with  lewd  ribbalds  sat  he  cheek  by  jowl; 
Ne  with  sly  Lemans  in  the  scomer's  chair; 
But  after  water-brooks  this  Pilgrim's  soul 
Panted,  and  all  his  food  was  woodland  air 
Though  he  would  oft-times  feast  on  gilUflowers  rare. 

The  slang  of  cities  in  no  wise  he  knew, 
Tipping  the  wink  to  him  was  heathen  Qreek; 
He  sipp'd  no  olden  Tom  or  ruin  blue, 
Or  nantK  or  cherry-brandy  drank  full  meek 
By  many  a  damsel  hoarse  and  rouge  of  cheek; 
Nor  did  he  know  each  aged  watchman's  beat. 
Not  in  obscured  purlieus  would  he  seek 
For  curldd  Jewesses,  with  ankles  neat, 
Who  as  they  walk  abroad  make  tinkling  with  their  feet. 


UATB 
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ON  OXFORD. 

(wobdswobth) 

The  Gothic  looks  solemn, 

The  plain  Doric  column 
SupjportB  an  old  Bishop  and  GroBier; 

The  mouldering  arch. 

Shaded  o'er  by  a  larch 
Stcmds  next  door  to  Wilson  tiw  Honer. 

Vic^ — ^that  is,  by  turns, — 

O'er  pale  faces  mourns 
The  black  tassell'd  trencher  and  common  hat; 

The  Chantry  boy  sings, 

The  Steeple-bell  rings, 
And  as  for  the  Chancellor— tiomtnaf. 

There  are  plenty  of  trees, 

And  plenty  of  ease. 
And  plenty  of  fat  deer  ^ov  FUsov; 

And  when  it  is  venison. 

Short  is  the  benison, — 
Then  eeoh  on  a      or  tiiigh  fasteni. 
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B«  CN>IJUUDOB 


HARTLEY  COLERIDGE. 
he  livbd  amidst  th'  untrodden  wat& 
(woboswobzh) 

He  livec  amidst  tL'  untrodden  w&jb 

To  Rydal  Lake  that  lead; 
A  oard  whom  there  were  none  to  praise, 

And  very  few  to  read. 

Beiiind  a  cloud  his  mystic  sense, 

Deep  hidden,  who  can  spy  ? 
Bright  as  the  night  whm  not  a  star 

Is  shining  in  the  sky. 

Unread  his  works — his  '  Milk  White  Doe  * 

With  dust  is  dark  and  dim; 
It's  still  in  Longman's  shop,  and  oh  I 

The  difference  to  him  ! 


BRTOIM 
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JOHN  HAMILTON  REYNOLDS. 
PETEB  BBLL:  A  LYBICAL  BALLAD. 
(WOBDSWOBTH) 

I  do  affizm  tbftt  I  mii  the  rial  Suo*  Pdm.— BoM  Arete  /or 

Wijt. 

Z. 

It  is  the  thirty-first  of  March, 
A  gusty  evening — half -past  seven; 
The  moon  is  shining  o'er  the  Uuroh, 
A  simple  shape — a  cock'd-up  aroh, 
Rising  biffger  than  a  star, 
Though  the  stan  are  thick  in  Heaven. 

n. 

Gentle  moon !  how  canst  thou  shine 
Over  graves  and  over  trees, 
With  as  innocent  a  look 
As  my  own  grey  eyeball  sees, 
Whm  I  gaze  upm  a  l»ook ! 

m. 

Od's  me !  how  the  moon  doth  shine: 
It  doth  make  a  pretty  glitter, 
Playing  in  the  waterfall; 
As  when  Lucy  Gray  doth  littw 
Her  baby-honee  with  boglee  nnaU. 

nr. 

Beneath  the  ever  blessed  moon 
An  old  man  o'er  an  old  grave  stares, 
You  never  look'd  upon  lus  fellow; 
His  brow  is  covered  with  grey  hain» 
As  though  they  were  an  umbrella 
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V. 

He  hath  a  noticeable  look/ 

This  old  man  hath — ^this  grey  old  man; 

He  gazes  afc  the  graves,  wd  seems, 

With  over  waiting,  over  wan, 

Like  Susan  Harvey's'  pan  of  creams. 

VI. 

'T  is  Peter  Bell— 't  is  Peter  Bell, 
Who  never  stirreth  in  the  day; 
His  hand  is  wither'd — he  is  old ! 
On  Sundays  he  is  us'd  to  pray. 
In  winter  he  is  very  cold.' 

VII. 

I've  seen  him  in  the  month  of  August, 

At  the  wheaifield,  hoar  by  hour, 

Picking  ear, — ^by  ear, — ^by  ear, — 

Through  wind, — and  rain, — and  sun, — and  shower, 

Irom  year,— 4»  y«ar,— to  year,--to  year. 

VIII. 

You  never  saw  a  wiser  man. 
He  knows  his  Numeration  Table; 
He  counts  the  sheep  of  Harry  Gill,* 
Every  night  that  he  is  able, 
When  the  sheep  are  on  tlM  hill. 

TX. 

Betty  Foy— My  Betty  Foy,— 
Is  the  aunt  of  Peter  Bell; 

'  A  noticeable  man  with  large  grey  eyes.'— £yri«a{  BaiOtdt. 
3  Dairy-maid  to  Mr.  Gill. 

^  Petw  Bell  resembleth  Harry  Oil!  in  this  particular: 
'  His  teeth  the7  chatter,  chatter,  chatter.' 
I  should  have  introduced  this  fact  in  the  text,  bat  that  Harry  Gill 
would  not  rhyme.    I  reserve  this  for  my  blank  verse. 

*  Harry  Gill  was  the  original  proprietor  of  Barbara  Lewthwaite's 
pet  lamb;  and  he  also  bred  Betty  Fot's  odebrated  p(my.  got  «igtak- 
•Ify(Nil(rf»Ni^tiBM»,  by  ft  dMosBcUiit  ol  the  gtMfe  TioyHi  kone. 
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And  credit  me,  as  I  would  have  you, 
Simon  Lee  was  once  his  nephew, 
And  his  niece  is  Alice  Fell.^ 

X. 

He  is  rurally  related; 
Peter  Bell  hath  country  cousins, 
(He  had  once  a  worthy  mother) 
Bells  and  Peters  by  the  dozens. 
But  Peter  Bell  he  nath  no  Irother. 

XI. 

Not  a  brother  owneth  he, 
Peter  Bell  he  hath  no  brother, 
His  mother  had  no  other  son. 
No  other  son  e'er  oall'd  her  mother; 
PetMT  Bell  hath  brother  none. 

xn. 

Hark  !  the  churchyard  brook  is  singing 
Its  evening  song  amid  the  leaves; 
And  the  peering  moon  doth  look 
Sweetly  on  that  singing  brook, 
Bound^  and  sad  as  though  it  grieves. 

xni. 

Peter  Bell  doth  lift  his  hand, 
Thi^  thin  hand,  which  in  tl^  l^(ht 
Looketh  like  to  oiled  paper; 
Paper  oiled,— oily  bright, — 
And  held  up  to  a  wmxen  tapor. 

XIV. 

The  hand  of  Petw  Bell  is  busy, 
Undor  the  puKt^houae  oi  his  nain; 

*■  Mr.  Shwidftn,  in  his  sweet  poem  of  the  OrUie,  supfdiM  on*  <rf  Ul 
iMfoea  witii  m  ainguhirly  clustering  a  relationship. 

'  I  have  here  changed  the  shape  of  the  moon,  not  from  any  poetical 
heedlessnen.  or  human  pwrermty.  bat  becaose  man  is  fond  of 
change,  aad  in  this  I  bar*  •Indied  the  Bwtm^gniMl  TwMiM  oar 
being. 
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His  eye  is  like  a  solemn  sermon; 
The  little  flea  severely  fates, 
Tis  a  sad  day  for  tbe  Tnmiix. 

XV. 

He  is  thinking  of  the  Bible- 
Peter  Bell  is  old  and  blest; 
He  doth  pray  and  scratch  away, 
He  doth  scratch,  and  bitten,  pray 
To  flee  away,  and  be  afc  test. 

XVI. 

At  home  his  foster  child  is  cradled — 
Four  Invwn  bugs  are  feeding  there'; 
Catch  as  many,  sister  Ann, 
Catch  as  many  as  you  can' 
And  yet  the  httle  uoseots  spate. 

xvn. 

Why  should  blessed  insects  die  ? 
The  flea  doth  skip  o'er  Betty  Foy, 
Like  a  little  living  thing: 
Though  it  hath  not  fin  or  wing, 
Hath  it  not  a  moral  joy  ? 

xvin. 

I  the  poet  of  the  mountain, 
Of  the  waterfall  and  fell, 
I  the  mighty  mental  medlar, 
I  the  lonely  lyric  pedlar, 
I  the  Jove  of  Alice  FeU, 

XIX. 

I  the  Recluse — a  gentle  man,^ 
A  gpu^  man— a  simpJe  creature, 

>  I  have  a  similar  idea  in  my  Poem  on  finding  s  Bird's  Nest: 
'Look I  ^  blue  eggs  are  gleamin?  there.' 
SibJi'"™*^  "*  different,  so  I  trust  no  one  wiU  difiFer  with  the 

JLi  *^f«^        before;  bat  in  thus  printing  them 

•^InJ  neither  tarnish  their  value,  nor  injure  thor  MnHyT 

*  See  my  Sonnet  to  Sleep: — 

'  I  suiel  J  not  a  man  weiiUy 
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Who  would  not  hurt — Ood  shMd  the  thing, 

The  merest,  meanest  May-bug's  wing, 
Am  tender  in  my  tender  nature. 


I  do  doat  on  my  dear  wife, 

On  the  linnet,  on  the  worm, 

I  can  see  sweet  written  salads 

Grovring  in  the  Lyric  Ballads, 

And  alwftys  find  them  green  and  firm. 

XXI. 

Peter  Bell  is  laughing  now, 
Like  a  dead  man  making  faces; 
Never  saw  I  smile  so  old. 
On  face  so  wrinkled  and  so  cold, 
Since  the  Idiot  Boy's  grimaces. 


Wh«»  I  saw  him  in  his  breeches; 
Ragged  though  they  were,  a  pair 
Fit  for  a  grey  old  man  to  wear; 
Saw  1dm  poking,— gathering  leeohas.^ 

xxm. 

And  gather'd  leeches  are  to  him, 
To  Peter  Bell,  like  gather'd  flowers; 
They  do  yield  him  such  delight. 
As  roses  poach'd  from  porch  at  nigh^ 
Or  pluck'd  from  oratoric'  bowers. 


How  that  busy  smile  doth  hurry 
O'er  the  cheek  of  Pdter  Bell; 

1  See  my  atorv  of  (he  Leeoh-gKUiflnr.  tbe  fiiiMl  pova  in  tha 
world, — except  (hia. 

*  '  Ah  I'  Mid  tbe  Briar.  '  bUune  me  not.' 


XX. 


xxn. 


XXIV. 


Abo,— 


'  The  Oak,  a  Giant  and  •  Sage, 
Hia  naithbMr  Una  mUttm'i 
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He  it  sorely  in  a  flurry, 
Hurry  skurry — ^hurry  skurry, 
Such  ddight  I  may  not  tell. 

XXV. 

Hii  stick  is  made  of  wilding  wood, 
His  hat  was  formerly  of  felt, 
Kis  duffel  cloak  of  wool  is  made. 
His  stockings  are  from  stock  in  trade. 
His  beUy's  belted  with  a  belt. 

XXVI. 

His  father  was  a  bellman  once. 
His  mother  was  a  beldame  old; 
They  kept  a  shop  at  Keswick  Town, 
Close  by  the  Bell,  (beyond  the  Crown.) 
And  pins  and  peppermint  they  sold. 

XX  vn. 

He  is  stooping  now  about 

O'er  the  gravestones  one  and  two; 
The  clock  is  now  a  striking  eight. 
Four  more  hours  and  't  wiP  be  late, 
And  Peter  Bell  hath  much  to  do. 

xxvin. 

O'er  the  gravestones  three  and  four. 
Peter  stoopeth  old  and  wise; 
He  counteth  with  a  wizard  glee 
The  graves  of  all  his  family, 
While  the  hooting  owlet  cries. 

XXIX. 

Peter  Bell,  he  readeth  ably. 
All  his  letters  he  can  tell; 
Roman  W, —  Roman  S, 
In  a  minute  he  can  guess. 
Without  the  aid  of  Dr.  Bell. 

XXX. 

Peter  keeps  a  gentle  pony. 
But  the  pony  w  not  nece; 
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Stuan  who  is  very  tiUl/ 

And  very  sick  and  sad  withal, 
Bides  it  slowly  far  and  near. 

XXXI. 

Hark !  the  voice  of  Peter  Bell, 

And  the  belfry  bell  is  knelling; 

It  soundeth  dirowsily  and  dead. 

As  thuush  a  corse  th'  '  Excursion  '  read; 

Or  Martha  Ray  her  tale  was  telling. 

xxxn. 

Do  listen  unto  Peter  Bell, 

While  your  eyes  with  tears  do  glisten: 

Silence !  his  old  eyes  do  read 

All,  on  which  the  boys  do  tread 

When  hoUdays  do  come — ^Do  listen ! 

xxxm. 

The  ancient  Marinere  lieth  here, 
Never  to  rue,  although  he  pray'd, — 
But  all  men,  all,  must  have  their  fattingi; 
And,  like  the  Fear  of  Mr.  Collins,' 
He  died  *  ci  somida  himself  had  made.' 


ZZXXT. 

Dead  mad  mother, — Martha  Ray, 

Old  Matthew  too,  and  Betty  Foy,  i 
lAck-a-daisy  !  here's  a  rout  full; 
Simon  Lee  whose  age  was  doufatfnl,' 
Simon  even  the  Fates  destroy. 

»  'Loitg  SutaK  by  deep  loat  in  thought.'— rA«  Idiot  Boy. 
_   See  wh«fe  I  uve  eud  of  this  man  in  my  excellent  supplementary 
rr^aet.  . 

*  I  CMinot  radrt  quoting  the  following  lines,  to  show  how  I  pre- 
•arvB  Bay  ayatem  from  youth  to  age.  As  Simon  was,  so  he  is.  And 
<me  and  twmtv  years  have  scarcely  altered  (except  by  death)  that 
eheerfol  and  dbeify-diMkMl  Old  MoatMiHi.  T\m  is  th*  tnth  ol 
Poetry. 

'  In  the  sweet  shire  oi  Cardigan, 
Not  tar  troiii  pleasant  Ivor-hall; 
An  old  man  dwell*— a  little  man — 
I'Te  beard  he  once  was  taU; 

Q 
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XXXV. 

Hany  Oil!  is  gone  to  rest, 
Goody  Blake  is  food  for  maggot; 
They  lie  sweetly  side  by  side, 
Beautiful  as  when  they  died; 

•hall  the  i^k  faggot. 

XXXTI. 

Still  he  reads,  and  still  the  moon 

On  the  churchyard's  mounds  doth  shine; 

The  brook  is  still  demurely  singing, 

Again  the  belfry  bell  is  ringing, 

'T  is  nine  o'clock,  six,  seven,  eight,  nine ! 

xxxvu. 

Patient  Peter  pores  and  proses 

On,  from  simple  n-ave  to  grave; 

Here  marks  the  children  uiatch'd  to  heavm, 

None  left  to  Uunder  '  we  are  seven '  ;— 

Even  Andrew  Jonee'  no  pownr  could  save. 

xxxvra. 
What  a  Sexton's  work'  is  here, 
Lord !  the  Idiot  Boy  is  gone; 
And  Barbara  Lewthwait&s  fate  the  lame. 
And  cold  as  mutton  is  her  lamb; 
And  Alice  Fell  is  bone  by  b<me. 

XXXIX. 

And  tears  are  thick  with  Peter  Bell, 
Yet  still  he  sees  one  blessed  tomb; 
Tow'rds  it  he  creeps  with  spectacles, 
And  bending  on  his  leather  knees. 
He  reads  tM  Lakdest  Poet's  doom. 


Of  years  he  haB  apon  Itto  bMk, 

No  doubt,  a  burtbrn  mtigbtj'. 
He  says  be  ia  thiMMOie  and  ten. 

Bat  otbera  sax  Iw's  eigbty.' 

Thew  lines  were  writtoa  in  tha  mmmer  of  1798,  Mid  I  bettomd 
gc«at  btbour  upon  them.  ^ 

i  Andrew  Jones  was  •  very  singular  old  man.  See  my  POem. 
'  I  hate  that  Aadfew  Jones— he'll  breed,'  etc. 

*  *  Lsk  thy  wheeibMfow  tHaut,*  «te.  See  my  Pcaa  to  n  Sraton. 


XL. 

The  letters  printed  are  by  fate, 
The  death  tney  mv  was  luicide; 
He  re«da— *  Han  Beth  W.  W. 

Who  never  more  will  trouble  you,  trouble  you* 
The  old  man  smokes  who 't  is  that  died. 

xu. 

Go  home,  go  home— old  Man,  go  home; 
Peter,  lay  thee  down  at  night, 
Thou  art  happy,  Peter  Bell, 
Say  thy  prayers  for  AUoe  Fell, 
Thon  hMt  nen  »  bie«ed  lii^t. 

XLn. 

He  quits  that  moonlight  yard  of  skulls, 

And  still  he  feels  right  glad,  and  smiles 

With  moral  joy  at  that  old  tomb; 

Peter's  cheek  recalls  its  bloom. 

And  as  he  creepeth  by  the  tUit, 

He  mutters  ever—'  W.  W. 

Never  more  will  trouble  ym,  troabto  you.* 

Bert  endeA  the  ballad  of  Peter  Bdl. 


ROBERT  OILFILLAN. 

BLUB  wasmm  ovn  thb  mmoM/L 
(ioon) 

Rbad,  reati,  Woedtlodt  tad  WaoeHey, 

Turn  pv«  ry  page  and  re^H  fofwtrd  im  mdm; 
Read,  read,  every  tale  cle\  ly, 
AU  the  o4d  novels  are  ovb.  the  bordw 
Many  a  bo(  k  lies  dead, 
L)uaty  and  uever  read. 
Many  ft  ohiel  want«  a  thread  t^  his  st<Hry; 

While  Walter,  that  king  o'  mm, 
Joit  with  hk  rii^le  pen, 
Lite  *  gkuQ^  nai  p'ngpif,  wmnhm  en  is  U*  t^xmyt 

Come  from  your  tales  faD  of  mttrdera  amazing, 
Come  from  romaunts  gone  to  '^^d  long  ago; 
Come  from  the  scribblers  whom  pye-n^a  are  liaising, 
Come  to  Redgaundei  and  brave  Immkot ! 
Scott's  fame  is  sjund^g. 
Readers  abo  nding, 
Bli^  laarels  long  circle  ht<<  looks  thin  and  hoary  I 
Scotland  shall  many  a  lay 
Speak  of  her  bard,  and  say. 
He  liTiad  lor  hk  ooaalry,  aad  wrote  ixxt  her  #oty! 
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"Hi.  Vmm  KBOOUIAtTER. 

{(muama) 

L 

Alack  '  'tis  n  eUrs  holy      me  to  think 
How  Li^M^niag  dufch  in'  u^ged  stAtes  «Ude, 
ftd,  likf  her  bttuMi  *  omTobaotirely  blink, 

in  peniiiv   glot      vu  !  --f  -neiB,  scarcely  spie^l 
!f(it,  M  HI  Foui         H.  ^  Ukd  domes  of  pn 
Served  with  drav    obp'      Ut»  a  tn^c  (juei 
Bet  w'  h  O!  cm    U'd  to  hide, 

In  midst    '  ^^^j^  oud  li    aes  areen. 

In  tiwt  daj     m:baf^  um  GoBce  )  of  KibMiit 

n. 

t>        looketh  South  and  West  alsoe, 
>isc& ivth  a  oast  in  windows  twain; 
Lrazy  a?  I  cra^'d  they  be,  and  wind  doth  bl^ 
Thoroug    transparent  holes  in  every  pant 
VVliich      a,  with  many  paines,  makes  wh 
With  n     er  garn  ents,  wnfoh  hfe  thrift  dc, 
To  St        or  "^lass,  like  pronouns,  and  whe 
St  he  puts,  '  onoe  more  unto  the  bi 

Onti^        d  in,  tho'  fatoke,  yst  so  be  mradeth  eu 

m. 

And   .1  the  midst  a  little  door  there  is, 
Whe  eon  a  board  that  doth  congratulate 
With  punted  I«tten,  red  m  Mood  I  wis, 
ThoR  written, 

'children  TAKXn  Ui  TO  BATE.' 

I  )ft,  indeed,  the  inward  d  ^tuit  gate, 
t  ventriloque,  doth  utter  tender  squeak, 
Ai^d  means  of  infants  that  bemoan  their  iube. 
In  midst  of  sounds  of  Latin,  Erenoh,  and  Greek, 
Which,  all  i'  the  Irith  toagne,  he  teaeheth  them  to 
speak. 
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nr. 

For  some  are  meant  to  right  illegal  mrmigs, 
And  some  for  Doctors  of  Bivinitie, 
Wlu>m  he  doth  teach  to  murder  the  dead  tongues. 
And  so  win  academical  degree; 
But  some  are  bred  for  service  of  the  sea, 
Howbeit,  their  store  ol  iMming  is  but  small. 
For  mickle  waste  he  counteth  it  would  be 
To  stock  a  head  with  bookish  wares  at  all, 
Only  to  be  knocked  <^  by  ruthless  cannon  ball. 

V. 

Six  babes  he  sways, — some  little  and  some  big, 
Divided  into  classes  six; — alsoe. 
He  keeps  a  parlour  boarder  of  a  pig, 
That  in  the  College  fareth  to  and  fro, 
And  picketh  up  the  urchins'  crumbs  below, — 
And  eke  the  learned  rudiments  they  scan. 
And  thus  his  A,  B,  C,  doth  wisely  know,— 
Hereafter  to  be  shown  in  caravan, 
And  raise  the  wonderment  of  many  a  learned  man. 

VI. 

Alsoe,  he  schools  some  tame  familiar  fowls, 
Whereof,  above  his  head,  some  two  or  three 
Sit  darkly  squatting",  like  Minerva's  owls. 
But  on  the  branches  of  no  living  tree. 
And  overlook  the  learned  family; 
While,  sometimes,  Partlet,  from  her  glo<Mny  pNoh, 
Drops  feather  on  the  nose  of  Dominie, 
Meanwhile,  with  swioos  eye,  he  makn  research 
In  kftves  of  that  sour  tree  of  knowie^{e— oow  «  Inroh. 

VII. 

No  chair  he  hath,  the  awful  Pedagogue, 

Such  as  would  magisterial  hams  imbed. 

But  sitteth  lowly  on  a  beechen  log, 

Secure  in  high  authority  and  dread: 

Isrm,  as  a  dome  for  le«ming,  seems  his  head. 

And  like  Apollo's,  all  beset  with  rays. 
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Bee  use  his  looks  are  so  nnktmpt  and  nd. 
And  stand  abroad  in  many  several  ways: — 
No  laord  orown  he  wears,  howbeit  his  cap  is  baize. 

vm. 

And,  underneath,  a  pair  of  shaggy  brows 
O'erhang  as  many  eyes  o*  gizzM^  hue, 
That  inward  giblet  of  a  fowl,  which  shows 
A  mongrel  tint,  that  is  ne  brown  ne  blue; 
His  nose, — it  is  a  coral  to  the  view; 
Well  nourished  with  Pierian  Potheen,— 
Fot  mnoh  he  loves  his  native  mountain  dew; — 
But  to  depict  the  dye  would  lack,  I  ween, 
A  bottle-red,  in  terms,  as  well  as  bottle-graen. 

IX. 

As  for  his  coat,  'tis  such  a  jerkin  short 
As  Spencer  had,  ere  he  composed  his  Tales; 
But  underneath  he  hath  no  vest,  nor  aught. 
So  tL&t  the  wind  his  airy  breast  assails; 
Below,  he  wears  the  nether  earb  of  males, 
Of  crimson  plush,  but  non-plushed  at  the  knee; — 
Thence  further  down  tiie  native  red  provaib. 
Of  htt  own  aalnd  fleecy  ho^mj: — 
Two  saadals,  wHhoat  mIm,  oompMe  hk  oap-a-pee. 

X. 

Nathless,  for  dignity,  he  now  doth  lap 
His  function  in  a  magisterial  gown, 
That  shows  more  countries  in  it  than  a  map,— > 
Blue  tinct,  and  red,  and  green,  and  russet  &own. 
Besides  some  blots,  standmg  for  country-town; 
And  eke  some  rents,  for  streams  and  rivers  wide; 
But,  sometimes,  bashful  when  he  looks  adown, 
Hetums  the  garment  of  the  other  side, 
BofeM  tiiat  ao  the  holes  may  never  be  espied ! 

XI. 

And  see  he  sits,  amidst  the  little  pack, 
Hbai  look  ior  aliady  or  for  wmaj  dood. 
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Within  his  visage,  like  an  almanack, — 
His  quiet  smile  foretelling  gracious  boon: 
But  when  his  mouth  droopu  down,  like  rainy  moon. 
With  horrid  chill  each  little  heart  unwarms, 
Knowing  that  infant  show'rs  will  follow  soon. 
And  with  forebodings  of  near  wrath  and  storms 
They  sit,  like  timid  haxea,  all  trembli^  on  tbeor  forms. 

xn. 

Ah  !  luckless  wight,  who  cannot  then  repeat 
'  Corduroy  Colloquy,' — or  '  Ki,  Kae,  Kod,' — 
Full  soon  his  tears  bhail  make  hia  turfy  seat 
More  sodden,  tho'  aUeady  made  of  sod, 
For  Dan  shidl  whip  him  with  the  word  of  God, — 
Severe  by  rule,  and  not  by  nature  mild. 
He  never  spoils  the  child  and  spares  the  rod, 
But  spoils  the  rod  and  never  spares  the  child. 
And  soe  wiUi  hdy  rule  deeae  he  ii  reomwil'd. 

xm. 

But,  surely,  the  just  sky  will  never  wink 
At  men  who  take  delight  in  childish  throe, 
And  stripe  the  nether-urohin  like  a  pink 
Or  tender  hyacinth,  inscribed  with  woe; 
Such  bloody  Pedagoffues,  when  they  shall  know, 
By  useless  birohes,  that  fo^nm 
Which  is  no  holiday,-  in  Pit  below. 
Will  hell  not  seem  designed  for  their  distress, — 
A  m^neholy  plaoe,  that  is  all  bottomletee ! 

XIV. 

Yet  would  the  Mtue  not  chide  the  wholesome  use 

Of  needful  discipline,  iu  due  degree. 
Devoid  of  sway,  what  wrongs  will  time  produce, 
Whene'er  the  twig  untrained  grows  up  a  toee. 
This  shall  a  Carder,  that  a  Whiteboy  be, 
Ferocious  leaders  of  atrocious  bands, 
And  Learning's  help  be  used  for  infamie, 
By  lawless  clerks,  that,  with  their  bloody  hands. 
In  murder'd  English  write  Bock's  murderous  com- 
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XT. 

But  ah !  what  shrilly  cry  doth  now  alarm 
The  sooty  fowls  that  dozed  upon  the  beam, 
All  sudden  fluttering  from  the  Imuidfah'd  «rm, 
And  cackling  chorus  with  the  human  scream; 
Meanwhile,  the  scourge  plies  that  unkindly  seam, 
In  Phdim's  Im^es,  which  bares  his  naked  skin. 
Like  traitor  gap  in  warlike  fort,  I  deem. 
That  falsely  lets  the  fierce  besieger  in, 
Not  seeks  the  pedagogue  by  othn  eouxse  to  win. 

XVI. 

No  parent  dear  he  hath  to  heed  his  cries; — 
Alas  !  his  parent  dear  is  far  aloof, 
And  deep  in  Seven-Dial  cellar  lies. 
Killed  by  kind  cudgel-play,  or  gin  of  proof; 
Or  climbeth,  catwise,  on  some  London  roof, 
Singing,  perchance,  a  lay  of  Erin's  Isle, 
Or,  wnibt  he  labours,  weaves  a  fanoy>woof. 
Dreaming  he        his  home, — ^his  Phelim  smile; 
Ah  me  !  that  luckless  imp,  who  weepeth  all  the  while  I 

xvn. 

Ah !  who  can  paint  that  hard  and  heavy  iime, 
When  first  the  scholar  lists  in  learning's  train, 
And  mvunts  her  rugsed  steep,  enforc'd  to  dimb, 
Like  sooty  imp,  by  sharp  posterior  pain. 
From  blcK)dy  twig,  and  elw  that  Indian  cmw, 
Wherein,  alas  !  no  sugar'd  juices  dwell, 
For  this  the  while  one  stripling's  sluices  drain 
Anoth«r  weepeth  ovt^  ohillttains  fdl. 
Always  up<»i  t^  bed,  yet  nsvsr  to  be  t 

xvm. 

Anon  a  third,  for  his  delicious  root. 

Late  ravish'd  from  lus  tooth  by  elder  ohit. 

So  soon  is  human  violence  afoot, 

So  hardly  is  the  harmless  biter  bit ! 

Meanwhik,  the  tjT-ant,  with  untimeiv  wit 

And  monthing  face,  derides  the  smaU  one's  moan. 
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Who,  all  lamenting  for  his  loss,  doth  sit, 
Alaok,-4iijaohMioe  oomes  seldomtimes  alone, 
Bnt  aye  the  worried  dog  mwl  me  nuoe  ours  than  one. 

XIX. 

For  lo  !  the  Pedagogue,  with  sudden  dmb, 
bmites  Jiis  scald  head,  that  is  already  sore,— 
buperfluous  wound,— such  is  Misfortune's  rub  ! 
Who  straight  makes  answer  with  redoubled  roar 
And  sheds  salt  tears  twice  faster  than  before, 
rhat  stiU,  with  backward  fist  he  strives  to  dry: 
Washing,  with  brackish  moisture,  o'er  and  o'er 

TJiVSi^i"'**^^-  "^o'e  thereby. 

TiU  aU  hia  rainy  fmoe  looks  grim  as  rainy  sky. 

XX. 

So  Dan,  by  dint  of  noise,  obtains  a  peace. 
And  with  his  natural  untendw  knaokT 
By  new  distress,  bids  former  grievance  cease, 
Like  tears  dried  up  with  rugged  huckaback, 
iftat  sets  the  mournful  visage  all  awrack; 
Yet  soon  the  ciiildish  countenance  will  shine 
Even  as  thorough  storms  the  soonest  slack, 
*or  gnef  and  beef  in  adverse  ways  incUne, 
llus  keeps,  and  that  decays,  when  duly  soak'd  in  brine 


XXI. 


Now  aU  IS  hushed,  and,  with  a  look  profound, 
^e  Dominie  kys  ope  the  learned  page 
i?7°.u    1*  called);  although  he  doth  expound 
Without  a  book,  both  Greek  and  Latirsage; 
Now  teUeth  he  of  Rome's  rude  infant 
How  Romulus  was  bred  in  savage  wood? 
By  wet-nurse  wolf,  devoid  of  wolfish  rage: 
And  laid  foundation-stone  of  walls  of  ^d. 
But  watered  it,  alasi  witii  warm  fraternal  blood. 

xxn. 

Anon,  he  turns  to  that  Homeric  war. 

How  Troy  was  sieged  like  LondomleRy  town; 
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And  stout  Achilles,  at  his  jaunting-car, 
Dnttged  mighty  Hector  ^dth  a  bloody  crown: 
Andeke  the  Mtrd,  that  sung  of  tlMir  renown, 
In  garb  of  Greece  most  beggar-like  and  torn, 
He  paints,  with  collie,  wuid'ring  up  and  down: 
Becaoae,  at  once,  in  teven  cities  bom; 
And  so,  of  pwish  righti^  was,  all  his  da^,  forl<»n. 

xxm. 

Anon,  through  old  Mythology  he  goes. 
Of  gods  defunct,  and  all  their  peSgrees, 
But  shuns  th«  >  scandalous  amours,  and  shows 
How  Plato  wise,  and  clear-ey'd  Socrates,  * 
Confess'd  not  to  those  heathen  hes  and  shes; 
But  thro'  the  clouds  of  the  Olympic  cope 
Beheld  St.  Peter,  with  his  holy  keys, 
And  own'd  their  love  was  naught,  and  bow'd  to  Pope, 
Whilst  aU  thdr  purUind  race  in  Piigsa  mut  did  grope. 

XXIV. 

From  such  quaint  themes  he  turns,  at  last,  aside, 
To  new  philosophies,  that  still  are  green. 
And  shows  what  rail-roads  have  been  track'd  to  guide 
The  wheels  of  great  political  machine; 
If  English  com  should  grow  a)»oad,  I  ween. 
And  gold  be  made  of  gold,  or  paper  sheet; 
How  many  pigs  be  bom  to  each  spalpeen; 
And,  ah  !  how  man  shall  thrive  beyond  his  meat, — 
With  twenty  souls  alive,  to  om  square  sod  ot  peat ! 

XXV. 

Here,  he  makes  end;  and  all  the  fry  of  youth, 
That  stood  around  with  serious  look  intense, 
dose  up  again  their  gaping  eyes  and  mouth. 
Which  they  had  opened  to  his  eloquence, 
As  if  their  hearing  were  a  threefold  sense; 
But  now  the  current  <rf  his  words  is  done. 
And  whether  any  fruits  shall  spring  from  thmoe. 
In  future  time,  with  any  mother's  son, 
It  is  ft  ^ng,  Qod  wot !  wat  eta  be  UM.  by  ncme. 
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XXVI. 

Now  by  the  creeping  shadows  of  the  noon, 
The  hour  is  come  to  lay  aside  their  lore; 
The  cheerful  pedagomie  perceives  it  soon, 
And  cries,  '  Begone  !  unto  the  imps, — and  four 
Snatch  their  two  hats,  and  struggle  for  the  door, 
like  ardent  spirits  vented  from  a  cask, 
All  blythe  and  boisterous,— but  leave  two  more, 
With  Reading  made  Uneasy  for  a  task, 
To  weep,  whilst  all  their  mates  in  merry  sunshiiie  bask, 

xxvu. 

Litre  sportive  Elfins,  on  the  verdant  sod. 
With  tender  moss  so  sleekly  overgrown, 
That  doth  not  hurt,  but  kiss,  the  sole  unshod. 
So  soothly  kind  is  Erin  to  her  own ! 
And  one,  at  Hare  and  Hound,  plays  all  alone, — 
For  Phelim's  gone  to  tend  his  step-dame's  cow; 
Ah !  Phelim's  step-dame  is  a  canker'd  crone ! 
Whilst  other  twain  play  at  an  Irish  lor 
And,  with  shillelagh  small,  break  one  another's  brow  1 

xxvm. 

But  careful  Dominie,  with  ceaseless  thrift. 
Now  changeth  ferula  for  rural  hoe; 
But,  first  of  aU,  with  tender  hand  doth  shift 
His  college  gown,  because  of  solar  glow. 
And  hangs  it  on  a  bush,  to  scare  the  crow: 
Meanwhile,  he  plants  in  earth  the  dappled  bean. 
Or  trains  the  young  potatoes  all  a-row. 
Or  plucks  the  fragrant  leek  for  pottage  green. 
With  that  crisp  curly  hmh,  oaU»d  Kale  m  Ifaerdeen. 

XXIX. 

And  so  he  wisely  spends  the  fruitful  hours. 
Linked  each  to  each  by  labour,  like  a  bee; 
Or  rules  in  Learning's  haM,  or  trims  her  bow'rs;— 
Would  there  were  many  more  such  wights  as  he, 
To  sway  each  capital  academic 
Of  Cam  and  Isis,  for,  alack !  at  each 
There  dwells,  I  wot,  some  dronish  Dominie, 
That  does  no  garden  work,  nor  yet  doth  teach. 
Bat  wean  a  floury  head,  aad  taUn  in  fow'ry  speeehl 
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HUGOINS  AND  DUGOIN& 

A  fjunoMu.  Atnm  PtMra. 

Two  swains  or  clowns — ^but  call  them  swain'  • 

While  keeping  flocks  on  Salisbury  Plains, 

Fot      ^hat  tend  on  skeep  as  drovers, 

Are  turned  to  songsters,  or  to  loveis, 

Each  of  the  lass  he  call'd  his  dear 

Began  to  cand  loud  and  clear. 

First  Huggins  sang,  and  Duggins  then, 

In  the  way  of  ancient  shepherd  men; 

Who  thus  alternate  hitch'd  in  song, 

'  All  things  by  tnnis,  and  nothing  long.' 

Bvggim. 

Of  all  the  girls  about  our  place. 
There's  one  beats  all  in  form  and  face; 
Search  through  all  Great  and  Little  Bumpttead 
Yon'll  only  find  one  Bsggy  PtomsteMl 

To  groves  and  streams  I  tell  my  flam«; 
I  make  the  cliffs  repeat  her  name: 
When  I'm  inspired  by  gills  and  noggins, 
The  locki  le-edw  Bmy  Eof^xm  I 

Huggins. 

When  I  am  walking  in  the  grove, 
I  think  of  Peggy  as  I  rove. 
I'd  carve  her  name  on  every  tree, 
But  I  d<m't  know  my  A,  B,  C. 

Duggins. 

Whether  I  walk  in  hill  or  valley, 
I  think  of  nothing  else  but  Sall^. 
I'd  sing  her  praise,  but  I  can  smg 
No  song,  except  '  Qod  save  the  lung.' 


■ooo 

Huggitu. 

My  Peggy  does  aU  nymphs  excel, 
And  all  confess  she  bears  the  bell,— 
Where  er  she  goes  swains  flook  together. 
Like  sheep  thftt  foik>w  the  beUw«&r. 

Ditgghu. 

Sally  is  tall  and  not  too  straight,— 
Those  very  poplar  shapes  I  hate; 

But  something  twisted  like  an  S,  

A  orook  becomes  »  whfiphnrdwM 

Htiggijis, 

When  Pemy's  dog  her  arms  emprison, 
I  often        my  lot  was  hisn; 
How  often  I  should  stand  and  turn. 
To  get  a  pat  from  hands  like  hem. 

Duggins. 

I  tell  Sail's  lambs  how  blest  they  be. 
To  stand  about  and  stare  at  she; 
But  when  I  look,  she  turns  and  shies. 
And  won't  bear  none  but  their  sheep's-eyes  I 

Huggiru. 

Love  goes  with  Peggy  where  she  goes,— 
Beneath  her  smile  the  garden  grows- 
Potatoes  spring,  and  cabbage  starts,' 
Tatoes  have  eyes,  and  cabbage  hearts ! 

Duggina. 

Where  Sally  goes  it's  always  Spring, 

Her  presence  brightens  eveiythmg; 

The  sun  smiles  brigat,  but  where  her  grin  is. 

It  mftkes  brass  farthings  look  Uke  guineas. 

Htiggins. 
For  Peggy  I  can  have  no  joy. 
She's  sometimes  kind,  and  sometimes  coy. 
And  keeps  me,  by  her  wayward  tricks, 
As  9oii)lortless  as  shsep  i»Uh  ticks. 


wow 

Duggiru. 

Sally  li  ripe  m  June  or  May, 
And  yet  as  cold  as  Christmas  day; 
For  when  she's  asked  to  change  her  lot, 
Lamb'i  wool,— %at  Sally,  the  wool  not. 

Huggitu. 

Only  wHh  Pesgy  and  with  health, 

I'd  never  wisnHtor  state  or  wealth; 
Talkimz  of  having  health  and  more  pence, 
I'd  dr&k  her  hedth  if  I  had  foorpenoe. 

Duggina. 

Gh,  how  that  day  would  seem  to  shine, 
If  Sally's  banns  were  read  with  mine; 
She  cries,  when  such  a  wish  I  carry, 
*  Many  come  up !'  but  will  not  many. 


SEA  BONO. 
(DDMN) 

PiTKl  water  it  plays  a  good  part  in 
The  swabbing  tne  decks  and  all  that— 
And  it  finds  its  own  level  for  sartin — 
For  it  sartinly  drinks  very  flat: — 
For  my  part  a  drop  of  the  creator 
I  never  conid  think  was  a  fault, 
For  if  Tars  should  swig  water  by  natur, 
The  sea  would  have  never  ueen  salt ! — 
Tbm  off  yritk  it  into  a  jorum  ^ 
And  make  it  strong,  sharpish,  or  sweet, 
For  if  I've  any  sense  of  decorum. 
It  never  was  meant  to  be  neat ! — 

One  day  when  I  was  but  half  sober,— 
Half  measures  I  always  disdain — 
I  walk'd  into  a  shop  that  sold  Soda, 
And  ax'd  for  some  Water  Champagne:— 
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WeU.  the  lubber  hb  drew  and  he  draw,  bm 

Till  Id  shipped  mv  nx  bottles  or  more. 

And  blow  off  my  ImI  Umb  bnt  it' •  true,  boys. 

Why,  I  wam't  half  so  drunk  as  alore  I— 

Then  off  with  it  into  a  jorum, 

And  make  it  strong,  sharpish,  or  sweet, 

*or  if  I  ve  any  sense  of  decorum, 

It  never  was  meant  to  be  neat. 

•  WE  MET-'TWAS  IN  A  CROWD.' 
(T.  H.  BATLT) 

We  met— 'twas  in  a  mob-Hnd  I  tlioiiglit  he  had  done 

me — 

I  felt—I  could  i»t  feel— lor  no  watch  was  upon  me; 
llterV  ~  ooki-«id  his  paoe  ^  un' 

^  falteiT^  *®  PeH— but  my  smaU-boned  legs 

I  wore  my  bran  new  boots— and  unrivall'd  their 
brightness; 

*®  »  hair— how  I  hated  their  tightness ! 
AK*7i  '  came,  and  my  stride  had  a  tether, 

OtjAott  hast  been  the  cause  of  this  anguish,  my 

And  once  again  we  met— and  an  old  pal  was  near  him. 
He  swore,  a  something  low—but  'twas  no  use  to  fear 

him; 

I  seized  upon  his  arm,  he  was  mine  and  mine  only. 
And  stept-as  he  desery'd— to  cells  wnlohed  wd 

lonely : 

J»  wiU  be  tried-*ut  I  shaU  ne'er  receive 

The  watch  that  went  too  sure  for  an  artful  deceiver: 
The  world  may  thmk  me  gay.-heart  and  feet  ache 

togetlier, 

^Httiwirt^         ****  °*"**  °'         anguish,  my 


THOSE  MVEKOtQ  KILLS, 
(M OOEI) . 

Tbosb  Evening  Bells,  those  Bvening  Bellt» 

How  many  a  tale  their  music  tells, 

Of  Yorkshire  cakes  and  crumpets  prime, 

And  lettnt  only  jut  in  time ! — 

The  Maffin-boy  has  pass'd  away, 
The  Postman  gone — and  I  must  pay, 
For  down  below  Deaf  Mary  dwelb, 
And  does  not  hear  those  Evening  Bells. 

And  so  'twill  be  when  she  is  gone. 
That  tnmrfol  ^eal  will  stfil  rii^  on. 

And  other  maids  with  timely  yells 
Forget  to  stay  those  Evening  Bells. 


THB  WATER  PERI'S  903X0. 
(iKMMka) 

Farxwxll,  fareweU,  to  my  mother's  own  daoghter, 
The  child  that  she  wet-nursed  is  lapp'd  in  the  wftve ; 

The  JfttMit<-man  coming  to  fish  in  tnis  water 
Ad<b  •  tear  to  the  flood  A«t  weeps  over  htx  grave. 

This  sack  is  her  cottin,  this  water's  her  bier, 
This  greyish  bath  oloak  is  her  funeral  pall; 

And,  stranger,  O  stranger !  this  song  that  you  hear 
Is  her  epitaph,  elegy,  dirges,  and  all ! 

Farewell,  farewell,  to  the  child  of  Al  Hassan, 
My  mothnr's  own  danghter-^the  last  of  her  race— 

She's  a  corpse,  the  poor  body !  and  lies  in  this  basin. 
And  sleeps  in  the  water  that  washes  her  face. 


WILLIAM  MAKEPEACE  THACKERAY. 

CABBA0S8. 

(LBTinA  muzAamm  lamdok) 

Cabb^oxs  !  bright  green  oabbagM  ! 

Aroil's  loveliest  gifts,  I  guess. 

There  fai  not  a  mant  in  the  garden  laid, 

Raised  by  the  dung,  dug  by  the  spade, 

None  by  the  sardeonr  watered,  I  ween, 

So  cweet      the  cabbage,  the  cabbage  green. 

I  do  remember  how  sweet  a  sm^ 
Came  with  the  cabbage  I  lored  so  weU, 
Served  up  with  the  beef  that  beautiful  lookvcL 
The  beef  that  the  dark-eyed  Ellen  cooked. 
I  have  seen  beef  served  with  radish  at  hone, 
I  have  seen  beef  served  with  lettuce  cf  Ooa, 
Bot  H  i«  f «r  nicer,  far  nicer,  I  guess. 
As  \mhbh  aad  wqvmk,  hmi  uSi  oabbneee. 

And  ^ea  (he  dinner>bell  aonnds  for  me— 

I  care  not  hew  soon  that  time  may  be— 
Carrots  shall  never  be  served  on  my  cloth; 
They  are  far  too  fwwt  for  a  boy  of  my  broth; 
But  let  me  have  there  a  mighty  mess 
Of  smoking  hot  beef  and  cabbages. 

LARRY  (rrOOLB. 

You'tb  all  heard  of  Larry  O'Toole, 
Of  the  beautiful  town  of  Dmmgoole; 

He  had  but  one  eye, 

To  ogle  ye  by-r- 
Oh,  murther,  but  ^at  was  a  jew"!  I 

A  fool 

He  made  of  de  giris,  dis  O'Toole. 


flUUMOBUT 


TwM  lie  WM  the  boy  didn't  Ml, 
Thftfc  tuok  down  pataties  and  OM^; 
He  never  would  shrink 


I'm  bail 

That  Larry  would  swallow  a  pail. 

Oh,  many  a  night,  at  the  bowl, 
With  L.v^  I've  sot  cheek  by  jowl; 

He's  gone  to  his  rest, 

Where  there's  dthrink  of  the  best, 
And  io  let  na  give  his  old  eoirl 

A  howl, 

For  'twas  he  aaade  the  noggin  to  rowL 


THE  WILLOW  TRIE. 

(nucnBAT) 

LoNQ  by  the  villow-treet 
Vainlj'  they  sought  her. 

Wild  ra  >k  Irj^  mother's  screams 
O'er  the  pr  y  water: 

'  Where  is  n.  ,       ly  one  ? 
Where  i«  i     .la tighter  ? 

'  Rouse  thee,  sir  constable— 

Room  thee  and  kwk; 
Fisherman,  bring  your  n^ 

Boatman,  your  hook. 
Beat  in  the  ulj  hiifk, 

DiiPB  ia  tim  bn-kok !' 

Vainly  the  constable 
Shouted  and  called  her; 

Vainly  the  fisherman 
Beat  the  green  alder. 

Vainly  he  flniu  the  net, 
Neifer  it  haided  her ! 


iHAonauT 


Mother,  beside  the  fire 

Sat,  her  nightcap  in; 
Father,  in  easy-chair, 

Gloomily  napping. 
When  at  the  window-sill 

Cftme  ft  light  tapping  I 

And  a  pale  countenance 

Looked  through  the  casement. 
Loud  beat  the  mother's  heart, 

Sick  with  amazement, 
And  at  the  vision,  which 

Came  to  surprise  her, 
Shrieked  in  an  agony— 

'  Lor' !  it's  Elizar  1' 

Yes,  'twas  Elizabeth — 

Yes,  'twas  their  girl; 
Pale  was  her  cheek,  and  her 

Hair  out  of  curl. 
'  Mother !'  the  loving  one. 

Blushing,  exclaimed, 
'  Let  not  your  innocent 

Lizzy  be  blamed. 

•  Yesterday,  going  to  Aimt 

Jones's  to  tea, 
Mother,  dear  mother,  I 

Forgot  tiie  door-key! 
And  as  the  night  was  cold, 

And  the  way  steep, 
Mrs.  Jones  kept  me  to 

Breakfast  and  sleep.' 

Whether  her  pa  Mid  ma 

Folly  b^ved  her. 
That  we  shall  never  know: 

Stem  they  received  her; 
And  for  the  work  of  that 

Cruel,  though  shoit,  night. 
Sent  her  to  bed  without 

Tm  lor  a  totteif^t. 


nucnonukT 
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Moral. 

Hey  diddle  diddlety, 

Cat  and  the  Fiddlety  ! 
Maidens  of  England,  take  caution  by  she ! 

Let  love  and  suicide 

Never  tempt  you  aside, 
And  alw»yi  remember  to  takv  th0  door-key  I 


DEAR  JACK. 

(nuurois  vawkm) 

Dear  Jack,  this  white  mug  that  with  Guinness  I  fill. 
And  drink  to  the  health  of  sweet  Nan  of  the  Hill, 
Was  once  Tommy  Tosspot's,  as  jovial  a  sot. 
As  e'er  drew  a  spigot,  or  drain'd  a  full  pot — 
In  drinking,  all  round  'twas  his  joy  to  surpass, 
And  with  all  merry  tipplers  he  swigg'd  off  his  glase. 

One  morning  in  summer,  while  seated  so  snug, 
In  the  porch  of  his  garden,  discussing  his  jug. 
Stem  r^ath,  on  a  sudden,  to  Tom  did  appear. 
And  said,  '  Honest  Thomas,  come  take  your  last  bier  ;* 
We  kneaded  his  clay  in  the  shape  of  this  oan, 
"Ftom  which  let  us  drink  to  the  health  <^  my  Nml 


THE  OHAZUL,  OR  ORIENTAL  LOVE-SONQ. 

L  Th*  Boekt. 

I  WAS  a  timid  little  antelope; 

My  home  was  in  the  rooks,  the  lonely  rooks. 

I  saw  the  hunters  scouring  on  the  plain; 
I  lived  among  the  rocks,  the  lonely  rocks. 


I  was  a-thirsty  in  the  summer-heat; 

I  ventured  to  the  tents  beneath  the  rocks. 
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Zuleikah  brought  me  water  from  the  well; 
Since  then  I  have  been  faithloM  to  the  rooki. 

I  saw  her  face  reflected  in  the  well; 

Her  camels  since  have  marched  into  the  rocks. 

I  look  to  see  her  image  in  the  well; 
I  only  see  my  eyes,  my  own  sad  eyes. 
My  mother  is  t£om  among  the  rooks. 

II.  The  Merry  Bard. 

Zuleikah !  The  young  Agas  in  the  bazaar  are  slim- 
waisted  and  wear  yellow  slippers.  I  am  old  and  hideous. 
One  of  my  eyes  is  out,  and  the  hairs  of  my  beard  are 
mostly  grey.   Praise  be  to  Allah  !    I  am  a  merry  bard. 

There  is  a  bird  upon  the  terrace  of  the  Emir's  chief 
wife.  Praise  be  to  Allah!  He  has  emraidds  on  his 
neck,  and  a  ruby  tail.   I  am  a  merry  b«rd.   ^  deafeOi 

me  with  his  diabolical  screaming. 

There  is  a  little  brown  bird  in  the  basket-maker's 
cage.  Praise  be  to  AlUJi !  He  r»vii^  my  soul  in  the 
moonlight.  I  am  a  mefxy  bud. 

The  peaooek  is  an  Agm  bat  tiie  little  bird  ii  •  Bulbiil. 

I  am  a  little  brown  Bulbul.  Come  and  listen  in  the 
moonlight.  Praise  be  to  AlUh  I  I  am  a  mmttf  bud. 

in.  The  CaSque. 

Yonder  to  the  kiosk,  beside  the  creek. 
Paddle  the  swift  caique. 

Thou  brawny  oarsman  with  the  sunbun^  cheek, 
Qnick !  for  tt  aoothes  my  heut  to  heu  Bulbul 
speak ! 

Ferry  me  quickly  to  the  Asiaa  shone, 

Swift  bending  to  yrnir  oars. 

Braeftth  the  nieltoeholy  sycamores, 

Huk !  what  •  rs^iihi^  note  ^  lofdMn  MNI  pmi.. 


Behold,  the  boughs  seem  quiTering  lifek  dl^^ 

The  stars  themselves  more  bright. 

As  'mid  tiie  imnoff  bmnohes  onl  of  sight 

The  Lover  ol  tb»  Bbiy  kilt  tiagii^  ttoongh  tl»  niglik. 

Under  the  boughs  I  sat  and  Ustenad  stUl, 

I  oonld  iM)t  have  mv  fill. 

'  How  eomea,'  I  said,  '  snob  mnoo  to  his  Ull  1 

Tell  ne  for  whom  he  tbagt  so  beaotifol  a  trilL' 

'  Once  I  was  dumb,'  then  did  tfae  Kvd  diseloae, 
'  But  looked  upon  the  Rose; 
And  in  the  garden  where  the  loved  one  grows, 
I  straightway  did  begin  ewwi  music  lo  eeaipoee.' 

*  O  bird  of  song,  there's  one  in  tUi  ealqi 

The  Sose  would  also  seek, 

So  he  might  learn  like  you  to  love  and  speak.' 

Then  answered  me  the  bird  of  dusky  beak, 

'  The  Rose,  the  Rose  <d  Love  blushes  on  Leilah's  cheek.' 


THE  ALMACK'S  ADIEU. 
('  WAPriNG  OLD  ffTAIBS  ') 

Your  Fanny  was  never  false-hearted, 

And  this  she  protests  and  she  vows. 
From  the  Irwle  mommt  whm  we  parted 

On  the  staircase  at  Devonshire  House  ! 
I  blushed  when  you  asked  me  to  marry, 

I  vowed  I  would  never  forget; 
And  at  parting  I  gave  my  dear  Wmaj 

A  beautiful  vinegarette  I 

We  wasai  en  prevmce  all  Deeember, 

Am  I  rn^ef  lOBiiiBWiisii  to  look 
At  Sir  Charles,  or  the  rich  county  meBatar* 

Or  evM  at  that  darliag  <rfd  Date. 
You  wofo  busy  witk  dop  and  nfffc  boiwib 

Alone  in  my  chMnber  I  sat, 
And  made  ^o\x  tho  aieeat  of  vmm, 

MaA  w  fari]."tiii  Itefk  mdm  mni  T 
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THA0UB4T 


At  night  with  that  vile  Lady  Fnaom 

(Jt  faisaia  moi  tapiaserie) 
You  danoed  eTwy  one  of  the  dances, 

And  never  once  thought  of  poor  me  f 
Mon  pauvre  petit  caur  !  what  a  shiver 

I  felt  as  she  danced  the  last  set, 
And  you  gave,  6  mon  Dieu  !  to  zevive  her, 

if y  beautiful  vinegarette  ! 

Return,  love  !  away  with  coquetting; 

This  flirting  disgraces  a  man ! 
And  ah  !  all  the  while  you're  forgetting 

The  heart  of  your  poor  little  Fan ! 
BeeieiM  I  braak  away  from  these  Circes, 

iJeweiM  for  a  nice  little  chat; 
And  I've  made  you  the  sweetest  of  purses, 

And  a  lovely  black  nrtin  emvat ! 


THE  KNIGHTLY  GUERDON. 

('  WAmiia  oiA  nAiBs ') 

Untrue  to  my  Ulric  I  never  could  be, 

I  vow  by  the  saints  and  the  blessed  Marie. 

Smce  the  desolate  konr  when  we  stood  by  the  shore. 

And  your  dark  galley  waited  to  carry  you  o'er. 

My  faith  then  I  plighted,  my  love  I  confessed, 

As  Igave  jvt  ti»  Bimi-Axx  marked  with  your 

WhsB  the  bold  barons  met  in  my  fathw's  dd  luOl, 

■•^Edith  the  flower  of  the  banquet  and  bail  f 
In  the  festival  hour,  on  the  lips  of  your  bride. 
Was  there  ever  a  smile  save  with  thbb  at  my  side  f 
Aloneinmy  turret  I  loved  to  sit  best, 
Tb  biHoa  your  baknsb  and  broider  your  crest. 

The  knights  were  assembled,  the  tourney  was  gav ! 

Sir  Ub-ic  rode  first  in  ^  mxnot-mUit. 

In  the  din  battle-haw,  when  the  tomo^  was  dons. 
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And  you  gave  to  anothor  th»  wreath  vcn  had  won ! 
Though  I  nev«r  raproaelied  thee,  wm,  oold  wae  my 
breast, 

As  I  thought  ci  that  Battls-axx,  ah  I  and  that  oreet ! 

But  away  with  remembrance,  no  more  will  I  pine 
That  others  usurped  for  a  time  what  was  mine ! 
There's  a  festival  hour  for  my  Ulrio  and  me; 
Once  more,  as  of  old,  shall  he  bend  at  my  knee; 
Once  more  by  the  side  of  the  knight  I  love  best 
Shall  I  blazon  his  bannkb  and  broider  his  cbxst. 


ATTOVM 


WILLIAM  EDMONDSTOUNE  ATTOUN. 

THE  MASSACRE  OF  THE  MACPHERSON. 
('from  THX  OAEUC') 

Fhairshon  swore  a  feud 

Against  the  clan  M'Tavish; 
Marched  into  their  land 

To  murder  and  to  rafiah; 
For  he  did  resolve 

To  extirpate  the  vipers, 
With  four-and-twenty  men 

And  five-and-tfairty  pipers. 

But  when  he  had  gone 

Half-way  down  Strath  Canaan, 
Of  his  fiffhting  tail 

Just  three  were  remainin'. 
They  were  all  he  had, 

To  back  him  in  ta  battle; 
All  the  rest  had  gone 

Off,  to  drive  ta  Mttfe. 

*  Fery  coot !'  cried  Fhairshon, 

'  So  my  olan  disgraced  is; 
Lads,  we  U  need  to  fight 

Pefore  we  touch  the  peasties. 
Here's  Mhic-Mac-MethuuJeh 

Coming  wi'  his  famtiia, 
Gillies  seventy-three 

And  sixty  Dhuin^wassails !' 

'  Coot  tay  to  you,  sir; 

Are  you  not  ta  Fhairshiui  ? 
Was  you  coming  here 

To  fisit  any  person  ? 
You  are  a  {dackguard,  sir! 

It  is  now  six  hundred 
Coot  long  years,  and  more, 

Sinoe  my  glen  wm  piondflr'd.' 


•  Fat  is  tat  you  say  ? 

Dare  you  cock  your  ptftwr  t 
I  will  teach  you,  sir, 

Fat  18  coot  pehaviourl 
You  shall  not  exist 

For  another  day  more; 
I  will  Aoot  you,  Br, 

Or  sti^  yoa  wHk  my  (^ymora !' 

*I  am  fery  glad 

To  learn  what  you  meBtioii, 
Since  I  can  prevent 

Any  such  intention.' 
So  Mhic-Mac-Methusaleh 

Gave  some  waiiike  howls, 
Trew  his  skhian-dhu, 

An'  stuck  it  in  his  powels. 

In  this  fery  way 

Tied  ta  faliant  Fhairshon, 
Who  wM  always  thouglrt 

A  superior  person. 
Fhairshon  had  a  son, 

Who  married  Noah's  daughter, 
And  nearly  spoil'd  ta  Flood, 

By  trinking  up  ta  water: 

Which  he  would  have  done, 

I  at  kmtt  bdieve  it, 
Had  ta  mixtoro  peen 

Only  hall  GlenUvet. 
This  is  all  my  tale: 

Sirs,  I  hope  'tis  new  t'ye  ! 
Here's  your  fery  good  healths. 

And  tMnn  t»  imnilgr  dvby  t 
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A  MUNIOHT  MEDITATION 
(BI7LWSB  LTTTOV) 

FiL^  me  once  more  the  foaming  pewter  up ! 

Another  board  of  oysters,  ladye  mine ! 
To-night  Luoullus  with  himself  shi^  sup. 

Theie  mute  inglorious  Miltons  are  divins  ! 

And  as  I  here  in  siipper'd  ease  recline. 
Quaffing  of  Perkins's  Entire  my  fill, 
I  sigh  not  for  the  lymph  <A  Aganippe's  rill. 

A  nobler  inspiration  fires  my  brain. 
Caught  from  Old  England's  fine  time-hallow'd  drink; 

I  snatch  the  pot  again,  and  yet  again, 
And  as  the  foaming  fluids  shrink  and  shrink. 
Fill  me  once  more,  I  say,  up  to  the  brink ! 

This  makes  strong  hearts-Hstrong  heads  attest  its 
charm —  * 

This  nerves  the  might  that  sleeps  in  BMtoin  s  brawny 
arm  i 

But  these  remarks  are  neither  here  nor  there. 

Where  was  I  ?    Oh,  I  see — old  Southey's  dead ! 
They'll  want  some  bard  to  fill  the  ymomt  chair. 

And  drain  the  annual  hntt   and       what  head 

More  fit  with  laurel  to  be  garlanded 
Than  this,  which,  curled  in  many  a  frammtl  coil, 
Breathes  of  Castalia's  ttreuns.  and  iwnilac«Mar  oil  ? 

I  know  a  grace  is  seated  on  my  brow. 
Like  young  Apollo's  with  his  golden  %eams 

There  Bhould  Apollo's  ba3rs  be  buddiag  now : — 
And  in  my  flashiug  eyes  the  radiance  beams 
That  marks  the  poet  in  his  waking  dreams, 

When,  as  his  fancies  cluster  thick  aad  thicker. 

He  feels  the  trance  divine  of  poesy  and  liquor. 

Thev  throng  around  me  now,  those  thiiu^  of  air, 
That  from  my  fancy  took  their  being's  stamp: 


ATTOW  Sift 
♦ 

There  Pelham  sits  and  twirls  his  glossy  hair, 
Tbtm  Clifford  leads  his  pals  upon  the  tnonp; 
There  pale  Zanoni,  bending  o'er  his  lamp, 
Roams  through  the  starry  wilderness  of  thought, 
Where  all  is  evwjrthing,  and  etevjrthiie^  ie  noi^ht. 

Yes,  I  am  he  who  aang  how  Aram  won 

The  gentle  ear  of  pensive  Madeline  ! 
How  love  and  mtirder  hand  in  hand  may  run, 

Cemented  bv  philosophy  serene. 

And  kisses  ble«8  the  spot  where  gore  has  been! 
Who  breathed  the  melting  eentinient  of  orinw, 
And  for  the  aisamn  wmked  a  tympi^hy  •aUime ! 

Yes,  I  am  he,  who  on  the  novel  shed 
Obscure  philosophy's  enchanting  light ! 

Until  the  pttbho,  wu<fered  as  they  read, 
Bdieved  they  Baw  that  which  was  not  in  sight— 
Of  course  'twas  not  for  me  to  set  them  right; 

For  in  my  ne^er  heart  c<mvinced  I  am, 

Philosophy's  ae  good  as  any  other  bam. 

Novels  three- volumed  I  shall  write  no  more — 
Scnnehow  or  other  now  they  will  not  sell; 

And  to  invent  new  passions  n  a  bore — 
I  find  the  Magazines  pay  quite  as  well. 
Trandatins's  simple,  too,  as  I  can  tell, 

Who've  hawKed  at  Schiller  on  his  lyric  throne, 

And  given  tibe  aetmyih'd  bard  a  mMMoing  all  my  own. 

Moore,  Campb^  WorcbwOTth,  thefe  Jiefrt  dayt  are 
grass'd: 

Batter'd  Mid  broken  are  their  early  lyrem. 

Rogers,  a  pleasant  memory  of  the  past, 
Warm'd  his  young  hands  at  Smithfield's  martyr  fires, 
And,  w(Mrth  a  plum,  nor  bays  nor  butt  desires. 
But  these  are  things  would  suit  me  to  the  letter. 
For  though  this  Stout  is  good,  old  Sherry's  greatly 
bettor. 

A  fico  for  yora  Hnall  poetie  ravors, 
Your  Hunts,  your  TeuiywHM,  your  Ififaiee,  and 

these ! 


2M 


Shall  they  oo  npete  with  him  who  wrote 
ftologue  to  '  Alioe  or  the  Mysteries  '  ? 
No!   Evm  now  my  glance  prnphetio  sees 

My  ovm  high  brow  girt  with  the  bays  about. 

What  ho  t  within  there,  ho !  another  pint  of  Siu0t  I 


THE  HUSBAND'S  PEmXON. 

Come  hither,  my  heart's  darling, 

Come,  ut  uiwn  my  knee, 
And  lieten,  while  I  whisper 

A  boon  I  ask  of  thee. 
You  need  not  pull  my  whiskers 

So  amorously,  my  doTe; 
'Tis  something  quite  apart  from 

The  gentle  cares  of  hive. 

I  feel  a  bitter  craving — 

A  dark  and  deep  (fesire. 
That  glows  beneath  my  boioin 

Like  coals  of  kindled  fire. 
Thepaasion  of  the  nightingale. 

When  singing  to  the  rose, 
la  feebler  th&n  the  agony 

That  murders  my  repoae ! 

Nay,  dearest !  do  not  doubt  me, 

Though  madly  thus  I  speak— 
I  feel  thy  arms  about  me, 

Thy  tresses  on  my  cheek: 
I  know  the  sweet  devotion 

That  links  thy  heart  with  mine,"-* 
I  know  mv  sooPs  emotion 

la  donbty  felt  by  thine: 

And  deem  not  that  a  shadow 
Hath  fallen  across  my  love: 

No,  sweet,  my  love  is  shadowless, 
As  yonder  heaven  above. 


Thew  HtUe  toper  fingers — 

Ah,  Jane !  how  wuto  they  be 
Can  well  evpply  the  ornel  wMit 

Thou  wilt  not  siire  deny  mo 

Uy  first  and  fond  raqveti; 
I  pray  thee,  by  the  memory 

Of  all  we  cherish  best — 
By  all  the  dear  remembranoe 

Of  thoee  delioioas  days 
When,  hand  in  hand,  we  wandw^d 

Along  the  nmunir  bceee; 

By  all  we  felt,  unspoken. 

When  'neath  the  early  moon. 
We  sat  beside  the  rivufet, 

In  the  leafy  month  of  June; 
And  by  the  broken  whisper 

That  fell  upon  my  ear, 
More  sweet  than  angel  music. 

When  fint  I  woo'd  thee,  deer  1 

By  that  great  vow  which  boond  thee 

For  ever  to  my  side, 
And  by  the  ring  tiiat  made  thee 

My  darling  and  my  bride ! 
Thou  wilt  not  fail  nor  falter, 

Bat  bend  thee  to  the  tesk^ 

A  BOILED  SHSXP'S  HEAD  ON  GNJVOAT 

Is  all  the  boon  I  aslq! 


MKRooory  MioumoN  mr  omitt 

(ANSI  and  ISO  TEST  CHART  No.  2) 
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SHIBLBY  BBOOKS 


CHARLES  WILLIAM  SHIRLEY  BROOKS. 

SONNET  CCCI. 
To  My  Five  Nbw  Kirimra. 

(tuppkb) 

Soft  little  beasts,  how  pleasantly  ye  lie 
Snuegling  and  snoozling  by  your  purrinff  sire, 
Motner  I  mean  (but  sonnet-rhjrmes  require 
A  shorter  word,  and  boldly  I  defy 
Those  who  would  tie  the  bard  by  pedant  rule). 
U  kittens,  you're  not  thinking.  III  be  bound. 
How  three  of  you  had  yesterday  been  drowned 
But  that  mv  little  boy  came  home  from  school, 
And  braged  your  lives,  thongb  Cook  nmcnwtanuioe 
made, 

Declaring  we  were  overrun  with  cats. 
That  licked  her  cream-dish  and  her  butter-patg, 
But  childhood's  pleadings  won  me,  and  I  said — 
'  O  Cook,  we'll  keep  the  innoomts  f^ive; 
They're  five,  consider,  and  you've  fingers  five.' 


FOB  A'  THAT  AND  A'  THAT. 

A  NsW  VbSSIOH,  BKraOTfULLT  BBOOUODrDSD  TO  SITHVBT  WSOIK 

IT  COXOBBHS. 

(BUBNS) 

More  luck  to  honest  poverty. 

It  claims  respect,  and  a'  that; 
But  honest  wealth's  a  better  thing. 
We  dare  be  rich  for  a'  that. 
For  a'  that,  and  a'  that. 

And  spooney  cant  and  a'  that, 
A  man  may  have  a  ten-pun  note, 
And  be  a  brick  for  a'  that. 
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What  though  on  soup  and  fish  we  dine. 

Wear  evening  togs  iad  a'  that, 
A  man  may  like  good  meat  and  wine, 
Nor  be  a  knave  for  a'  that. 
For  a'  that,  and  a'  that. 

Their  fustian  talk  and  a' 
A  gentleman,  however  clean. 
May  have  a  heart  for  a'  that. 

You  see  yaa  prater  called  a  Beales, 

Who  mwIb  and  brays  and  a'  that, 
Tho'  hundredfl  cheer  his  blatant  bosh. 
He's  but  a  goose  for  a'  that. 
For  a'  that,  and  a'  that. 

His  Bubblyjocks,  and  a'  that, 
A  maa  with  twenty  grains  of  sense, 
He  looke  and  langb  at  a'  thai. 

A  prince  can  make  a  belted  knight, 

A  marquis,  duke,  and  a'  that, 
And  if  the  title's  earned,  all  right, 
Old  Ensdand's  fond  of  a'  that. 
For  a^  that,  and  a'  that, 

Beales'  balderdash,  and  a'  that, 
A  name  that  tdls  ot  aorvioe  dom 
1m  wortii  the  wear,  fat  a'  tfaat. 

Then  let  us  pray  that  come  it  may 

And  come  it  will  for  a'  that, 
That  common  sense  may  take  the  place 
Of  common  cant  and  a'  that. 
For  a'  that,  and  a'  that, 

Who  cackles  trash  and  a'  that,*^ 
Or  be  he  lord,  or  be  he  low, 
The  man's  an  ass  for  a'  that. 


■ 
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SIB  THEODORE  MARTIN. 
THE  LAY  OF  THE  LOVELORN. 
(txnntson) 

Comrades,  you  may  pass  the  rosy.   With  permission 
of  the  chair, 

I  shall  leave  yon  ias  a  little,  for  I'd  like  to  take  the  air. 

Whether  'twas  the  sauce  at  dinner,  or  that  glass  of 
ginger-beer. 

Or  these  strong  cheroots,  I  know  not,  but  I  feel  a 
little  que«r. 

I^t  me  go.   Nay,  Chuokster,  Mow  me,  'pan  my  soul, 

this  is  too  bad ! 
When  you  want  me,  aak  the  waitw;  he  knows  whece 

I'm  to  be  had. 


Whew!  This  is  a  great  relwf  now!  Let  me  but 

undo  my  stock; 
Resting  here  beneath  the  porch,  my  norves  will  steady 

like  a  rook. 

In  my  ears  I  hear  the  singing  of  a  lot  of  favourite 
tunes — 

Bless  my  heart,  how  very  odd !  Why,  rarely  there's 
a  brace  of  moons ! 

See  !  the  stars  !  how  bright  they  twfnkle,  winking  with 

a  frosty  f^ate, 
like  my  faitiUesi  oomin  Amy  when  she  drove  me  to 

despair. 
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Oh,  my  ooiudn,  tpider-heMrted !  Oh,  my  Amy  i  No, 

confound  it ! 

I  must  wear  the  moofiifiil  wilkm— «U  around  my  haarl 

I've  bound  it.^ 

Falser  than  the  bank  of  fancy,  frailer  than  a  ahilling 

glove, 

Puppet  to  a  father's  anger,  minion  to  a  nabob  s  love  t 

Is  it  well  to  wish  thee  happy  1   Having  known  me, 

could  yon  ever 
Stoop  to  many  half  a  heart,  and  little  mora  than  half 

a  uvor  1 

Happy!  Damme!  Hkni  ahalt  knm  to  hk  levdi  dfty 

by  day, 

Changing  from  the  beat  of  ohin*  to  tiie  omnmonest  of 
day.  • 

1  The  leferanee  hen  and  in  •  MaliMqaaak  vane  b  to  •  aoog  rmj 

popuUr  at  the  time: 

'  All  nrand  xar  bat  I  veara  a  sreen  yillow. 
All  ronnd  my  hat  tor  a  twelvemonth  and  a  day. 
And  if  any  van  should  arak  yon  the  reason  vy  I  vawi  tt> 
Say,  all  for  my  true  love  that's  far,  far  away. 

'  'Twas  asoin  of  my  rouuds  on  the  streets  I  first  did  meet  her, 
*Twas  agoln  of  my  rounds  that  first  she  met  my  haye. 
And  I  never  heard  a  voice  more  loudw  nor  man  sweeter. 
As  she  cried,  "  Who'll  bay  my  eabbaeea.  my  cabhe«ss  who'U 
buy  f "  • 

There  were  several  more  verses,  and  being  set  to  a  very  taking  air, 
it  was  a  reigning  favourite  with  the  '  Social  Chucksters  of  the  day. 
Eren  soholarsthought  it  worth  turning  into  Latin  verse.  I  remem- 
her  reading  in  wmM  riiort-lived  joornal  a  very  clever  venioa  of  it. 
the  in*  van*  of  whieh  fMi  Am: 

'  Omae  efaroa  petusum  sertum  gero  viridem 
Pw  circa  petasum  et  nnum  diem  plus* 

Si  quia  te  rocacet,  ear  tale  aartam  •acataui. 
Die,  "  Omne  propter  CMenlvm  out  eat  iopartibiM." ' 

Allusions  to  the  willow,  as  an  emblem  of  grief,  are  of  a  very  old 
date.  '  Sing  all,  a  green  willow  must  be  my  garland,'  is  the  refrain 
of  the  song  which  haunted  Desdemona  on  the  eve  of  her  death 
^Qtkdlo,  Act  IV.,  Scene  3).  That  ezquiaite  aoene.  and  the  beautiiul 
air  to  which  some  contemporary  at  SlwkiqpaaN  wedded  tt>  «S 
bmJhi  *  Tba  Willow  Stmg '  immortal. 
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Afl  the  husband  is,  the  wife  is, — he  is  stomaoh-piagned 
and  old; 

And  his  curry  soups  will  make  tby  cheek  the  odour 

of  his  gold. 

When  his  feeble  love  is  sated,  he  will  hold  thee  surely 
then  ' 
Something  lower  tha    his  hookah, — something  lets 

than  his  cayenne. 

What  is  this  ?   His  eyes  are  pinky.  Was't  the  claret  ? 

Oh,  no,  no, — 
Bless  your  soul !  it  was  the  salmon, — sahnim  i^waya 

makes  him  so. 

Take  him  to  thy  dainty  chamber— soothe  him  with 

thy  lightest  fancies; 
He  will  understand  thee,  won't  he  ?— pay  thee  with  a 

lover's  glances  f 

Louder  than  the  loudest  trumpet,  harsh  as  hanhest 

ophioleide, 

TSmai  respabrMiioiM  amrwnr  the  endearments  of  his  Ivide. 

Sweet  response,  deli|^tthil  mono!  Gaae  upon  thy 
noble  charge. 

Tin  the  sjorit  fill  thy  bosom  that  inspired  the  meek 
Lafiarge.^ 

Better  thou  wert  dead  before  me,'~better,  better  that 
.  I  stood, 

LmI^^  on  thy  murdered  body,  like  the  injured  Daniel 

1  Hadune  Lsffuge  and  Daoid  Good  mn  the  two  most  talked 
about  ctimiiuJ*  of  um  time  when  these  lines  were  written.  Madame 
LaSarge  was  convicted  of  poisoning  her  husband  under  extenuating 
oiicttmstances,  and  was  imprisoned  for  life,  but  many  believed  in 
her  ^testations  of  innocence — this,  of  course,  she  being  a  woman 
and  unhappily  married.  Daniel  Good  died  on  the  scaffold  on  the 
28rd  of  May,  1842,  protesting  his  innocence  to  the  last,  and  asserting 
that  his  victim,  Jane  Sparks,  had  killed  herself,  an  assertion  which 
a  judge  and  jury  naturally  could  not  reconcile  with  the  fact  that  her 
heai,  arms,  and  legs  had  been  out  off  and  hidden  with  her  body  in 
a  stable.  H«.  too,  fooad  paopla  to  Wftfifa  ttirt  ^  Mnfeanoa  i*m 
unjust. 
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Better  thou  and  I  were  lying,  cold  and  timber-stiff  and 
^ad, 

With  a  pan  of  buraing  ohwooal  underneath  Ofor  unptiiJ 

bed! 

Cursed  be  the  Bank  of  England's  notes,  that  tempt  iha 

soul  to  sin ! 

Cursed  be  the  want  of  aarw,— ckmUy  ooned  the  waaft 

of  tin ! 

Cursed  be  the  maniage-oontraot,  that  enslaTed  thy 

soul  to  greed ! 
Cursed  be  the  saUow  lawyer,  that  prepared  and  draw 

the  deed! 

Cn-udd  he  his  foul  apprantioe,  who  the  lo^lhKHOM  feet 

did  earn ! 

Cursed  be  the  clerk  and  parson, — cursed  be  the  whole 
e<8ioeni ! 

***** 

Oh,  'tis  well  that  I  should  bluster, — ^much  I'm  like  to 

make  of  that; 
Better  comfort  hare  I  found  in  singiiig  *  All  Around 

my  Hat.' 

But  that  song,  so  wildly  plaintive,  palls  uprai 
British  ears. 

Twill  not  do  to  pine  lor  ever,— I  am  getting  op  in 
years. 

Can  I  turn  the  h«»Mtt  penny,  serihfaiing  for  the  weeUy 
press. 

And  in  writhig  Sunday  libeb  drown  my  {vivate  wrafeoh* 
edness 

Oh,  to  feel  the  wild  pidsatitm  that  hi  manhood's  dawn 

I  knew, 

When  my  days  were  all  before  me,  and  my  yeurs  were 
twenty-two ! 

1  The  two  pftpea  hm  ifiiaMi  Th*  Aft  uui  Th*  ArfMl. 

loig  aooe  dewL 
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When  I  smoked  my  independent  nipe  Along  the  QiUMi* 
rant  wide. 

With  the  mMij  Itstka  of  Loiukm  flaring  up  on  emy 

side ; 

When  I  went  the  peoe  lo  wildly,  oftring  little  wh»l 

might  come; 

Coffee-milling  oan  and  aonow,  with  a  noae^adapted 

thumb  ;^ 

Felt  the  exquisite  enjoyv  i  ^  tosding  nightly  oh 
heavens ! 

Brandies  at  the  CSder  C  ^«rs,  kidneys  smoking-hot  at 
Evaos'  !* 

Or  in  the  Adelphi  sitting,  half  in  rapture,  half  in  tears. 
Saw  the  glorious  melodnm*  o<»ijttre  up  the  shades  of 

years ! 

Saw  Jack  Sheppard,  noble  striiding,  act  his  wondrous 
feats  again, 

Snapping  Newgate's  bars  of  iron,  like  aa  infant's  daisy 

chain. 

Might  was  right,  and  all  the  terrors,  which  had  held 

the  world  in  awe, 
W«e  despised,  and  {wigging  prospered,  spite  of  Laurie, 

spite  of  law.3 

In  such  scenes  as  these  I  triumphed,  ere  my  pasmon's 
edge  was  rusted. 

And  my  cousin's  cold  refusal  left  me  very  much  dis- 
gusted! 

^  The  expression  of  contemptnom  defiance,  signified  by  the  applica- 
tion of  the  thumb  of  one  hand  to  the  nose,  spreading  out  the  fingers, 
and  attaching  to  the  little  finger  the  stretched-out  fingers  of  the 
other  hand,  and  working  them  in  a  circle.  Among  the  graflSti  in 
Pompeii  are  examples  of  the  same  subtle  symbolism. 

2  Well  known  to  readers  of  Thackeray's  Neweomes  as  '  The  Cave 
of  Harmony.' 

3  Sir  Peter  Laurie.  Lord  Mayor;  afterwarda  Ald«rmuu  and 
notable  for  hia  atguity  and  mm&y  as  »  xaa^ataiB  in  dm&ig  with 
evil-doert.  " 
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Sinoe,  my  heart  is  sera  and  withered,  and  I  do  not 
oare  a  ovonB, 

Whether  wor«e  ahall  be  the  better,  or  the  better  be 

the  worse. 

Hark  !  my  merry  comrades  call  me,  bawling  for  another 

jorum; 

They  would  mock  me  in  dwisioii,  should  I  thus  appear 

before  'em. 

Womankind  no  more  shall  vex  me,  such  at  least  as  go 

arrayed 

In  the  most  ezpnasive  satins  and  the  newwl  nUc 

brocade. 

I'll  to  Afric,  lion-haunted,  where  the  giant  forest  yields 
Barer  robes  and  finer  tissue  than  are  sold  at  8intiU> 
firids. 

Or  to  bant  all  ehains  of  habit,  &  >ging  habit's  self 

aside, 

T  shall  walk  the  tangled  jungle  in  maukind's  pnmeval 
pride; 

I^ediiig  on  the  lusdons  berriee  and  the  rkth  eassftva 

root, 

Lots  of  dates  and  lots  of  guavas,  clusters  of  forlMdd«i 
fruit. 

Never  comes  the  trader  thithw,  never  o'er  the  purple 
main 

Sounds  the  oath  of  British  commerce,  or  the  accent  of 
Ckwkaigne. 

There,  methinks,  would  be  enjoyment,  whore  no  envious 

rote  prevents; 
Sink  the  steamboats !  cuss  the  railways !  rot,  O  rot  the 

Three  per  Cents  ! 

There  the  passions,  cramped  no  longer,  shall  have 

space  to  breathe,  my  cousm ! 
I  will  wed  some  savage  wtHnan-Toay,  I'll  wed  at  least 

a  dozen. 


m 

^  bra  J'SrT^  m«tatto«.  -  no  Bond  Street 
T^ahjUdit*  fo^  lUligirtors.  catch  the  wild  goat,  by 

^baC>n°  »nd  mock  the  haiiy-faeed 

"^t^&^f^*^  ^"^^  ^"^^  ^  *^  <^ 

^  S!''  Timbaetoo,  leopard's  blood  wffl  daUy 

'"^e?'*^'"*'""*''^'  »  thoroughbred 

'^'^1  he^'ir^s^?"* 

^rf&r£r  *^  "^"^^  i~n-boimd 

wor^'^  I'd"^*  *^  '"^y'  B«t  I  know  my 
'^wi.^  ****        barbarian  lower  than  the  Christian 

« 

'  pl^c^"**"^  •   ^^^^  «uoh  horrid 

^  mcnteylwf  "^"^^  Wubber-Ups.  and 

^  JlJar-  Corrananteesf  I,  who  managed-vwy 
To^cure  the  heart  and  fortune  <rf  the  widow  ShilU- 

SteBmd  noMM» I  let  m.  nev^r  fling  .  «„gie  cluuloe 
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Morning  Pott  {Tht  Timu  won't  trust  me),  help  me,  M 

I  know  you  oMi; 
I  will  pen  Ml  advertiMmeal,— that's  •  mvm-UOIa^ 

plan. 

'  Wanted— By  a  bard,  in  wedlock,  some  yonng  inter- 
esting woman: 
Looks  are  not  so  much  an  object,  if  the  shinws  be 

forthcoming ! 

*  Hymen's  chains  the  admtisMr  tows  shall  be  bat 

silken  fetters; 
Piease  address  to  A.  T.,  Chelsea.  N.B.— Yon  must 

pay  the  letters.' 

That's  the  sort  of  thing  to  do  it.  Now  m  go  and 

taste  the  balmy, — 
Rest  thee  with  thy  yellow  nabob,  spider-hearted 

Gonsin  Amy  * 
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TOM  TAYLOR. 
TEE  LAUREATE'S  BUST  AT  TRINrCY. 
A  fBAOMamr  or  ui  lovUk 
(mnnraov) 

— So  the  stately  butt  abode 

For  many  a  month,  unseen,  among  tiw  DcHi*. 
Nor  in  the  lodge,  nor  in  the  library. 
Upon  its  pedestal  appeioed,  to  be 

A  mark  for  reyerence  of  green  gownsman-hood. 

Of  grief  to  ancient  fogies,  and  reproof 

To  those  who  knew  not  Alfred,  being  hard 

And  narrowed  in  their  honour  to  old  names 

Of  poets,  who  had  vogue  when  Aey  were  young. 

Ana  not  admitting  later  bards;  but  now. 

Last  week,  a  rumour  widely  blown  about. 

Walking  the  windy  circle  m  the  Press, 

Came,  that  stem  Whewell,  with  the  Beaian, 

Who  rule  the  destinies  of  Trinity, 

Had  of  the  sanctuary  barred  access 

Unto  the  bust  of  Alfred  Tennyson, 

By  Woolner  carved,  subscribed  for  by  the  youth 

Who  loved  the  Poet;  hoped  to  see  hun  srt 

Within  the  Library  of  trinity. 

One  great  man  more  o'  the  house,  among  the  great. 

Who  grace  that  still  Valhalla,  ranged  in  row. 

Along  the  chequered  marbles  of  the  floor. 

Two  stately  ranks — ^to  whore  the  fragrant  Umes 

Look  thro'  the  far  end  window,  cool  and  green. 

A  band  it  is,  of  high  companionship, — 

Chief,  Newton,  and  the  broad-browed  VeralMU, 

And  others  only  less  than  these  in  arts 

Or  science:  names  that  England  holds  on  high. 

Amoi^  whom,  hoped  the  youth,  would  soon  be  set. 

The  living  likeness  of  a  uvinff  Bud, — 

Qreat  Alfred  Tennyson,  the  Laureate, 

Whom  Trinity  most  loves  of  living  sons. 

But  other  thought  had  Whewell  and  the  Dons, 
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Deeming  luob  honour  only  due  to  those 

Upon  whose  greatneM  DMth  had  set  his  MtL 

So  fixed  their  faces  hard,  and  shut  the  doon 

Uuon  the  living  Poet:  for,  said  one, 

'  it     too  soon/  and  when  they  heard  the  vlhnm. 

Others  caught  up  the  cue,  and  chorussed  It, 

Until,  the  Poet  echoing  *  Soon  ?  too  soon  ?' 

As  if  in  wrath,  WheweU  looked  up,  and  aaid: — 

*  0  Laureate,  if  indeed  you  list  to  try. 

Try,  and  uniz  our  purpose  in  this  tluitt/ 

Whereet  fuU  shrilly  eang  th'  excfaidiedbud : 

*  Soon,  toon,  so  soon  !  Whewell  looks  stem  and  chill. 
Soon,  soon,  so  soon  !  but  I  can  enter  still.' 

*  Too  soon,  too  soon  !    You  cannot  enter  now.' 

*  I  am  not  dead :  of  that  I  do  repent. 
But  to  my  living  prayer,  oh  now  relent:' 

'  Too  soon,  too  soon  !   You  cannot  entmr  now.' 

*  Honour  in  life  is  sweet;  mv  fame  is  wide. 
Let  me  to  stand  at  DrvdenV  Byron's  side.' 

*  Too  soon,  too  aoon  I  Yon  eanaot  miter  now  I' 

'  Honour  that  comes  in  life  in  rare  as  sweet; 
I  cannot  taste  it  long:  for  life  is  fleet.' 

*  No,  no,  too  socmT  Ton  euinot  erter  now  f 

So  sang  the  Laureate,  while  all  stonily. 

Their  chins  upon  their  hands,  as  men  i.^t  had 

No  entrails  to  be  moved,  sat  iho  stem  Dona. 
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FREDERICK  LOCKER-LAMPSON 

UNFORTUNATE  MISS  BAILET. 
An  Expbrihint. 

(TXNmrSON) 

When  he  whispers,  '  0  Miss  Bailey, 
Thou  art  brightest  of  the  throng ' — 

She  makes  murmur,  softly-gaily — 
*  Alfred.  I  have  loved  thee  bng/ 

Then  he  drops  upon  his  knees,  a 
Proof  his  heart  is  soft  as  wax: 

She's — I  don't  know  who,  but  he's  » 
Captain  bold  from  HaUEax. 

Thoueh  so  loving,  such  another 
Aruess  bride  was  never  seen; 

Coachee  thinks  tbat  she's  his  mother 
— ^nil  they  get  oo  Gretoa  Green. 

There  they  stand,  by  him  attmded. 
Hear  the  sable  smith  rehearse 

That  which  links  them,  when  'tis  ended, 
Tl^t  tcx  bettex>— <»  tot  worse. 

Now  her  heart  rejoices — ugly 
Troubles  need  disturb  her  less — 

Now  the  Happy  Pair  are  snugly 
Seated  in  the  night  express. 

So  they  go  with  fond  emotion. 

So  they  journey  through  the  night- 
London  is  their  land  of  Goshen — 
See,  its  saburfas  are  in  m^t ! 

Hark !  the  sound  of  life  is  swelling. 

Pacing  up,  and  racing  down, 
Soon  they  reach  her  simple  dwelling — 
Boriegr  Slareet,  by  Somns  Town. 


XtfOKDHUMPSOK 

What  ia  there  to  bo  Mtotind  tiiem  ? 

She  cries  '  Oh  !'  for  he  cries  '  Hah  !' 
When  five  brats  emerge,  confound  them  i 
^ootii^  out,  *  Mamma ! — ^Papa !' 

While  at  Ubia  he  wonders  blindly. 
Nor  their  meaning  can  divine. 

Proud  she  turns  them  round,  and  kindly, 
*  All  of  tiiese  are  mine  and  thine  I' 

H«re  he  pines,  and  grows  dyspeptic. 
Losing  heart  he  loses  pith — 

Hints  that  Bishop  Tait's  a  sceptic — 
Swears  that  Moses  was  a  myth. 

Sees  no  evidence  in  Paley — 
Takes  to  drinking  ratafia: 

Shies  the  muffins  at  Miss  Bailey 
While  she's  pouring  out  the  tea. 

One  day,  knocking  up  his  q^uarters. 
Poor  IBss  Bailey  found  him  dead. 

Hanging  in  his  knotted  garters. 
Which  she  knitted  ere  they  wed. 
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PHOEBE  GARY. 
'  THB  DAY  IS  DONE.' 

(u>iroraLLOw) 

The  day  is  done,  and  darkness 
From  the  wing  of  night  is  loosed, 

As  a  feather  is  wafted  downward 
Vrom  a  chicken  going  to  roost. 

I  see  the  lights  of  the  baker 

Gleam  through  the  rain  and  mist, 

And  a  feeling  of  sadness  comes  o'er  me 
niat  I  cannot  well  resist. 

A  feeling  of  sadness  and  longing, 

That  is  not  like  being  sick, 
And  resembles  sorrow  only 

As  a  brickbat  resembles  a  Inriok. 

Come,  get  for  me  some  supper, — 

A  good  and  regular  meal, 
That  shall  soothe  this  restless  feeling» 

And  banish  the  pain  I  feel. 

Not  from  the  pastry  baker's, 
Not  from  the  shops  for  cake, 

I  wouldn't  give  a  farthing 
For  all  that  they  can  make. 

For,  like  the  soup  at  dinner, 
Such  things  wonld  but  suggest 

Some  dishes  more  substantial, 
And  to-night  I  want  the  best. 

Go  to  some  honest  butcher. 
Whose  beef  is  fresh  and  nice 

Ae  any  they  have  in  the  city, 
And  get  a  liberal  slice. 

Such  things  through  days  of  labour. 

And  nights  devoid  of  ease. 
For  sad  and  dosperate  feeliui^ 

Are  wonderful  remedies. 
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They  have  an  astonishing  power 

To  aid  and  reinforce, 
And  come  like  the  '  Finally,  brethren,' 

That  follows  a  long  discourse. 

Then  get  me  a  tender  sirloin 

From  off  the  bench  or  hook. 
And  lend  to  its  sterling  goodneM 

The  science  of  the  cook. 

And  the  night  shall  be  filled  with  comfort. 
And  the  cares  with  which  it  begun 

Shall  fold  up  their  blankets  like  Indians, 
And  dlently  cut  and  inin. 


(raAKXSPXABB) 

That  very  time  I  saw,  (but  thou  couldst  not,) 
Walking  between  the  gaorden  and  the  bam, 
Beuben,  all  armed;  a  certain  aim  he  took 
At  a  young  chicken,  standing  by  a  post. 
And  loosed  his  bullet  smartly  from  his  gun. 
As  he  would  kill  a  hundred  thousand  hens. 
But  I  might  see  youns  Reuben's  fiery  shot 
Lodged  in  the  chaste  board  of  the  garden  fence. 
And  the  domesticated  fowl  passed  on, 
In  hmly  meditatkm,  Iradlet  nee. 


'  whsn  lovxlt  woman.' 
(qoldsmtth) 

When  lovely  woman  wants  a  favour, 
And  finds,  too  late,  thttt  man  won't  bend. 

What  earthly  circumstance  can  save  her 
From  disappointment  in  the  end  ? 

The  only  way  to  bring  him  over. 

The  last  experiment  to  try, 
Whether  a  husband  or  a  lover. 

If  he  have  feeling,  is,  to  cry  I 
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EDWARD  BRADLEY  ('CUTHBERT  BEDE'). 
ON  A  TOASTED  MUFFIN. 

(by  sib  b.  l.  b.  l.  b.  l.  b.  uttlb,  babt.,  authob  of  *  tkb 
nbw  8imob,'  bto.) 

(lttton) 

Objbct  belov'd !  when  day  to  eve  gives  place, 
And  Life's  best  nectar  thy  fond  vot'ry  sips, 

How  sweet  to  gaze  upon  thy  shining  face, 
And  press  thy  tender  form  unto  my  lips ! 

Fair  as  the  Naiad  of  the  Grecian  stream, 
And  beautiful  as  Oread  of  the  lawn  ; 

Bright-beaming  as  the  iv'ry-palac'd  dream. 
And  melting  as  the  dewy  Urns  of  Dawn. 

For  thee  I  strike  the  sounding  Lvre  of  Song, 
And  hymn  the  Beautiful,  the  Good,  the  Trne; 

The  dying  notes  of  thankfulness  prolong, 
And  light  the  Beacon-fires  of  Praise  for  you. 

Butter'd  Ideal  of  Life's  coarser  food  ! 

Thou  calm  Egeria  in  a  world  of  strife  ! 
Antigone  of  crumpets  !  mild  as  good, 

DMent  in  death,  and  beautiful  in  life  ! 

Fairest  where  all  is  fare  !  shine  on  me  still, 
And  j|;ild  the  dark  To-Morrow  of  my  days; 

In  publio  Marts  Mid  crowded  Senates  thrill. 
My  sonl,  with  Tea-time  thoughts  and  Muffin  lajrs. 


'OUTHBSBT  BBDB' 
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IN  IMMEMOBIAM. 

[Asoribed  to  the  author  of '  lu  Memorirm,'  bat  not  belisTod  to  be 
hk.] 

(TBNNTSON) 

We  i^eek  to  know,  and,  knowing,  seek; 
We  seek,  we  know,  and  every  sense 
Is  trembling  with  the  great  intense. 

And  vibrating  to  what  we  spei^-. 

We  ask  too  much,  we  seek  too  oft; 

We  know  enough,  md  should  no  more; 

And  yet  we  skim  through  Fancy's  lore. 
And  kick  to  eartii,  Mid  not  akift. 

A  something  comes  from  out  the  gloom — 
I  know  it  not,  nor  seek  to  know — 
I  only  see  it  swell  and  grow, 

And  more  than  this  would  not  presume. 

Meseems,  a  oiroling  void  I  fill. 
And  I  unchanged  where  all  io  change; 
It  seems  unreal — own  it  strange — 

Yet  nurse  the  thoughts  I  cannot  ^H. 

I  hear  the  ocean's  surging  tide 

Raise,  quiring  on,  its  caro.l-tune; 

I  watch  the  golden  riokled  ooon. 
And  dearer  voioes  call  beside. 

O  sea !  whose  ancient  ripples  lie 

On  red-ribbed  sands  where  seaweeds  shone; 

0  moon !  whose  goldMi  doUe's  gone, 
O  voices  all !  like  you,  I  die !  {Dks.) 
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BATARD  TAYLOR. 

ODE  ON  A  JAB  OF  PICKLES. 
(XBAT8) 
I. 

A  SWEET,  acidulous,  down-reaching  thrill 

Pervades  my  sense:  I  seem  to  see  or  hear 
The  lushy  garden-grounds  of  Gremiwioh  Hill 

In  autumn,  when  the  crispy  leaves  are  aere: 
And  odours  haunt  me  of  remotest  spice 

From  the  Levant  or  musky-aired  Cathay, 
Or  from  the  safiron-fields  of  Jericho, 
Where  everything  is  nice: 

The  more  I  snifi,  the  more  I  swoon  away. 
And  what  else  mortal  palate  craves,  forgo. 


n. 

Odours  unsmelled  are  keen,  but  those  I  smell 

Are  keener ;  wherefore  let  me  snifi  again ! 
Enticing  walnuts,'  I  have  known  ye  well 

In  youth,  when  pickles  were  a  passing  pain; 
Unwitting  youth,  that  craves  the  candy  stem, 

And  sugar-plums  to  olives  doth  prefer, 
And  even  licks  the  pots  of  marmalade 

When  sweetness  clings  to  them: 

But  now  I  dream  of  ambergris  and  myrrh. 
Tasting  these  walnuts  in  the  poplar  shade. 


m. 

Lo !  hoarded  coolness  in  the  heart  of  noon. 
Plucked  with  its  dew,  the  cucumber  is  hen. 

As  to  the  Dryad's  parching  hps  a  boon. 
And  oreaoent  bean-pods,  unto  Baoofans  dear; 
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And,  last  of  all,  the  pepper's  pungent  globe. 
The  scarlet  dwelling  of  the  sylph  of  fire, 

Provoking  purple  draughts;  ana,  surfeited, 
I  cast  my  tndling  robe 
O'er  my  pale  feet,  touch  up  my  tuneless  lyre. 

And  twist  we  Delphic  wreath  to  suit  my  head. 

IV, 

Here  shall  my  tongue  in  other  wise  be  soured 

Than  fretful  men's  in  parched  and  palsied  days; 
And,  by  tiie  mid-Majr's  dusky  leaves  embowered. 

Forget  the  fruitful  blame,  the  scan^y  praise. 
No  sweets  to  them  who  sweet  themselves  were  bom. 

Whose  natures  ooze  with  lucent  saccharine; 
Who,  with  sad  repetition  soothly  cloyed. 
The  lemon-tinted  mom 

Enjoy,  and  find  acetic  twUight  fine: 
Wake  I,  or  sleep  ?   The  pickle-jar  is  void. 


GWENDOLINE. 

(b.  b.  BBOwmiro) 

TwAS  not  the  brown  of  chestnut  boughs 

That  shadowed  her  so  fine'y; 
It  was  the  hair  that  swept  her  brows 

And  framed  her  face  divinely; 
Her  tawny  hair,  her  purple  eyes. 

The  spirit  was  erjsphered  in. 
That  took  yon  with  such  swift  surprise. 

Provided  you  had  peered  in. 

Her  velvet  foot  amid  the  moss 

And  on  the  daisies  patted. 
As,  querulous  with  sense  oi  Ion, 

It  tore  the  herbage  matted: 
*  And  come  he  early,  come  he  late,* 

She  saith,  *  it  wiU  undo  me; 
The  sharp  fore-speeded  shaft  of  fate 

Already  quivers  through  me. 


*  When  I  beheld  his  red-roan  steed, 

I  knew  what  aim  impelled  it; 
And  that  dim  scarf  of  silver  brede. 


I  reeked  not,  while  he  flaunted  by. 

Of  Love's  relentleas  vilence. 
Yet  o'er  me  crashed  the  summer  sky. 
In  thimders  of  blue  silence. 

'  His  hoof-prints  crumbled  down  the  vale. 

But  left  behind  their  lava; 
What  should  have  be«i  my  woman's  mail. 

Grew  jellied  as  guava: 
I  looked  him  proud,  but  'neath  my  pride 

I  felt  a  boneless  tremor; 
He  was  the  Beer,  I  descried. 

And  I  was  but  tiie  Seemer ! 

'  Ah,  how  to  be  what  then  I  seemed. 

And  bid  him  seem  that  is  so  1 
We  always  tangle  threads  we  dreamed. 

And  contravene  our  bliss  so. 
I  see  the  red-roan  steed  again ! 

He  looks,  as  something  sought  he: 
Why,  hoity  toity ! — he  is  fain. 

So  i'U  be  cold  and  hangjhty  I' 
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I,  Anqelo,  obese,  black-garmented. 

Respectable,  much  in  demand,  well  fed 

Vfim  mine  own  larder's  dainties,— where,  indeed. 

Such  cakes  Of  myrrh  w  fine  alyssum  seed. 

Thin  as  a  mallow-leaf,  euibrowned  o'  the  top. 

Which,  cracking,  lets  the  ropy,  trickling  drop 

Of  sweetness  touch  your  tongue,  or  potted  nMta 

Which  my  recondite  recipe  invests 

With  cold  conglomerate  tidbits — ah,  the  bill ! 

(You  say,)  but  given  it  wue  mine  to  fill 


I  guessed  for  whom  he  held  it; 


(B.  BBOwmaro) 
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"thr  chests,  the  case  so  put  wen  yours,  we'll  say, 

(Tliis  counter,  here,  yonr  post,  as  mine  to-day,) 

And  you've  an  eye  to  luxuries,  what  harm 

In  smoothing  down  your  palate  with  the  charm 

YourseU  oonoooted  ?   There  we  issue  take; 

AM  see !  as  thus  across  the  rim  I  break 

This  puffy  paunch  of  glazed  embroidered  cake. 

So  breaks,  throush  use,  the  lust  of  watering  chaps 

Aad  craveth  plamness:  do  I  so  ?  Pwhaps; 

Bot  that's  my  secret.    Find  me  such  a  man 

As  Lippo  yonder,  built  upon  the  plan 

Of  heavy  storage,  double-navellea,  fat 

From  his  own  giblets'  oil,  an  Ararat 

Uplift  o'er  water,  sucking  rosy  draughts 

From  Noah's  vineyard, —  .  .  .  crisp,  enticing  walta 

Yon  kitchen  now  emits,  which  to  your  sense 

Somewhat  abate  the  fear  of  old  events. 

Qualms  to  the  stomach, — I,  you  see,  am  slow 

Unnecessary  duties  to  forgo, — 

Ton  understand  ?  A  vnmon  haunch,  hmU  go^. 

Ducks  that  in  Cimbrian  olives  mildly  stew. 

And  sprigs  of  anise,  might  one's  teeth  provoke 

To  taste,  and  so  we  wear  1^  complex  ydce 

Just  as  it  suits, — my  liking,  I  confess, 

More  to  receive,  and  to  partake  no  less. 

Still  more  obese,  while  through  thick  adipose 

Smsation  cAioots,  from  testing  tongue  to  toes 

Far-off,  dim-consdons,  at  the  body's  verge. 

Where  the  froth-whispers  of  its  waves  emerge 

On  the  untasting  sand.   Stay,  now !  a  seat 

Is  bue:  I,  Angelo,  will  sit  and  eat. 


THE  SHRDfP^ATHEBEBS. 

(j«AH  maxLow) 

SCABLET  spaces  of  sand  and  ocean, 
Gulls  that  cinde  and  winds  that  blow; 

Baskets  and  boats  and  men  in  motkm. 
Sailing  and  scftfctMing  to  and  tto. 
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Girls  an  waiting,  their  wimples  adorning 
With  crinucm  sprinkles  the  broad  grey  flood; 

And  down  the  beach  the  bhidi  of  the  morning 
Shines  rioted  from  mdsfcure  and  mod. 

Broad  from  tho  yard  the  saila  hang  limpy; 

Lightlv  the  steersman  whistles  a  lay; 
Pull  with  a  will,  for  the  nets  are  shrimpv, 

Pull  wi^  a  whistle,  our  hearts  are  gay  I 

Tuppence  a  quart;  there  are  more  than  fifty  t 

Coffee  is  certain,  and  beer  galore: 
Coats  are  corduroy,  and  minck  are  thrifty. 

Won't  we  go  it  on  sea  and  shore ! 

See,  behind,  how  the  hilb  are  freckled 

With  low  white  huts,  where  the  lasses  bide  t 
See.  before,  how  the  sea  is  speckled 
With  sloops  and  schomiers  that  wait  the  tide  I 

Yarmouth  fishers  may  rail  and  roister, 
Tyne-side  boys  may  shout,  *  Give  way  !' 

Let  them  dredge  for  the  lobster  and  oyster. 
Pink  and  s^i^  are  our  shrimps  to^y ! 

Shrimps  and  the  delicate  periwinkle. 

Such  are  the  sea-fruits  lasses  love: 
Ho  !  to  your  nets  till  the  blue  stars  twinlde. 

And  the  dbntn»,?leeB  cottages  gleam  above ! 


CIMABUELLA. 
(D.  O.  BOSSEm) 

I. 

Faib-tinted  cheeks,  dear  eyelids  drawn 
In  crescent  curves  above  the  light 

Of  eyes,  whose  dim,  uncertain  dawn 
Becomes  not  day:  a  forehead  white 

Beneath  long  yellow  heaps  of  hair: 

She  is  so  strange  she  must  be  fair. 


n. 

Had  she  8harp,  slant-wise  wings  outspmidf 
She  were  an  ansel;  but  she  stands 

With  flat  dead  gold  behind  her  head. 
And  lilies  in  her  Ions  thin  hands: 

Her  folded  mantle,  oauiered  in. 

Fails  to  her  feet  m  »  mm  tin. 

m. 

Her  now  is  keen  as  pointed  flame; 

Her  crimson  lips  no  thins  express; 
And  never  dread  of  saintly  bkune 

Held  down  her  heavy  evelashee: 
To  guess  what  she  were  thinking  of, 
Preoludeth  any  moaner  love. 

IV. 

An  azure  carpet,  fringed  with  gold. 

Sprinkled  with  scarlet  spots,  I  laid 
Before  her  straight,  cool  feet  unrolled: 

But  she  nor  sound  nor  movement  made 
(Albeit  I  heard  a  soft,  shy  smile. 
Printing  her  neck  •  momeiit'f  while); 

v. 

And  I  was  shamed  throng^  all  my  mind 

For  that  she  spake  not,  neither  kissed. 
But  stared  ri^ht  past  me.   Lo  !  behind 

Me  stood,  in  pmk  and  ameth3r8t. 
Sword-girt  and  velvet-doubleted, 
A  tall,  gaimt  youth,  with  frowzy  head, 

VI. 

Wide  nostrils  in  the  air,  dull  eyes. 
Thick  lips  that  simpered,  but,  ah  me  1 

I  saw,  with  most  forlorn  surprise. 
He  was  the  Thirteenth  Century, 

I  but  tile  Ninetemtik:  tim  deroair 

Curdled  boieath  my  ouriing  hair. 
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vn. 

0,  Love  and  Fate  I   How  ooukt  she  ohooie 
My  rounded  ontUiiee.  Iwoader  bnfai, 

And  my  resuacitated  Muse  ? 
Some  tears  she  shed,  but  whether  pain 

Or  jov  in  him  unlocked  their  sonvoe, 

I  oouid  not  fathom  which,  ol  OOQXW. 

vm. 

But  I  from  missals,  quaintly  bound. 

With  cither  and  with  clavichord 
Will  sing  her  songs  of  sovran  wmnd: 

Belike  her  pity  will  afford 
Such  faint  retam  aa  initi  a  saint 
So  eweetfy  done  in  veiae  and  paint. 

FROM  'THE  TAMINQ  OF  THEMIBTOCLIS ' 

(WILUAM  MOBSn) 

'  He  must  be  holpen;  yet  how  help  shall  I, 
Steeped  to  the  lips  in  ancient  misery, 
And  by  the  newer  grief  apparellM  ? 
If  that  I  throw  these  atbes  on  mine  head. 
Do  this  thing  for  thee, — while  about  my  way 
A  shado  *  gathers,,  and  the  piteous  day. 
So  wan  una  bleak  for  very  loneliness, 
Tnmeth  from  sight  of  such  untruthfulness  ?' 
Therewitii  he  caught  an  arrow  from  the  sheaf. 
And  brake  the  shaft  in  witlessness  of  grief; 
But  Chiton's  vest,  such  dismal  fear  she  had. 
Shook  from  the  heart  that  aonij  was  a<lnid. 
And  she  began,  withouten  any  pause. 
To  say:  '  Why  break  the  old  iiltolian  laws  ? 
Send  this  man  forth,  that  never  harm  hath  done. 
Between  the  risen  and  the  setten  snn.' 

And  next,  they  wandered  to  a  steepy  hill. 
Whence  all  the  land  was  lying  grey  and  still. 
And  not  a  living  creature  there  miEht  be 
From  the  cold  mountains  to  the  sau,  cold  sea; 
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Only,  within  a  little  cove,  one  aftil 
Bhiock,  M  it  whimpered  at  the  cruel  gale, 
ibid  the  mMl  moaiMd  from  chafing  m  the  rope; 
So  tJH  wtm  ptin:  thegr  mw  aol  mj  nope. 


ALL  OR  NOTHINO. 
(EMBBSOH) 

Whoso  answers  mv  questions 

Knoweth  more  than  me; 
Hunger  is  but  knowhidge 

In  a  less  degree: 
Prophet,  priest,  and  poet 

Oft  prevaricate, 
And  the  surest  sentence 

Hath  the  greatest  weight. 

When  upon  my  gaiters 

Drops  the  morning  dew. 
Somewhat  of  Life's  riddle 


I  am  buskmed  by  the  goddess 

Of  Mcmadnook's  crest. 
And  my  winn  extended 
Touch  the  East  and  West. 

Or  ever  coal  was  hardened 

In  the  cells  of  earth. 
Or  flowed  the  founts  of  Bourbon, 

Lo  I  I  had  my  birtii. 
I  rm  crowned  coeval 

'h  the  Saurian  eggs, 
Ai    my  fancy  firmly 
tands  on  its  own  legs. 

Wouldst  thou  know  the  secret 

Of  the  barberry-bush, 
Catch  the  slippeiy  whistle 

Of  the  moulting  thrush. 
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Dance  upon  the  mnshroonis, 
Dive  beneath  the  sea. 

Or  anytMng  else  remarkable. 
Thou  must  follow  me  t 


THE  BALLAD  OF  HIBAM  HOVER. 
(WUITI'JUBE) 

Where  the  Moosatockmaguntic 

Pours  its  waters  in  the  Skuntic, 
Met,  along  the  forest-side, 
Hiram  Hover,  Huldah  Hyde. 

She,  a  maiden  fair  and  dapper, 
He,  a  red-haired,  stalwart  trapper, 

Hunting  beaver,  mink,  and  skunk. 
In  the  woodlands  of  Squeedunk. 

She,  Pentucket's  pensive  daughtw. 
Walked  beside  the  Skuntic  water. 
Gathering,  in  her  apron  wet, 
Snakeroot,  mint,  and  boonoing-bet. 

*  Why,'  he  murmured,  loath  to  leave  her, 

*  Gather  yarbs  for  chills  and  fever. 

When  a  lovyer,  bold  and  true. 
Only  waits  to  gather  you  ?' 

'  Go,'  she  answered,  '  I'm  not  hasty; 

I  prefer  a  man  more  tasty: 

Leastways,  one  to  please  me  well 
^oold  not  have  a  beasty  smell.' 

*  Haughty  Huldah !'  Hiram  uuweced; 
*lfind  and  heart  alike  are  cancered: 

Jest  look  here !  these  peltries  give 
Gash,  wbuefrom  a  pair  may  Hve. 


*  1,  yon  think,  am  btit  a  vagrant. 
Trapping  beasts  by  no  means  fragrant: 

Yet — I'm  sure  it's  worth  a  thank^ 
IVe  a  handsome  ram  in  iMmk/ 

Turned  and  vanished  Hiram  Hover; 

And,  before  the  vear  was  over, 

Huldah,  with  the  yarbs  she  sold. 
Bought  a  cape,  against  the  cold. 

Black  and  thick  the  furry  cape  was; 

Of  a  stylish  cut  the  shape  was, 
And  the  girls,  in  all  the  town. 
Envied  Huldah  up  and  down. 

Then,  at  last,  one  winter  morning, 

Hiram  came,  without  a  warning: 

'  Either,'  said  he,  '  you  are  blind, 
Huldah,  or  you've  changed  your  mind. 

*  Me  you  snub  for  trapping  varmints. 
Yet  you  take  the  skins  for  garments: 

Since  you  wear  the  skunk  and  mink. 
There's  no  harm  in  me,  I  think.' 

*  Well,'  she  said,  '  we  will  not  quarrel, 
Hiram:  I  accept  the  moral. 

Now  the  fashion's  so,  I  guess 
I  can't  hardly  do  no  less.' 

Dius  the  trouble  all  was  over 
Of  the  love  of  Hiram  Hover; 

Thus  he  made  sweet  Huldah  Hyde 

Huldah  Hover  as  his  bride. 

Love  emplosrs,  with  equal  favour. 

Things  of  good  and  evil  savour; 

That,  which  first  appeared  to  part. 
Warmed,  at  fawt,  tie  maiden's  licmrt. 
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Under  one  impartial  banner. 
Life,  the  hunter.  Love,  the  tanner. 

Draw,  from  every  beast  they  snare, 
ComfOTt  for  a  wedded  pair  f 


THE  SEWING  MACHINK 
(LOKOraLLOW) 

A  STRANGE  Vibration  from  the  cottage  window 

My  vagrant  steps  delayed. 
And  half  abstracted,  like  ui  aneieat  Hindoo, 

I  peused  beneath  the  shade. 

What  is,  I  said,  this  unremitted  humming. 

Loader  than  bees  in  spring? 
As  unto  prayer  the  murmurous  answw  coming. 

Shed  from  Sandalphon's  wing. 

Is  this  the  sound  of  unimpeded  labour. 

That  now  usurpeth  play  ? 
Our  harsher  substitute  for  pipe  and  tabcff, 

Ghittem  and  virelay  ? 

Or,  is  it  yearning  for  a  higher  vision. 

By  spiritual  hearing  heard  ? 
Nearer  I  drew,  to  listen  with  precision. 

Detecting  not  a  word. 

Then,  peering  thiough  the  pane,  as  men  d  sin  do. 

Myself  the  while  unseen, 
I  marked  a  maiden  seated  by  the  window. 

Sewing  with  a  nuu$hine. 

Her  gentle  foot  propelled  the  tiieleas  treadle. 

Her  gentle  hand  the  seam: 
My  fancy  said,  it  were  a  bliss  to  peddle 

ThcMe  shirts,  as  ia  a  dnam  I 
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Her  lovely  fingers  lent  to  yoke  and  collar 

Some  imperceptible  taste; 
The  rural  swain,  who  buys  it  for  a  dollar. 

By  beanty  is  embraced. 

O  fairer  aspect  of  the  common  mission ! 


The  true  significance,  the  high  positi(m 
Of  such  small  things  as  these. 

Not  now  doth  Toil,  a  brutal  Boanerges, 

Deform  the  maiden's  hand; 
Her  implement  its  soft  sonata  merges 

In  songs  of  sea  and  land. 

And  thus  the  hum  of  the  unspooling  cotton. 

Blent  with  her  rhythmic  tread. 
Shall  still  be  heard,  when  virelays  are  foigottm. 

And  troubadours  are  dead. 
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MORTIMER  CX>LLINa 

IF. 

(swinbubnb) 

It  life  were  never  bitter. 

And  love  were  always  sweet. 
Then  who  would  care  to  borrow 
A  moral  from  to-morrow — 
If  Thames  would  always  gUtter, 

And  joy  would  ne'er  retreat. 
If  life  were  never  bitter. 

And  love  were  iJways  sweet  ? 

If  Care  were  not  the  waiter 

Behind  a  fellow's  chair. 
When  easy-going  sinners 
Sit  down  to  Richmond  dinners. 
And  life's  swift  stream  flows  straighter — 

By  Jove,  it  would  be  rare 
If  Care  were  not  the  waiter 

Behind  a  fellow's  chair. 

If  wit  were  always  radiant. 
And  wine  were  always  iced,  ^ 

And  bores  'were  kicked  out  stoai|^tway 

Through  a  convenient  gateway; 

Them  down  the  years'  long  gradient 
'Twere  sad  to  be  enticed; 

If  wit  were  always  radiant, 
And  wine  were  always  iced. 

SALAD. 
(swinbubne) 
Brow. 

O  COOL  in  the  summer  is  salad. 
And  warm  in  the  winter  is  love;. 

And  a  poet  shall  sing  you  a  ballad 
Delicious  thereon  and  thereof. 


00LUN8 


A  singer  am  I,  if  no  sinner. 

My  Muse  has  a  marvellous  wing. 
And  I  willingly  worship  at  dinner 
The  Sirens  of  Spring. 

Take  endive  .  .  .  like  love  it  is  bitter; 

Take  beet  .  .  .  for  like  love  it  is  red; 
Crisp  leal  of  the  lettuce  shall  glitter. 

And  oreas  from  the  rivulet's  bed; 
Anchovies  foam-bom,  like  the  Lady 

Whose  beauty  has  maddened  tbia  bard; 
And  olives,  from  eroves  that  are  shady; 
And  Qgg»— boil  'em  hard. 

(b.  bbownino) 
Beard. 

Waitbbss,  with  eyes  so  marvellous  black. 

And  the  blackest  possible  lustrous  gay  tress. 
This  is  the  month  of  the  Zodiac 

When  I  want  a  pretty  deft-handed  waitress. 
Bring  a  china-bowl,  you  merry  young  soul; 

Bring  anything  green,  from  worsted  to  celery; 
a^ng  pure  oHve-oil,  from  Italy's  soil  .  .  . 

Then  your  china-bowl  we'll  well  array. 
When  the  time  arrives  chip  choicest  chives. 

And  administer  quietly  chili  and  capsicum  .  .  . 
(Young  girls  do  not  quite  know  what  's  whl^ 

Till  as  a  Poet  into  their  laps  I  come). 
Then  a  lobster  fresh  as  fresh  can  be 

(When  it  screams  in  the  pot  I  feel  a  murdezer); 
Aftor  wMeh  I  fancy  we 

I9udl  want  a  iew  bottles  of  Heidsieok  or  Roedeier. 

(tennysoh) 
Hair. 

King  Aethub,  growing  very  tired  indeed 
Of  wild  Tintagel,  now  that  Lancelot 
Had  gone  to  Jersey  or  to  Jericho, 
And  there  was  nobody  to  make  a  rhyme. 
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And  Oomish  girls  were  chrittMied  JewaHtn, 

And  the  Pound  Table  had  strown  rickety. 
Said  unto  Merlin  (who  had  been  asleep 
For  a  few  centuries  in  Broceliande, 
But  woke,  and  had  a  bath,  and  felt  refreshed): 
'  What  shall  I  do  to  pull  myself  together  ?' 
Quoth  Merlin,  *  Salad  is  the  very  thing. 
And  you  can  get  it  at  the  "  Cheshire  Cheese." ' 
King  Arthur  went  there:  verily,  I  beUeve 
That  he  has  dined  there  every  day  since  then. 
Have  you  not  marked  the  portly  gentleman 
In  his  oool  comer,  with  his  plate  of  greens  ? 
The  great  knight  Lancelot  prefers  the  *  Cock,' 
Where  port  is  excellent  (in  pints),  and  waiters 
Are  portiier  than  kings,  and  steaks  are  tender. 
And  poets  have  been  known  to  meditate  .  .  . 
Ox-fed  orating  ominous  octastichs. 


ROBERT  BARNABAS  BROUQH. 

Ill  A  SHBIMP. 
('  I'M  ATLOAT,  I'm  AWtJOAT  ') 

I'm  a  shrimp  !   I'm  a  shrimp,  of  diminutive  siie: 
Inspect  my  antennae,  and  look  at  my  eyes; 
I'm  a  natural  syphon,  when  dipped  in  a  cup. 
For  I  drain  the  contents  to  the  latest  diap  up. 
I  care  not  for  oraw-fish,  I  heed  not  the  prawn. 
From  a  flavour  especial  my  fame  has  been  drawn; 
Nor  e'en  to  the  crab  or  the  lobster  do  yield, 
When  I'm  pro^rly  cook'd  and  efficiently  peeled. 
Quick !  quick !  pile  tiw  ooate—Iet  your  saucepan  be  deep. 
For  the  weather  is  warm,  and  I'm  sure  not  to  keep; 
Off,  off  with  my  head — split  my  shell  into  three — 
I'm  a  sluuBp !  I'm  ft  shiunp—to  be  ei^  wiHi  tea. 
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DANTE  GABRIEL  ROSSETTI. 

MACCRACKEN. 
(TENNYSON) 

Getting  his  pictures,  like  his  supper,  cheftp. 

Far,  far  away  in  Belfast  by  the  sea. 
His  watchful  one-eyed  uninvaded  sleep 

MacCraoken  sleepeth.   While  the  P.R.B. 
Mu8t  keep  the  shady  side,  he  walks  a  swell 

Through  spungings  of  perennial  growUi  and  heij^t : 

And  far  away  in  Belfast  out  of  sight. 
By  many  an  open  do  and  secret  sell. 
Fresh  daubers  he  makes  shift  to  scarify. 

And  fleece  with  pliant  shears  the  slumbering  'green.' 
There  he  has  lied,  though  aged,  and  will  Ue, 
Fattening  on  ill-got  pictures  in  his  sleep. 
Till  some  Prerafmael  prove  for  him  too  deep. 

Then,  once  by  Hunt  and  Buskin  to  be  seen. 
Insolvent  he  will  turn,  and  in  the  Queen's  Bench  die. 


THE  BROTHERS. 
B^  a  Seotek  Bard  and  Enf^uh  Semewer, 
(TXNHTSOK) 

I  AM  two  brothers  with  one  face. 

So  which  is  the  real  man  who  can  trace  ? 

(My  wrongs  are  raging  inside  of  me.) 
Here  are  some  poets  asA  they  sdl. 
Therefore  revenge  becomes  me  well. 

(Oh  Robert-Thomas  is  dread  to  see.) 

Of  course  -you  know  it's  a  burning  shame, 
Bttt  of  my  last  books  the  press  makes  game ! 
(My  wnmgB  are  boiling  inside  of  me.) 


Bownn  m 

So  at  least  all  other  bards  I'll  slate 
1111  no  one  sells  but  the  Laureate. 
{Ot  Robert-TliomM  is  dread  to  see.) 

I  took  a  beast  of  a  poet's  tome 

And  nailed  m  cheque,  and  brought  them  home; 

(My  wrongs  were  howling  inside  of  me.) 
And  after  supper,  in  lieu  of  bed, 
I  wound  wet  towels  round  my  head. 

(Oh  Robert-Thomas  is  dread  to  see.) 

Of  eyelids  kissed  and  all  the  rest, 

And  rosy  cheeks  that  lie  on  one's  breast, 

(My  wrongs  were  yelling  inside  ol  me.) 
I  told  the  worst  that  pen  can  tell, — 
And  Strahan  and  Company  loved-  me  well. 

(Oh  Bobert-Thomas  is  oread  to  see;) 

I  crowed  out  load  in  tiie  silent  night, 

I  made  my  digs  so  sharp  and  bright: 
(My  wrongs  were  gnashing  inside  of  m^^.) 

In  our  Contemptible  Review 

I  struck  the  beggar  through  and  through. 
(Oh  Robert-'momas  is  dread  to  see.) 

I  tanned  his  hide  and  combed  his  head. 
And  that  bard,  for  one,  I  left  for  dead. 

(My  wrongs  are  hooting  inside  of  me.) 
And  now  he's  wrapped  in  a  printer's  sheet, 
Let's  fling  him  at  oar  Publio^i  feet. 

{Ok  Rdbwt-Thomas  is  dread  to  see.) 
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CHARLES  STUART  CALVERLEY. 

ODE  TO  TOBACCa 

(LtHfOFSLLOW) 

Thou  who,  when  fears  attack, 
Bid'st  them  avaunt,  and  Black 
Care,  at  the  honeman's  back 

Perching,  unseatest; 
Sweet  when  the  mom  is  grey; 
Sweet,  when  they've  cleand  away 
Lunch;  and  at  close  of  day 

Possibly  sweetest: 

I  have  a  liking  old 

For  thee,  though  maniiold 

Stories,  I  know,  are  told. 

Not  to  thy  credit ; 
How  ooe  (or  two  at  most) 
Drops  make  a  cat  a  ghost — 
UsefinBS,  except  to  roast — 

DoctcMTs  nave  said  it: 

How  they  who  use  fusees 
All  grow  by  slow  d^;rees 
Kamless  as  chimpanzees. 

Meagre  as  lizards; 
Go  mad,  and  beat  their  wives; 
Plunge  (after  shocking  lives) 
Razors  and  carving  knives 

Into  their  gizzards. 

CJonfound  such  knavish  tricks  ! 
Yet  know  I  five  or  six 
Smokers  who  freely  mix 

Still  with  their  neighbours; 
Jones — who,  I'm  glad  to  say. 
Asked  leave  of  Mrs.  J. — 
Daily  absorbs  a  clay 

After  his  labours. 
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Cats  mav  have  hod  their  fooM 
Oodced  by  tobocco-juioe ; 
Still  why  deny  its  use 

Thoughtfully  taken  ? 
We're  not  as  tabbies  are: 
&nith,  take  a  fresh  cigar ! 
Jones,  the  tobacco-jar  ! 

Here's  to  thee,  Bacon  ! 


BEER. 
(BYRON) 

In  those  old  days  which  poets  say  were  golden — 
(Perhaps  they  laid  the  gUiUng  on  themselves: 

And,  if  they  did,  I'm  all  the  more  beholden 
To  those  brown  dwellers  in  my  dusty  shelves. 

Who  talk  to  m    'in  language  quaint  and  olden  ' 
Of  gods  and  demigods  and  fauns  ai  d  elves. 

Pan  with  his  pipes,  and  Bacchus  with  his  leopards. 

And  staid  young  godv  Mses  who  flirt  with  die^Mnii:) 

In  those  old  days,  the  Nymph  called  Etiquette 
(Appalling  thought  to  dwell  on)  was  not  bom. 

They  had  their  May,  but  no  Mayfair  as  yet. 
No  fashions  varying  as  the  hues  of  mom. 

Just  as  they  pleased  they  drrased  and  drank  and  ate. 
Sang  hymns  to  Ceres  (their  John  Barleycorn) 

And  danced  unchaperoned,  and  laughed  unchecked. 

Ami  were  no  donbt  rataremely  inoorreot. 

Yet  do  I  think  their  theorv  was  pleasant: 
And  oft,  I  own,  my  *  wayward  fancy  roams  ' 

Back  to  those  times,  so  different  from  the  present; 
When  no  one  smc^ed  cigars,  nor  gave  At-homes, 

Nor  smote  a  billiard-ball,  nor  winged  a  pheasant. 
Nor  *  did '  their  hair  by  means  of  long-tailed  combs. 

Nor  migrated  to  Brighton  once  a  year, 

Noi^HOBOst  attooiUUiig  d  all— drrak  Bew. 
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No,  they  did  not  drink  Beer,  *  which  brings  nM  to  * 
(As  Qilpin  said)  '  the  middle  of  my  song/ 

Not  that  '  the  middle '  is  precisely  true. 

Or  else  I  should  not  tax  your  patience  long: 

If  I  had  said  '  beoinning '  it  might  do; 
But  I  have  a  m3Sk»  to  quoting  wrong: 

I  waa  unlucky — sinned  against,  not  sinning — 

When  Cowper  wrote  down  '  middle  '  for  '  beginning/ 

So  to  proceed.    That  abstinence  from  Malt 
Has  always  struck  me  as  extremely  curious. 

The  Greek  mind  must  have  had  some  vital  fault. 
That  they  should  stick  to  liquors  so  injurious — 

(Wine,  water,  tempered  p'raps  with  Attic  salt) — 
And  not  at  once  invent  that  mild,  luxurious. 

And  artful  beverage.  Beer.   How  the  digestion 

Got  on  withoat  it,  is  »  starring  qoeslloa. 

Had  they  digestions  ?  and  an  actual  body 
Such  as  dyspepsia  might  make  attacks  on  ? 

Were  they  ahstract  ideas — (like  Tom  Noddv 
And  Mr.  Briggs) — or  men,  like  Jones  and  Jackson  t 

Then  Neotar — was  that  beer,  or  whisky-toddy  ? 
Some  say  the  Gaelic  mixture,  /  the  Saxon: 

I  thicJc  a  strict  adherence  to  the  latter 

Mif^t  make  aawe  Scots  less  p^^Maded,  and  fattm. 

Besides,  Bon  Ganltier  definitely  shows 
That  the  real  beverage  for  feasting  gods  Ml 

Is  a  soft  compound,  grateful  to  the  nose 
And  aJso  to  the  pamte,  known  as  '  Hodgson.' 

I  know  a  man — a  tailor's  son — who  rose 
To  be  a  peer:  and  this  I  would  lay  odds  on, 

(Though  in  his  Ifemoirs  it  may  not  appear,) 

That  taat  mai<  owed  his  rise  to  copious  Beer. 

0  Beer !  0  Hodgson,  Guinness,  AUsopp,  Bass  ! 

Names  that  should  be  on  every  infant's  tongue  ! 
Shall  days  and  months  and  years  and  cmtuiies  pass* 

And  still  your  merits  be  unrecked,  unsung  ? 
Oh !  I  have  ga^ed  into  my  foaming  glass. 

And  widied  tiiat  lyre  caaML  jret  again  be  sfcnu^ 


OiLVBRLBT  296 

Which  once  rang  prophtt-Uln  throogh  Ctettet,  and 

taught  her 

IGsfiildKl  •Qw  that  'tiM  bMl  drink  waa  watar.' 

How  would  ha  now  recant  that  wild  opfaiion. 

And  sing — as  would  that  I  could  sing — of  yon ! 
I  was  not  bom  (alas  !)  the  '  Muses'  minion/ 

I'm  not  poetical,  not  even  blue: 
And  he  (we  know)  but  strives  with  waxen  pinion. 

Whoe'er  he  is  that  entertains  the  view 
01  emulating  Pindar,  and  will  be 
Sponsor  at  last  to  some  now  nameless  sea. 

Oh  I  when  the  green  slopes  of  Arcadia  burned 

With  all  the  lustre  of  the  dying  day, 
And  on  C^thaeron's  brow  the  reaper  turned, 

(Humming,  of  course,  in  his  delightful  way. 
How  Lyofdaa  was  dead,  and  how  conoemed 

The  Nymphs  were  when  they  saw  his  lifeleti  day; 
And  how  rock  told  to  rook  the  dreadful  story 
That  poor  young  Lyt^laa  waa  gooa  to  gbry:) 

What  would  that  lone  and  labouring  soul  have  given. 
At  that  soft  moment,  for  a  pewter  pot ! 

How  had  the  mists  that  dimmed  his  eye  been  liven,  • 
And  Lycidaa  and  sonw  all  icargat ! 

U  his  ov,n  grandmother  had  died  unshriven. 

In  two  short  seconds  ho'd  have  recked  it  not; 
Such  power  hath  Bear.   'xb»  heart  iHileh  OrM  hath 

canker'd 

Hath  one  unfailing  remedy — the  Tankard. 

C!of!ee  is  good,  and  so  no  doubt  is  cocoa; 

Tea  did  lor  Johnson  and  the  Chinamen: 
When  '  Dulce  est  desipere  in  loco  ' 

Was  written,  real  Falemian  winged  the  pen. 
When  a  rapt  audience  has  encored  '  Fra  Poco  * 

Or  '  Casta  Diva,'  I  have  heard  that  then 
The  Prima  Donna,  smiling  herself  out. 
Recruits  her  flagghig  powers  with  bottled  stout. 

But  iriiat  is  ooSee,  but  a  noxiona  beny. 
Bom  to  keep  used-up  Londonete  awidte  T 
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What  is  Falemian,  what  is  Port  or  Sherry, 
But  vile  concoctions  '■o  make  dull  heads  ache  ? 

Nay  stout  itself— (thoo^  good  with  oysters,  very)— 
Is  not  a  thing  your  reading  man  should  take. 

He  that  would  shine,  and  petrify  his  tutor. 

Should  drink  draught  Allsopp  in  its  *  native  pewter.' 

But  hark  !  a  soimd  is  .stealing  on  my  ear — 
A  soft  and  silvery  sound— I  know  it  well. 

Its  tinkling  tells  me  that  a  time  is  near 
Precious  to  me — it  is  the  Dinner  Bell. 

0  blessed  Bell !    Thou  bringest  beef  and  bcei-. 
Thou  bringest  good  things  more  than  tongue  may 

tell:  ^ 
Seared  is  (of  course)  my  heart — but  unsubdued 
Is,  and  shall  be,  my  appetite  for  food. 

1  go.   Untaught  and  feeble  is  my  pen: 

But  on  one  statement  I  may  safely  venture: 
That  few  of  our  most  highly  gifted  men 

Have  more  appreciation  of  the  trencher. 
I  go.    One  pound  of  British  beef,  and  then 

What  Mr.  Swiveller  called  '  a  modest  quencher '; 
That,  home-returning,  I  may  '  soothly  say,' 
'  Fate  cannot  touch  me:  I  have  dined  to-day.' 


WANDERERS. 
(TENNYSON) 

As  o'er  the  hill  we  roam'd  at  will. 

My  dog  and  I  together. 
We  mark'd  a  chaise,  by  two  bright  bays 

Slow-moved  along  the  heather: 

Two  bays  arch-neck'd,  with  tails  omot 
And  gold  upon  their  blinkers; 

And  by  their  side  an  ass  I  spied; 
It  waa  a  travdUng  tinker's. 


The  chaise  went  by,  nor  aught  cared  I; 

Such  things  are  not  in  my  way; 
I  tum'd  me  to  the  tinkw,  who 

Wm  .•>a,5ng  down  a  by-way: 

I  a  k'd  him  where  he  Hved — a  stare 

V  as  ;iL'  I  got  in  answer. 
As  >:i  b.-".  trudgud:  I  rightly  judged 

The  stare  said,  *  Whmre  I  can,  sir.' 

I  ask'd  him  if  he'd  take  a  whiS 

Of  Imcoo;  he  acceded; 
He  grew  communicative  too, 

(A  pipe  was  all  he  needed,) 
Till  of  the  tinker's  life.  I  think, 

I  knew  as  much  as  he  did. 

*  I  loiter  down  by  thorp  and  town. 

For  any  job  I'm  willing; 
Take  here  and  there  a  dusty  brown. 

And  here  and  there  a  shilling. 

'  I  deal  in  every  ware  in  turn, 

I've  rings  for  buddin'  GMly 
That  spMwe  like  those  ejM  of  her'n; 

I've  nqnor  for  the  valet. 

'  I  steal  from  th'  parson's  strawberry -plots. 

I  hide  by  th'  squire's  covers; 
I  teach  the  sweet  proung  housemaids  what's 

TIm  ut  of  trwppag  loVmi. 

'  The  things  I've  done  'ae*tii  nooa  aad  item 

Have  got  me  into  messes: 
I've  seen  the  f\y  through  prison  ban. 
I've  torn  up  prison  dresses: 

•  I've  iai.  I'ye  si|^'d.  I've  ^oom'A.  I've  gkaoMl 

With  envy  at  the  swaOowi 
Thi^  tbrough  the  window  slid,  and  dancsd 
(Quite  happy)  round  the  gallows; 

'  But  out  again  I  come,  and  show 

My  face  nor  care  a  stiver, 
For  trades  are  MA  and  trades  are  slow. 

M  Bia*  §em  w  for  wm.' 
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Thus  on  he  prattled  like  a  babbling  brook. 
Then  I,  '  The  sun  hath  shpped  behind  the  hill. 
And  my  aunt  Vivian  dines  at  half -past  six/ 
So  in  all  love  we  parted;  I  to  the  Hall, 
They  to  the  village.   It  was  noised  next  noon 
That  ohickrai  had  bem  miss'd  at  Syllabub  Farm. 

PROVERBIAL  FHILOSOPHT. 

(tuppkb) 

Ihtboduotoby. 

Art  thou  beautiful,  0  my  daughter,  as  tiie  budding 

rose  of  April  ? 
Are  all  thy  motions  music,  and  is  poetry  tiinmed  in 

thine  eye  ? 

Then  hearken  unto  me;  and  I  will  make  the  bud  a 
fair  flower, 

I  will  plant  it  upon  the  bank  of  Elegance,  and  water 

it  with  the  water  of  Cologne; 
And  in  the  sr  xson  it  shall  *  come  out,'  yea  bloom,  the 

pride  of  the  parterre; 
Ladies  shall  marvel  at  its  beauty,  and  a  Lord  shall 

pluck  it  at  the  last. 

Of  Propriety. 

Study  first  Propriety:  for  she  is  indeed  the  Polestar 
Which  shall  guide  tlks  urtless  maidni  throuc^  tiie  mases 

of  Vanity  Fair; 
Nay,  she  is  the  golden  chain  which  holdeth  together 
Society; 

The  lamp  by  whose  light  young  Psyche  shall  approach 

unblamed  her  Eros. 
Verily  Truth  is  as  Eve,  which  was  ashamed  being  naked; 
Wherefore  doth  Propriety  dress  her  with  the  fair  foliage 

of  artifice: 

Amd  when  she  is  dzest,  bdidd  1  die  kawweth  not  herself 

agun. — 

I  walked  in  the  Fewest;  and  above  me  stood  tiie  yew. 
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Stood  like  »  dnmbering  giant,  doooded  in  impeotteble 

shade; 

Then  I  pam'd  into  the  citizen's  garden,  and  marked  a 

tree  clipt  into  shape, 
(The  nant'^  locks  had  been  shorn  by  the  Dalilah-shears 
of  Decoru^n;) 

And  I  said,  '  Surely  nature  is  goodly;  but  how  much 

goodlier  is  Art !' 
I  heard  the  wild  notes  of  tiie  lark  floating  far  ov«r  tiie 

blue  sky. 

And  my  foolish  heart  went  after  him,  and,  lo  !  I  blessed 

him  as  he  rose; 
Foolish  !  for  far  better  is  the  trained  boudoir  bullfinch. 
Which  pipeth  the  semblance  of  a  tune,  and  mechanically 

draweth  up  water: 
And  the  reinless  steed  of  the  desert,  though  his  neck 

be  clothed  with  thunder. 
Must  yield  to  him  that  danceth  and  *  moyeth  in  ih» 

circles  '  at  Astley's. 
For  verily,  0  my  daughter,  the  world  is  a  masquerade. 
And  God  made  thee  one  thhig,  that  thou  mightest  make 

thyself  another: 
A  maiden's  heart  is  aa  champa^^,  ever  aspiring  and 
stmggling  upwards. 


silvered  cork  of  Propriety: 
He  that  can  afford  the  price,  his  be  the  precious  treasure. 
Let  him  drink  deeply  of  its  sweetness,  nor  gnimbfo  if 

it  tasteth  of  the  cork. 


Choose  judiciously  thy  friends;  for  to  discard  them  is 
undesirable. 

Yet  it  is  better  to  drop  thy  friends,  0  my  daughter, 

tiian  to  drop  thy  '  H's.' 
Dost  thou  know  a  wise  mmm  7  yea,  wkw  than  the 

children  of  li^ht  ? 
Hat^  she  a  pontdcm  ?  and  a  title  ?  and  are  hex  parties 

in  the  Morning  Post  f 
If  thou  dost,  cleave  unto  her,  and  give  up  unto  her 

t^  body  and  n^; 


motions  be  checked  by  the 


Of  Fbienbship. 


300 


oALvnunr 


Think  with  her  ideM,  and  disteibnte  thy  imilM  at  her 

bidding: 

So  shalt  thou  become  like  unto  her;  and  thy  manners 
shall  be  '  formed/ 

And  thy  name  shaU  be  a  Sesame,  at  which  the  doors 
of  the  great  shall  fly  open: 

Thou  shalt  know  every  Feer,  his  arms,  and  the  date 
of  his  creation. 

His  pedigree  and  their  intermarriageB,  and  cousins  to 
the  sixth  remove: 

Thou  shalt  kiss  the  hand  of  Royalty,  and  lo !  in  next 
morning's  papers. 

Side  by  side  with  rumours  of  wars,  and  stories  of  ship- 
wrecks and  sieges. 

Shall  appear  thy  name,  and  the  minutisB  of  thy  head- 
dress and  petticoat. 

For  an  enraptured  public  to  muse  upon  over  their 
matutinal  muflfin. 


Or  RXADING. 

Read  not  Milton,  for  he  is  dry;  nor  Shi^eepeare,  for  he 

wrote  of  common  life: 
Nor  Scott,  for  his  romances,  though  fascinating,  are 

yet  intdligible: 
Nor  Thackeray,  for'  he  is  a  Hogarth,  a  photographer 

who  flattereth  not: 
Nor  Kingsley,  for  he  shall  teach  thee  that  Hum  shouldest 

not  dream,  but  do. 
Read  incessantly  iky  Burke;  tiiat  Boike  who,  nobler 

than  he  of  old, 
Treateth  of  the  Peer  and  Peeress,  the  truly  Sublime 

and  Beautiful: 
likewise  study  the  '  creations  '  of  *  the  Prince  of  modem 

Romance ' ; 

Sigh  over  Leonard  the  Uartyr,  aiul  smite  cm  Pdham  the 

puppy: 

Learn  how  '  love  is  the  dram-drinking  of  existence '; 
And  how  we  '  invoke,  in  the  Gadara  of  our  still  closets. 
The  beautiful  ghost  of  the  Ideal,  with  the  simple  wand 
of  the  pen/ 
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Listen  how  Haitmvm  and  the  mphan  *  foKot  afl  but 
love/ 

And  how  Devereux's  family  chaplain  '  made  and  un- 
made kings  '  : 

How  Eugene  Aram,  though  a  thief,  a  liar,  and  a  mur- 
derer, 

Tet,  being  intellectual,  was  anumgst  the  noblest  of 

mankind. 

So  shalt  thou  live  m  a  world  peopled  with  heroes  and 

master-spirits ; 
And  if  thou  canst  not  realize  the  Ideal,  thou  shalt  at 

least  idealise  the  ReaL 


THE  COCK  AND  THE  BULL. 
(BBOWHIRO) 

You  see  this  pebble-stone  ?   It's  a  thing  I  bought 

Of  a  bit  of  a  chit  of  a  boy  i'  the  mid  o'  the  day — 

I  Kkfc  to  dock  the  smaller  parts-o'-speech. 

As  we  curtail  the  already  cur-tail'd  cur 

{You  catch  the  paronomasia,  play  'po'  words  ?), 

Did,  rather,  i'  the  pre-Landseerian  days. 

Well,  to  my  muttons.    I  purchased  the  concern. 

And  clapt  it  i'  my  poke,  having  given  for  same 

By  way  o'  chop,  swop,  bartor  or  exchange— 

*  Chop  '  was  my  snickering  dandiprat's  own  term — 

One  shilling  and  foiupence,  current  coin  o'  the  realm. 

0-n-e  one  and  f-o-u-r  four 

Pence,  one  and  fourpence — ^you  are  with  me,  sir  ? — 
What  hour  it  skills  not:  ten  or  eleven  o'  the  clock. 
One  day  (and  what  a  roaring  day  it  was 
Go  shop  or  sight-see— bar  a  spit  o'  rain  I) 
In  Febraary,  eightera  sixty  nine, 
Alexandrina  Victoria,  Fidei 

Hm — hm — how  runs  the  jargon  ?  being  on  throne. 

Such,  sir,  are  all  the  facts,  succinctly  put. 
The  basis  or  substratum — what  you  will — 
Of  the  impending  eighty  thousand  lines. 
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*  Not  much  in  'em  either,'  quoth  perhaps  simple  Hodge. 

But  there's  a  superstructure.    Wait  a  bit. 

Mark  first  the  rationale  of  the  thing : 

Hear  logic  rivel  and  levigate  the  deed. 

That  shilling — and  for  matter  o'  that,  the  pence — 

I  had  o'  course  upo'  mt — wi'  me  say — 

(Mecum's  the  Latin,  make  a  note  o'  that) 

When  I  popp'd  pen  i'  stand,  scratch'd  ear,  wip'd  snout, 

(Let  everybody  wipe  his  own  himself) 

Sniff'd — tch  ! — at  snuffbox ;  tumbled  up,  he-heed, 

Haw-haw'd  (not  hee-haw'd,  that's  another  guess  thing:) 

Then  fumbled  at,  and  stumbled  out  of,  door, 

I  shoved  the  timber  ope  wi'  my  omoplst; 

And  in  vestibulo,  i'  the  lobby  to-wit, 

(lacobi  Facciolati's  rendering,  sir,) 

Donn'd  galligaskins,  antigropeloes. 

And  so  forth;  and,  complete  with  hat  and  gloves. 

One  on  and  one  a-dangie  i'  my  hand. 

And  ombrifuge  (Lord  love  you  !),  case  o'  rain, 

I  flopp'd  forth,  'sbuddikins  !  on  my  own  ten  toes, 

(I  do  assure  you  there  be  ten  of  them,) 

And  went  clump-clumping  up  hill  and  down  dale 

To  find  myself  o'  the  sudden  i'  front  o'  the  boy. 

Put  case  I  hadn't  'em  on  me,  could  I  ha'  bought 

This  sort-o'-kind-o'-what-you-might-call  toy. 

This  pebble-thing,  .o'  the  boy-thmg  ?  Q.E.D. 

That's  proven  without  aid  from  mumping  Pope, 

Sleek  porporate  or  bloated  Cardinal. 

(Isn't  it,  old  Fatchaps  ?    You're  in  EucUd  now.) 

So,  having  the  shilling — having  i'  fact  a  lot — 

And  pence  and  halfpence,  ever  so  many  o'  them, 

I  purchased,  as  I  think  I  said  before. 

The  pebble  {lapis,  lapidis,  -di,  -dem,  -de — 

What  nomis  'crease  short  i'  the  genitive,  Fatchaps,  eh  ?) 

O'  the  bo/,  a  bare-Iegg'd  beggarly  son  of  a  gun. 

For  one-and-fourpence.    Here  we  are  again. 

Now  Law  steps  in,  bigwigg'd,  voluminous-jaw'd; 
Investigates  and  re-investigates. 
Was  the  transaction  illegal  ?    Law  shakes  head. 
Perpend,  sit,  a31  the  bearings  of  the  case. 
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At  first  the  coin  was  mine,  the  chattel  his. 
But  now  (by  virtue  of  the  said  exrhaiige 
And  barter)  vice  versa  all  the  coin. 
Per  juris  operationem,  vests 
I'  the  bojr  and  his  assigns  till  ding  o'  doom* 
{In  seeeuh  MeeuUHho-orum  ;  ' 
I  think  I  hear  the  Abate  mouth  out  that.) 
To  have  and  hold  the  same  to  him  and  them.  .  .  . 
Confer  some  idiot  on  Conveyancing. 
Whereas  the  pebble  and  every  part  thereof. 
And  all  that  appertaineth  thereunto, 
Quodcunque  pertinet  ad  earn  rem, 
(I  fancy,  sir,  my  Latin's  rather  pat) 
Or  shall.  wiU,  may,  might,  can,  could,  would  or  should. 
{aubo'udt  ccetera — clap  we  to  the  close — 
For  what's  the  good  of  law  in  a  case  o'  the  kind) 
Is  mine  to  all  intents  and  purposes. 
This  settled,  I  lesmue  the  tiu«ad  o'  the  tale. 

Now  for  a  touch  o'  the  vendor's  quaUty. 
He  says  a  gen'lman  bought  a  pebble  of  him, 
(Tins  pebble  i'  sooth,  sir,  which  I  hold  i'  my  hand)— 
And  paid  for  %  like  a  gen'lman.  on  the  nail. 

Ihd  1  o  ercharce  him  a  ha'pennv  ?   Devil  a  bit. 
Fiddlepms  end!    Get  out,  you  blazing  ass  ! 
Gabble  o'  the  goose.    Don't  bugaboo-baby  me  ! 
Go  double  or  quits  ?    Yak  !  tittup  !  what's  the  odds  ?' 
—mere  s  the  tranftiction  view'd  i'  the  vendor's  light. 

«r?^^L  dumpled  hag,  stood  snuffling  by. 

With  her  three  frowsy  blowsy  brats  o'  babes. 
The  scum  o'  the  kennel,  cream  o'  the  filth-heap— Faugh  ! 
Aie,  aie,  aie,  aie  !  otototototoT, 

C®^*?  ^^^^  ^®  ^^^^       Hoighty  toighty  now)— 
And  the  baker  and  candtestickmater,  and  Jack  and  GiU. 
JSlear  d  Goody  this  and  queasy  Gaffer  that 
Ask  the  schoolmaster.   Take  schoohnaster  first. 

He  saw  a  gentleman  purchase  of  a  lad 
^  stone,  and  pay  for  it  riie  on  tLe  square. 
And  cany  it  off  jmt  taUum,  jauntily, 
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Propria  qucB  maribus,  gentleman's  proper^  now 

(Agreeably  to  the  law  explain'd  above). 

In  proprium  waum,  for  his  private  ends. 

The  boy  he  chuck'd  a  brown  i'  the  air,  and  bit 

r  the  face  the  shilling:  heaved  a  thumping  stone 

At  a  lean  hen  that  ran  cluck  clucking  by, 

(And  hit  her,  dead  as  nail  i'  post  o'  door,) 

Then  abiit — what's  the  Ciceronian  phrase  ? — 

Excessit,  evaait,  erupit — i>fi'  slogs  boy; 

Off  like  bird,  avi  similis— (you  observed 

The  dative  ?   Pretty  i'  the  Mantuan  !)— Anglioe, 

Off  in  three  flea  skips.    Hactenus,  so  far. 

So  good,  tarn  beiie.   Bene,  aatis,  mak — , 

Where  was  I  with  my  trope  'bout  <me  in  a  quag  ? 

I  did  once  hitch  the  syntax  into  verse: 

Verbum  peraonale,  a  verb  personal, 

Cmeordat—a.y.  *  agrees,'  old  Fatchaps— eHm 

Nominativo,  with  its  nominative, 

Genere,  i'  point  o'  gender,  numero, 

O'  number,  et  persona,  and  person.  Ut, 

Instance:  Sol  ruit,  down  flops  sun,  et  and. 

Mantes  umbrantur,  out  flounce  mountains.   Pah ! 

Excuse  me,  sir,  I  think  I'm  going  mad. 

You  see  the  trick  on 't  thoiu;h,  and  can  yourself 

Continue  the  discourse  ad  Imtum. 

It  takes  up  about  eighty  thousand  lines, 

A  thing  imagination  boggles  at; 

And  miedit,  odds-bobs,  sir !  in  judicious  hands, 

ExtmA  from  hat  to  llfesqpotamy. 


LOVERS,  AND  A  REFLECTION. 
(JXAN  XNGSLOW) 

In  moss-prankt  dells  which  the  sunbeams  flatter 
(And  heaven  it  knoweth  what  that  may  mean; 

Meaning,  however,  is  no  great  matter) 
Where  woods  are  a-tremUe,  with  rifts  afeween; 
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Through  God's  own  heather  we  womied  togetiiar, 

I  ana  my  Willie  (0  love  my  love): 
I  need  hardlv  remark  it  waa  gkmoos  weather. 

And  flitterbata  wavwed  alow,  above: 

Boats  were  curtseying,  rising,  bowing 
(Boats  in  that  climate  we  so  polite). 

And  sands  were  a  ribbon  of  green  endowing. 
And  0  the  sundazzle  on  bark  and  bight ! 

Through  the  rare  red  heather  we  danced  together, 
(0  love  my  Willie !)  and  smelt  for  flowers: 

I  must  menti(m  i^pdn  it  was  gorgeous  weather. 
Rhymes  are  so  scarce  in  tliis  worid  ci  oon: — 

By  rises  that  flushed  with  their  purple  favours. 
Through  becks  that  brattled  o^  grasses  shera. 

We  walked  and  waded,  we  two  young  shavers. 
Thanking  our  stars  we  were  both  so  green. 

We  journeyed  in  parallels,  I  and  Willie, 

In  fortunate  parallels  !  Butterflies, 
Hid  in  weltraing  shadows  of  daffo(^y 

Or  marjoram,  kept  making  peacock  eyes: 

Songbirds  darted  about,  some  inky 
As  coai,  some  snowy  (I  ween)  as  curds; 

Or  rosy  as  pinks,  or  as  roses  pinky — 
They  reck  oi  no  eerie  To-oome.  those  birds ! 

But  they  skim  over  bents  which  the  millstream  washes. 
Or  hang  in  the  lift  'neath  a  white  cloud's  hem; 

They  need  no  parasols,  no  goloshes; 
And  good  Mrs.  Trimmer  ahe  feedeth  them. 

Then  we  thrid  God's  cowslips  (as  erst  His  heather) 
That  endowed  the  wan  grass  with  their  golden  blooms 

And  snapped — (it  was  perfectly  charmins  weather) — 
Our  fingers  at  Fate  and  her  goddess^Oimis: 

X 
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And  Willie  'gan  sing  (0,  his  notes  were  fluty; 

Wafts  fluttered  them  out  to  the  white-winged  sea)— • 
Something  made  up  of  rhymes  tiiat  have  moe  nmoh 

duty 

Rhymes  (better  to  put  it)  of  '  ancientry  ': 

Bowers  of  flowers  encountered  showers 
In  WilUam's  carol— (0  love  my  Willie !) 

Then  he  bade  sorrow  borrow  from  blithe  to-morrow 
I  quite  forget  what — say  a  daffodilly: 

A  nest  in  a  hollow,  '  with  buds  to  follow/ 
I  think  occurred  next  in  his  nimble  strain; 

And  clay  that  was  *  kneaden  '  of  course  in  Eden — 
A  rhyme  most  novel,  I  do  maintain: 

Mists,  bones,  the  singer  himself,  love-stories. 
And  all  least  furlable  things  got  *  furied 

Not  with  any  design  to  conceal  their  '  glories,' 
But  simply  and  solely  to  rhyme  with  '  world.' 

•  •  •  •  • 

O  .  aillows  and  pillows  and  hours  and  flowen. 
And  all  the  brave  rhymes  of  an  elder  day. 

Could  be  furled  together,  this  genial  weath«. 
And  carted,  or  carried  on  '  wafts  '  away. 

Nor  ever  again  trotted  out — ah  me  ! 

How  ir.nch  fewor  volumee  of  vene  thom'd  be  I 


BALLAD. 
(JEAN  INQSLOW) 

The  auld  wife  sat  at  her  ivied  door, 
{Butter  and  eggs  and  a  pound  of  cheese) 

A  thing  she  had  frequently  done  before; 
And  her  spectacles  lay  on  her  aproned  knees. 

The  piper  he  piped  on  the  hill-top  high, 
{Butter  and  eggs  and  a  pound  of  cheese) 

Till  the  cow  said  '  I  die,'  and  the  goose  asked  '  Why  V 
And  the  dog  said  noUiing,  but  aearched  for  fleas. 
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The  farmer  he  strove  through  the  square  ftunnyud; 

{Butter  and  egos  and  a  pimnd  of  cheese) 
Wm  iMt  hnm  of  »!•  wtm  *  trifle  hard— 

The  oonnexkm  of  ibkk  wi^  the       om  wee. 

The  farmer'R  daughter  hath  frank  hlue  eyes; 

(Butter  and  eggs  and  a  pound  of  cheese) 
She  hears  the  rooks  caw  m  the  windy  skies. 

As  die  aiti  at  her  lattice  and  aheUs  ho*  peas. 

The  farmer's  daughter  hath  ripe  red  lips; 

(Butter  and  eggs  and  a  pound  of  cheese) 
If  you  try  to  approach  her,  away  she  skips 

Over  tables  and  chairs  with  apparent  ease. 

The  farmer's  daughter  hath  soft  brown  hair; 
(Butter  and  egge  and  a  pound  of  cheese) 

And  I  met  with  a  ballad,  I  can't  say  where, 
Which  wholly  consisted  of  lines  like  these. 

pabt  n. 

She  sat,  with  her  hands  'nmth  her  dimpled  cheeks, 

(Butter  and  eggs  and  a  wy^nd  of  cheese) 
And  spake  not  a  word.   While  a  lady  speaks 
Than  is  hope,  but  she  didn't  erea  sneeze. 

She  sat,  with  her  hands  'neath  her  crimson  cheeks, 
(Butter  and  eggs  and  a  pound  of  cheese) 

She  gave  up  menduig  her  father's  breeks. 
And  let  the  cat  roll  in  her  new  chemise. 

She  sat,  with  her  hands  'neath  her  burning  cheeks, 

(Butter  and  eggs  and  a  pound  of  cheese) 
And  gazed  at  the  piper  for  thirteen  weeks; 

Then  she  followed  him  out  o'er  the  misty  leas. 

Her  sheep  followed  her,  as  their  tails  did  them. 

(Butter  and  eggs  and  a  pound  of  cheese) 
And  this  song  is  considered  a  perfect  gem. 

And  as  to  the  meaning,  it's  what  ytm  please. 
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CHARLES  LUTWIDQB  DODGSON  ('  LEWIS 
CARROLL') 

HOW  DOTH  THE  UTTLE  CROCODILE 
(ISAAC  watts) 

How  doth  the  little  orooodile 

Improve  his  shining  tail. 
And  pour  the  waters  of  the  Nile 

On  every  golden  scale  1 

How  cheerfully  he  seems  to  grin. 
How  neatly  spreads  his  claws. 

And  wekomee  fittle  fishes  in. 
With  gently  tmiling  jawe  I 


TIS  THE  VOICE  OP  THE  LOBSTER. 
(ISAAC  WATTS) 

Tis  the  voice  of  the  Lobster;  I  heard  him  declare, 
'You  have  baked  me  too  brown,  I  must  sugar  my 
hair.' 

As  a  duck  with  its  eyelids,  so  he  with  his  nose 
Trims  his  belt  and  his  battone,  and  turns  oot  hie  toee. 


TWINKLE.  TWINKLE,  LITTLE  BAT. 
( JANB  TAYLOS) 

Tvs^NKLE,  twinkle,  little  bat ! 
How  I  wonder  what  you're  at ! 
Up  above  the  world  you  fly. 
Luce  a  tea-tny  in  the  sky. 


TOU  ARE  OLD.  lATflBt  WIUJAB. 

(tounar) 

'  Yov  are  old.  Father  William,'  the  young  man  taid, 
*  And  your  hair  hat  become  very  white; 

And  yet  you  inoeMantly  ataad  on  ymur  Iwad — 
Do  you  think,  at  yoor  age,  it  ia  right  ?' 

'  In  my  youth/  Father  William  replied  to  Ut  Mm, 

'  I  feared  it  migfat  in/iure  the  brain; 
But  now  that  I'm  perfeeity  mat  I  haw  name. 

Why,  I  do  it  ai^  aadl  again.' 

*  You  are  old,'  said  the  youth,  '  as  I  mentimied  belore. 

And  have  grown  most  uncommonly  fat; 
Yet  you  '  amed  a  back>iGBMHr»9iiIt  in  at  toe  dam — 
Pray,  what  is  the  reaaeii  of  <  !m 

*  In  my  youth,'  said  the  sage,  as  he  ttiiook  Us  gny  lodn, 

'  I  kept  all  my  limbs  very  supple 
By  the  use  of  this  ointment— one  sUlling  the  box- 
Allow  me  to  sell  you  a  couple.' 

*  You  are  old,'  said  the  youth,  *  Mid  yoat  jaws  are  too 

weak 

For  anything  tougher  than  suet; 
Yet  you  finished  the  goose,  with  the  bones  and  the  beak- 
Pray  how  <id  you  manage  to  do  it  ?' 

'  In  my  youth,'  said  his  father,  *  I  took  to  the  law. 

And  argued  each  case  with  my  wife; 
And  the  muocular  strength,  which  it  gave  to  my  jaw. 

Has  lasted  tbe  rest  of  my  life/ 

*  Yon  are  old,'  said  the  yontii, ''  one  would  hardly  suppose 

lliat  your  eye  was  as  steady  as  ever; 
Y^you  balanced  an  eel  on  the  end  of  your  nose— 
What  made  yra  so  awfully  otever 

*  I  have  answered  three  qirastions,  and  that  is  enough,' 

Said  his  father;  'don't  give  yourself  airs! 
Do  you  think  I  can  listen  aU  day  to  such  stuff  ? 
Be  off,  or  im  Idek  yoo  downstaizs  !' 
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HUWATHA'S  PHOTOGRAPHING. 


(LOKOFXLLOW) 


In  Ml  Age  of  imitatkm.  I  can  claim  no  sort  of  merit  for  this  slight 
attonpt  at  doing  what  is  known  to  be  so  easy.  Anyone  who  knows 
what  verse  is.  witii  the  sUi^tast  ear  for  r^thm.  can  throw  oS  a 
composition  in  the  easy  mradng  metre  ot  "The  Song  of  Hiawattta.' 
Hairmg.  then,  distinctly  stated  that  I  challenge  no  attention,  in  the 
following  little  poem,  to  its  merely  verbal  jingle,  I  must  beg  the  oandid 
reader,  to  oomBne  his  oitioism  to  it*  treatmnt  of  the  sab|eet. 


From  his  shoulder  Hiawatha 
Took  the  camera  of  rosewood. 
Made  ai  sliding,  folding  rosewood; 
Neatiy  put  it  all  together. 
In  its  case  it  lay  compactly. 
Folded  into  nearly  nothing; 
But  he  opened  out  the  hinges, 
Pushed  and  pidled  the  joints  and  hinges. 
Till  it  lodked  all  squares  and  obkmgs. 


In  the  second  book  of  Euclid. 

This  he  perched  upon  a  teipod. 
And  the  family  in  order 
Sat  before  him  tar  their  pictuns. 
Mystic,  awful  was  the  process. 

First  a  piece  of  glass  he  coated 
With  Collodion,  and  plun^^ed  it 
In  a  bath  of  Lunar  Caustic 
Carefully  dissolved  in  water: 
Tbere  Ob  kit  it  certain  minutes. 

Secondly,  my  Hiawatha 
Made  with  cunning  hand  a  miztuie 
Of  the  acid  Pvro-gallic, 
And  of  Glacial  Acetio, 
And  of  Alcohol  and  water: 
This  developed  all  the  picture. 

Finally,  he  fixed  each  picture 
With  a  saturate  solution 
Of  a  certain  salt  of  Soda — 
Chemists  call  it  Hyposulphite. 
(Vary  difficult  the  name  is 
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For  a  metre  like  the  present. 
But  periphraaifl  has  done  it.) 

All  Hw  family  in  ordnr 
Sat  before  him  for  their  pictures. 
Each  in  turn,  as  he  was  taken. 
Volunteered  his  own  soggestimis. 
His  invaluable  suggestions. 

First  the  Governor,  the  Father: 
He  suggested  velvet  curtains 
Loopea  abo':t  a  massy  pillar; 
And  the  comer  of  a  table. 
Of  a  rosewood  dining-table. 
He  would  hold  a  scroll  of  something. 
Hold  it  firmly  in  his  left-hand; 
He  would  keep  his  right-hand  buried 

gake  Napoleon)  in  his  waistcoat; 
e  wonM  c<mtemplate  tiM  distaiioe 
With  a  look  of  pensive  meaning. 
As  of  ducks  that  die  in  tempests. 

Grand,  heroic  was  the  notion: 
Yet  the  picture  failed  entirely: 
Failed,  because  he  moved  a  httle. 
Moved,  because  he  couldn't  help  it. 

Next,  his  better  half  took  courage; 
She  would  have  her  picture  taken : 
She  came  dressed  beyond  desoriplioo. 
Dressed  in  jewels  and  in  satin 
Vwe  too  gorgeous  for  an  empress. 
Graceful^  she  sat  down  siaeways. 
With  a  simper  scarcely  human. 
Holding  in  her  hand  a  nosegay 
Rather  larger  than  a  cabbage. 
All  the  while  that  she  was  taking. 
Still  the  ladv  chattered,  chattereC 
Like  a  monkey  in  the  forest. 
*  Am  I  sitting  still  ?'  she  asked  him. 
'  Is  my  face  enough  in  profile  ? 
Shall  I  hold  the  nos^y  higher  7 
Will  it  come  into  the  piotai«  T' 
And  the  picture  failed  completely. 
Next  the  Son,  the  Stunning-Cantab: 
suggested  curves  of  beauty. 
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Curves  pervading  all  his  figure. 
Which  the  eye  might  follow  onward, 
nil  they  centred  in  the  breast-inn. 
Centred  in  the  golden  breast-pin. 
He  had  learnt  it  all  from  Ruskin 
(Autiior  of  *  The  Stones  of  Venice,' 
*  Seven  Lamps  of  Architecture/ 
'  Modem  Pamters,'  and  some  others) ; 
And  perhaps  he  had  not  fully 
Understood  his  author's  meaning; 
But,  whatever  was  the  reason. 
All  was  fruitless,  as  the  picture 
Ended  in  an  utter  failure. 

Next  to  him  the  eldest  dang^terr 
She  s*iggested  very  little; 
Only  asked  if  hb  would  take  her 
With  her  look  of  '  passive  beauty.' 

Her  idea  of  passive  beauty 
Was  a  squinting  of  the  left-eye. 
Was  a  drooping  of  the  right-eye. 
Was  a  smile  tfaAt  went  up  sideways 
To  the  comer  of  the  nostrils. 

Hiawatha,  when  she  asked  him. 
Took  no  notice  of  the  question, 
Lodted  as  if  he  hadn't  beard  it; 
But,  when  pointedly  appealed  to. 
Smiled  in  his  peculiar  manner. 
Coughed  and  said  it  '  didn't  matter,' 
Bit  his  lip  and  changed  the  subject. 

Nor  in  this  was  he  mistaken. 
As  the  picture  failed  completely. 

So  in  turn  the  other  sisters. 
Last,  the  youngest  son  was  taken: 
Very  rough  and  thick  his  hair  was, 
Very  round  and  red  his  face  was. 
Very  dusty  was  his  jacket, 
Veiy  fidgetty  his  manner. 
And  his  overbearing  sisters 
Called  him  names  he  disapproved  of: 
Called  him  Johnny,  '  Daddy's  Darling,' 
Called  him  Jacky,  '  Scrubby  School-boy.' 
And,  so  awful  was  the  pietaie. 


'LIWIB  OABBOLL' 


In  comparison  the  others 

Blight  bo  thou|dit  to  have  suoceeded, 

To  have  partidly  snooeeded. 

Finally  my  Hiawatha 
Tumbled  all  the  tribe  together, 
'  Grouped '  is  not  the  right  ezpraaflion.) 
And,  as  happy  chance  would  have  it, 
Did  at  last  obtain  a  picture 
Where  the  faces  all  succeeded: 
Each  came  out  a  perfect  likeness. 

Then  they  joined  and  all  abused  it. 
Unrestrainedly  abused  it. 
As  '  the  worst  and  ugliest  picture 
They  could  possibly  have  dreamed  of. 
Giving  one  such  strange  expressions  I 
Sulkiness,  conceit,  said  meanness  1 
Really  any  one  would  takn  us 
(Any  one  that  did  not  know  us) 
For  the  most  unpleasant  people  !' 
(Hiawatha  seemed  to  think  so. 
Seemed  to  think  it  not  unlikely.) 
All  together  rang  their  voices, 
Angn^,  loud,  discordant  vmces. 
As  of  dogs  that  howl  in  concert. 
As  of  oats  that  wail  in  chorus. 

But  my  Hiawatha's  patience, 
His  politeness  and  his  patience. 
Unaccountably  had  vanished. 
And  he  left  that  happy  party. 
Neither  did  he  leave  them  slowly. 
With  that  calm  deliberation. 
That  intense  deliberation 
Which  photographers  aspire  to : 
But  he  left  tiiem  in  a  hurry. 
Left  them  in  a  mighty  hurry. 
Vowing  that  he  would  not  stand  it. 

Hurriedly  he  packed  his  boxes. 
Hurriedly  the  porter  trundled 
On  a  barrow  all  his  boxes; 
Hiuriedly  he  took  his  ticket. 
Hurriedly  the  train  received  him: 
Thus  departed  Hiawatha. 
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THB  THBEB  VOICES. 

The  Fint  Voiee. 

With  hands  tight  clenched  through  matted  hair. 
He  crouched  in  trance  of  dumb  despair: 
There  came  a  breeze  from  out  the  air. 

It  passed  athwart  the  glooming  flat — 
It  fanned  his  forehead  as  he  sat — 
It  lii^tly.  boxe  away  his  hat, 

AH  to  the  feet  of  one  who  stood 
like  maid  enchanted  in  a  wood. 
Frowning  as  darkly  as  she  could. 

With  huge  umbrella,  lank  and  brown. 
Unerringly  she  pinned  it  down, 
Ri^t  tmoui^  the  centre  d  the  crown. 

Then,  with  an  aspect  cold  and  grim. 
Regardless  of  its  battered  rim. 
She  took  it  up  and  ^ve  it  him. 

Awhile  Uke  one  in  dreams  he  stood. 
Then  faltered  forth  his  gratitude, 
In  words  just  short  clL  being  mde: 

For  it  had  lost  its  shape  and  shine, 
And  it  had  cost  him  four-and-nine. 
And  he  was  going  oat  to  dine. 

With  grave  indifference  to  his  speech. 

Fixing  her  eyes  upon  the  beach. 

She  said  '  Each  gives  to  more  thw  each.' 

He  could  not  answer  yea  or  nay: 
He  faltered  '  Qifts  may  pass  away.' 
Yrt  knew  not  what  he  meant  to  say. 
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*lMWm  GAUOU.' 

I  If  that  be  so,'  she  strawht  replied, 
'  Each  heart  with  each  doth  coincide. 
What  boots  it  ?   jPor  the  world  is  wide.' 

And  he,  not  wishing  to  appear 
Less  wise,  said  '       Material  Sphere 
Is  but  Attributive  Idea.' 

But  when  she  asked  him  •  Whoefore  so  ?' 

He  felt  his  very  whiskers  glow. 

And  frankly  owned  '  I  do  not  know.' 

While,  hke  broad  waves  of  golden  grain. 
Or  sunlit  hues  on  cloistered  pane. 
His  cokrar  came  and  went  again. 

Pitying  his  obvious  distress. 

Yet  with  a  tinge  of  bitterness. 

She  said  *  The  More  exceeds  the  Less.' 

'  A  truth  of  such  undoubted  weight. 
He  urged,  *  and  so  eztonne  in  date. 
It  wera  supecfiuoue  to  state.' 

Roused  into  sudden  passicm,  she 
In  tone  of  cold  malignity:- 

•  To  others,  yes:  but  not  to  thee.' 

But  when  she  saw  him  quail  and  quake. 
And  when  he  uiged  *  For  pity's  sake  I' 
Once  more  in  gmtle  tcme  she  spake. 

'  Thought  in  the  mind  doth  still  abide; 
That  is  by  Intellect  supplied. 
And  withm  t^t  Idea  doth  hide. 

•And  he,  that  yearns  the  truth  to  know. 
Still  further  inwardly  may  go. 
And  find  Idea  from  Notion  flk>w. 

*  And  thus  the  chain,  that  sages  soi^t. 
Is  to  a  glorious  circle  wrought. 

For  Notion  hath  its  aoniee  in  Thought.' 


When  he,  with  racked  and  wMiling  bMin, 
Feebly  implored  her  to  expUj^i, 
She  simply  said  it  all  again. 

Wrenched  with  an  agony  intense. 

He  sptkB,  neglecting  Sound  and  Seoae, 

And  oaxeleas  of  all  eomeqmaoe: 

*  Blind — believe— is  Essence — ^Ent— 
Abstract — that  is — an  Accident — 
Which  we — that  is  to  say — I  meant — ' 

When,  with  quick  breath  and  cheeks  ail  flushed. 
At  length  his  speech  was  somewhat  hushed. 
She  kK^ed  at  him,  and  he  was  orndied. 

It  needed  not  her  calm  reply: 
She  fixed  him  with  a  stony  eye. 
And  he  could  neither  fight  nor  fly, 

While  she  dissected,  word  by  word, 

His  speech,  half  guessed  at  and  half  heard. 

As  m^^t  a  cat  a  Httie  bird. 

Then,  having  wholly  overthrown 

His  views,  and  stripped  them  to  the  bmie. 

Proceeded  to  unfold  her  own. 

So  passed  they  on  with  even  paoe. 
Yet  gradually  one  might  trace 
A  diadow  growing  on  his  fooe. 


The  Seeond  Voice. 

They  walked  beside  the  wave-wom  beach. 

Her  tongue  was  very  apt  to  teach. 
And  now  and  then  he  did  beseech 

She  would  abate  her  dulcet  tone. 
Because  the  talk  was  all  her  own. 
And  he  was  dull  as  any  drone. 


*uwit  cunou.'  1 

She  urged  '  No  cheese  is  made  of  chalk  ': 
And  conuchw  flowed  her  drMiy  UJk, 
Tuned  to  tiie  footfaU  of  a  walk. 

Her  voice  was  very  full  and  rich. 

And,  when  at  length  she  asked  hW  *  Which  ?' 

It  mounted  to  its  hi^^iest  pitch. 

He  a  bewilder^  answer  gave. 
Drowned  in  the  sullen  moaning  wave, 
loct  in  tb»  echoes  of  the  cave. 

He  answered  her  he  knew  not  what: 
Like  shaft  from  bow  at  random  shot: 
He  spoke,  but  she  regarded  not. 

She  waited  not  for  his  reply. 
But  with  a  downwa^  IcMtden  eye 
Went  (m  aa  if  he  wem  not  by. 

Soimd  argument  and  grave  defence. 
Strange  questions  raised  on  *  Why  ?'  and 

'  Whence  ?' 
And  weighted  down  witii  oonmuHi  sense. 

'  Shall  Man  be  Man  ?   And  shall  he  miss 
Of  other  thoughts  no  thought  but  this, 
HarmoniotM  dews  of  adber  Miss  ? 

*  What  boots  it  ?   Shan  his  fevered  eye 
Through  towering  nothingness  deeoiy 
The  grisly  phanton*  hurry  by  ? 

'  And  hear  dimib  shrieks  that  fill  the' air; 
See  mouths  that  gape,  and  eyes  that  stare 
And  reddm  in  i&  dosky  g^ue  ? 

*  The  meadows  breathing  amber  light. 
The  darkness  toppling  from  the  height. 
The  feathery  train  of  granite  Night  ? 

'  Shall  he,  grown  gray  among  his  peas. 
Through  the  thick  curtain  of  his  tears 
Catch  giimpMC  cf  his  ewiier  ymm» 
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•  And  hear  the  sounds  he  knew  of  yon» 
Old  shufflings  on  the  sanded  floor. 
Old  knuckles  toppbog  •!  «!»  door  T 

•  Yet  still  before  him  as  he  flies 
One  pallid  form  shall  ever  rise. 
And,  bodying  forth  in  glassy  eyes 

'The  vision  of  a  vanished  good. 

Low  peering  Uirough  the  tuigled  wood. 

Shall  freeze  the  current  (rf  his  blood/ 

Still  from  each  fact,  with  skill  uncouth 
laid  savage  rapture,  Uke  a  tooth 
She  wrenched  a  slow  reluctant  truth. 

Till,  like  some  silent  water-mill. 
When  summer  suns  have  dried  the  rill. 
She  reached  a  fall  stop,  and  was  ftilL 

Dead  calm  succeeded  to  the  fuss. 
As  when  the  loaded  omnibus 
Has  reached  ^  railway  terminus: 

When,  for  the  tumult  of  the  street. 
Is  heaxd  the  engine's  stifled  beat. 
Dm  y^Tct  toead  of  portwi'  leefc. 

With  glance  tliat  ever  songht  the  ground. 

She  moved  her  lips  without  a  sound, 
And  every  now  and  then  she  frowned. 

He  gazed  upon  the  sleeping  sea. 
And  joyed  in  its  tranquillity. 
And  in  tiiat  ritonoe  dead,  but 

To  muse  a  little  space  did  se«n. 

Then,  Uke  the  echo  of  a  dream. 

Harped  back  upon  her  threadbare  theme. 

Still  an  attentive  ear  he  lent, 

But  could  not  fa^om  what  she  meant: 

She  was  not  deep,  ram  tktqviuit. 


He  marked  the  ripple  on  the  sand: 
The  ev«i  twaving  of  her  hand 
Was  all  that  he  could  understand. 

He  left  her,  and  he  turned  aside: 
He  Mil  wad  watched  the  ooming  tide 
AcroM  the  shoret  so  newly  dried. 

He  womfered  at  tiie  watnn  clear. 

The  breeze  that  whispered  in  his  ear. 
The  billows  heaving  far  and  near; 

And  why  he  had  so  long  preferred 
To  hang  upon  her  every  word; 
*  In  truth/  he  said, '  it  was  afamud/ 


The  Thkd  Yoke. 

Not  long  this  transport  held  its  place: 

Within  a  little  moment's  space 

Quick  tears  were  raining  down  his  face. 

His  heart  stood  still,  a«hast  with  fear; 
A  wordless  voice,  max  mr  nae  neai. 
He  seemed  to  hear  and  nol  to  hew. 

•  Tears  kindle  not  the  doubtful  spai^: 
If  so,  why  not  ?    Of  this  remark 
The  bearings  are  profoundly  dark.' 

*  Her  speech,'  he  said,  *  hath  caused  this  pain; 
Easier  i  count  it  to  explain 

The  yugm  ci  the  howung  main, 

'  Or,  stretched  beside  some  sedgy  hmA, 
To  con,  with  inenweadve  lode. 
An  unintelligible  book.' 

liOW  spake  the  voice  within  his  head. 
In  words  imagined  more  than  said, 
Soondkas  aa  ghoefa  intended  tnad: 
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'  If  thou  art  duller  than  before, 

Why  quittedst  vhou  the  voice  <A  lore  ? 

Why  not  endure,  expecting  more  f 

'  Rather  than  that/  he  groaned  aghast, 

*  rd  wril^  in  depths  of  oavem  vast. 
Some  loftthly  vampire's  rich  lepMtt.' 

*  Tweie  hard/  it  answered,  '  theme*  immenw 

To  coop  within  the  narrow  fence 
That  rings  thy  scant  intelligence/ 

'  Not  so,'  he  ursed,  '  nor  once  alone: 
But  there  was  wat  within  her  tone 
Which  chilled  me  to  the  very  bone. 

'  Her  style  was  anything  but  clear. 
And  most  unpleasantly  severe; 
Her  epithets  were  very  queer. 

'  And  yet,  so  grand  were  her  replies, 
I  could  not  choose  but  deem  hoe  wiae; 
I  did  not  dare  to  oriticiae; 

*  Nor  did  I  leave  her,  till  she  went 

So  deep  in  tangled  argument  ^ 
That  all  my  powers  of  thought  were  spent. 

A  little  whisper  inly  slid;  ^ 
'  Yet  truth  is  truth:  you  know  you  did — 
A  little  wink  beneath  the  Ud. 

And,  sickened  with  excess  of  dread, 
Prone  to  the  dust  he  bent  his  head. 
And  lay  like  one  Uuree^oarten  dead. 

Forth  went  the  whisper  Hke  a  breese; 

Left  him  amid  the  wondering  trees. 
Left  him  by  no  means  at  his  ease. 

Once  more  he  weltered  in  despair. 
With  hands,  through  denser-matted  hair. 
More  ti{^tly  clenched  than  thm  tliey  wwe. 


When,  bftthed  in  dawn  of  Uving  red, 
Majettio  frowned  the  mountain  head, 
'TbD  me  my  fault/  was  all  he  aaid. 

When,  at  high  noon,  the  biasing  akv 
ScOTohed  in  his  head  ettdk  baggaid  eje. 
Then  keenest  roee  hk  weary  cry. 

And  when  at  eve  the  unpitjring  sun 
.Smiled  grimly  on  the  solemn  fun, 
*AkM!k/lieaighed.  *  wh«t  Aom  I  done  ?' 

But  saddest,  darkest  was  the  sight, 
When  the  cold  grasp  of  leaden  Wight 
Dashed  him  to  earth,  and  heU  him  tight. 

Tortured,  unaided,  and  alone. 
Thunders  were  silence  to  his  groan, 
Bagpipea  sweet  mnaio  to  its  tone: 

'  What  ?   Ever  thus,  in  dismal  round. 
Shall  Pain  and  Misery  profound 
Pursue  me  like  a  sleepless  hound, 

'  Witii  crimson-dashed  and  eager  jawa« 
Me,  still  in  ignorance  of  the  cause. 
Unknowing  what  I  bmke  ol  laws  T' 

Tlie  whisper  to  his  ear  did  seem 
like  echoed  flow  of  silent  stream. 
Or  shadow  of  forgotten  dream; 

The  whisper  trembling  hi  the  wind: 
'  Her  fate  with  thine  was  intertwined,' 
So  spake  it  in  his  imm  mind: 

'  Eacl    'oed  on  each  a  baleful  star. 
Each  proved  the  other's  blight  and  bar. 
Each  unto  each  were  best,  most  far: 

*  Yea,  each  to  each  was  worse  than  foe. 
Thou,  a  scared  dullard,  gibbering  low, 
And  she,  an  avalanohe  of  woe.' 
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BSACTIFUL  SOfTP. 

(UNCKBTAIN) 

BiAUTiTVL  Swip,  m>  rich  uid  pe^ 
Waitiiig  fai  »  **oe  tonen  1 

Who  for  such    -unties  would  not  stoop  ? 
Soup  of  the  evvoing,  beautiful  Soup ! 
•Soup  ci  tiie  erening,  bMuMirf  Soup ! 

Beau — cx>tiful  Soo — oop  ! 

Be*u — ootif  ol  Soo— oop  ! 
800— «(»>  of  the  e — e— evening, 

BtrndUL,  bMHUitel  Soap  1 

IbaiiUfiit  Soup '  who  carw  for  iA, 

Ganne,  or  any  otbet  duAk  ? 

Who  would  not  gtvf>  all  else  for  two  p 

ennyworth  oniy  of  Uiauti'^ul  Soup  ? 
Pennyworth  only  of  beMitif  ui  Soup  ? 

Pt—  uotif'-J  Woo  oop! 

Beau— f  >tiful  Sof  oof  ' 
Soo— oop  of  tJie  e— e — evening 


UBRAPr  OP  TH£ 
^  ST.  JOHN  THE  aP 


THOMAS  HOOD  THE  TOU.«0£R. 

Tbe  auti  Tin  upOT  U8  was  nulung, 
'  »  e  Pa  k   w  re         ted  and  lon&— 
i  ■  Btreeto  wre    upeopled  and  lone; 

M.\  tL-rjt  Apo      the  Mm  Imtw  wm  hmbiiw^ 
Tha  ove      ^  p»*     ay  were  strown— 
By  *he  w!i      n  j    wanderings  strown. 

I  flight '     (i>       f  ir  ^re  gnsl^ 

Kounu  M^:  jjori    Ty  thioa*, 

^Ae      %  iiqtieflcen    ^y  gu.  ag, 
Am=      p  t<  the  porphyry  hrone — 

io  th«^     ig»   footstool  were  gushing, 
Thr   MABds  on  the  slept  of  that  throne— 
Or       ilofid  ttoat  tl^  ol  that  Ibraw  t 

1  &  -A—*  Shdl  the  wintcr-feftves  fnt  tp 

ffr  turn — we  must  turn  to  the  fru 
the  fret'hness  and  force  <rf  the  fru 
T      a  gifts  wherewith  Autumn  hM  mr 
rr  isic  that  never  grows  mute 
hat  inaunders  but  never  grows  mutey, 
t  adriJs  the  vine  branches  net  ns, 
-Qie  iilv,  the  lettuce,  the  lute — 
he  eeonmit,  sacculent  lettuce. 
And  the  languishing  lily,  and  lute; — 
^es; — the  lotos-like  losives  of  the  lettaoe: 
Late  lily  and  lingering  lute. 

Then  come— let  us  fly  from  the  city  I 

I«t  us  travel  in  orient  isles — 

Ii  the  purple  of  orient  isles — 
Oh.  bear  me— yes,  bear  me  in  jrity 

To  olimea  whexe  a  aim  evw  smiks— 

Sv«r  maoe^hfy  and  qpeoioiufy  aattaa  I 


THOMAS  HOOD  THE  YOUNOEB 

Where  the  swarth-browed  Arabian's  wild  ditty 
Enhances  pyramidal  piles:  ^ 

Where  his  wild,  weird,  and  wcmdecful  ditty 
Awakens  pvramidal  piles — 

Yes: — his  fxmitless  perpetiuJ  ditty 
Pwplexes  pymnMal  piks  t 


IN  MEMOBIAM  TSCHNICAIL 

(Tnnnrsoir) 

I  COUNT  it  true  which  sages  teach — 
That  passion  sways  not  with  repose. 
That  love,  confounding  these  with  those. 

Is  evw  wdding  mdi  with  each. 

And  so  vrhea  time  has  ebbed  away. 
Like  childish  wreaths  too  luhtly  held. 
The  song  (rf  immemorial  eld 

l^iall  moan  about  the  bdted  bay, 

AVhere  slant  Orion  slopes  his  star 
To  swelter  in  the  rolling  seas. 
Till  slowly  widening  by  degrees. 

The  grey  cUmbs  upward  from  afar. 

And  golden  youth  and  passion  stray 
Along  the  ridges  ci  the  stnmd — 
Not  far  apart,  but  hand  in  hand — 

With  all  the  darkness  danced  away  1 


THE  WEDDING. 
('  OWEN  MEREDITH  ') 

Lady  Clara  Vere  de  Vere ! 
I  hardly  know  what  I  must  say. 
But  I'm  to  be  Queen  of  the  May,  moftsr 
I'm  to  be  Queen  of  the  May ! 
I  am  hatf-cnoed;  I  da&'t  leM  grave. 
Let  me  rave  I 
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Whole  weeks  and  months,  early  imd  fattt. 
To  win  his  love  I  lav  in  wait. 
Oh,  the  Eui  was  uit  to  see. 

As  fair  as  any  man  could  be: — 

The  wind  is  howling  in  tuiret  and  tree  1 

We  two  shall  be  wed  to-morrow  mom. 

And  I  shaU  be  the  Lady  Clare, 
And  vrhexi  my  marriage  mom  shall  fall 
I  hardly  know  what  I  shall  wear. 
But  I  dian't  say  '  my  Itfe  is  dreary,' 

And  sadly  hang  my  head. 
With  the  remark,  '  I'm  very  weary, 
And  widi  that  I  wen  dead.* 

But  on  my  husband's  arm  I'il  lean. 

And  roundly  waste  hk  pleateoiis  gold, 
Passinff  the  honeymoon  serene 

In  that  new  world  which  is  the  old. 
For  down  we'll  go  and  take  the  boat 
Beside  St.  Katharine's  Docks  afloat. 
Which  round  about  its  prow  has  wrote — 

•  The  Lady  of  Shalotter  ' 
(Mondays  and  Thursdays— Captain  Foat)« 

Bound  for  the  Dam  of  Rotter. 

{Vitm  Ten  Hours,  or  the  WmUiwg  Wafiur. 
Br  Ownra  Ibaatmv.) 


POETS  AMD  UNNKTS. 
(BBOWHZHO) 

Whkbb'eb  there's  a  thistle  to  feed  a  linnet 
And  linnets  are  ptonty,  thistles  rife — 
Or  an  acom-cup  to  catch  dew-drops  in  it 
There's  ample  promise  of  further  Me. 
Now,  BMttk  how  w  bsg^  it. 

Fof  linnets  will  follow,  if  linnets  are  minded, 
Ai  blow*  ^b^  viat»-fB«tker  pMneitiitt; 
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And  ship  will  reel  by  the  tempest  blinded — 
Aye,  ships  and  shiploads  of  men  to  boot  1 
Row  deep  whole  fieete  yoa'U  find  hid. 

And  we  blow  the  thistle-down  hither  and  thither 
Forgetful  of  linnets,  and  men,  and  God. 
The  dew  1  for  its  want  an  oak  will  wither- 
By  the  dull  hoof  into  the  dust  is  trod. 
And  then  who  strikes  the  dthw  ? 

But  tiiistles  were  <miy  for  donkeys  intended. 
And  that  donkeys  arj  common  enough  is  clear. 
And  that  drop  !  wha'j  a  vessel  it  might  have  befriended, 
Does  it  add  any  flavour  to  Qlugamb's  bew  ? 
Well,  there's  nqr  musing  ooded. 


SKIAT 
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WALTER  WILLIAM  SKEAT. 

A  CLIBK  THEB  WAS  Ot  CAUNTEBBIOOE  ALSO. 
(ohaucxb) 

A  Clerk  ther  was  of  Cauntebrigge  also. 

That  unto  rowing  haddd  long  y-go. 

Of  tMnne  shidds*^  wolde  he  shippds  makd. 

And  he  was  nat  right  fat,  I  undertake. 

And  whan  his  ship  he  wrought  had  attd  fuUd, 

Right  gladly  by  the  river  wolde  he  puUd, 

And  eA  retonm  as  blythly  as  he  wentd. 

Him  rekkM  nevere  that  the  sonne  him  brentd,* 

Ne  stinted  he  his  cours  for  revn  ne  snowd; 

It  was  a  joyA  for  to  seen  him  rowd ! 

Yit  was  him  lever,  in  his  shelves  newd. 

Six  oldd  textds,^  clad  in  greenish  hewd. 

Of  Chauoer  and  his  oldd  poesyd 

Than  ale,  or  wyn  of  Lepe,*  or  MalvoiqrA. 

And  therwithal  he  wex  a  philosofre; 

And  pevned  him  to  gadren  gold  in  cofre 

Of  sundiy  folk;  and  al  that  he  mighte  heat^ 

On  textds  and  emprinting  he  it  spent^; 

And  busily  gan  bok^  to  purvey^ 

For  hem  that  yeve  him  wherwith  to  sooleyA." 

Of  glossaryds  took  he  hede  and  curd'; 

And  when  he  spydd  had,  by  aventurd, 

A  word  that  semM  him  or  strange  or  rard. 

To  henten"  it  anon  he  noldd  spard," 

But  wolde  it  on  a  shrede^**  of  paper  wrytd. 

And  in  a  cheste  he  dide  his  shredds  whytd. 

And  preydd  every  man  to  doon  tiw  wtaA; 

Swich  maner  study  wm  to  him  but  gam^ 

^  Thin  boards.  s  Bamt. 

*  Seethe '  six-text '  edition  of  Cattoeor.     *  A  town  in  Spain. 
'  Aoquire.    «  For  those  that  gave  htm  tte  mmm  to  ttadj  with. 
<«  .  ^*  "        **P°°-  '  Woold  not  hMttate. 

^  qnotatioiw  for  Um  'Oilani  Dietionary'  fflostrating  special 
SSrds*^         w«  wiill«o»  iiiM«'o<  |iap«  oTa  parti- 
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And  on  this  wysd  many  a  yeer  he  wrouffhtd, 

storing  every  shreetl  that  men  him  raoughtd. 
Til,  attd  lasts,  from  the  noble  presse 
Of  Clarendoun,  at  Oxenforde,  I  gessd. 
Cam  stalking  forth  tiie  Grete  Dictionarie 
That  no  man  wel  may  pinche  at^  ne  contraiie. 
But  for  to  tellen  alle  his  queintS  gerds,' 
Thty  wolden  oocupye  wel  seven  yerds; 
Therefore  I  passe  as  lightly  as  I  may; 
Ne  speke  I  of  his  hatte  or  his  array, 
Ne  how  his  herd  by  every  wind  was  shakd 
When  as,  for  hete,  his  hat  he  wolde  of  takd. 
Souning  in^  Erly  English  was  his  spechd, 
'And  gladly  wtride  he  km»,  and  f^Budlj  teckd/ 

find buill wiO.      *  C!aiioaiir»]ri.     *  InMeofdaaoewtfeh. 
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HENRY  SAMBROOKE  LEIQH. 
ONLY  SEVES. 
(A  Pasto -AL  Stoby,  aftbb  Wobcs worth) 

I  MARVELLsa)  why  a  simple  child 
-.That  lightly  draws  its  hnath 
bhould  utter  groans  so  very  wild. 
And  look  as  pale  as  Death. 

Adopting  a  parental  tone, 

I  asked  her  why  she  cried ; 
The  damsel  answered,  with  »  groMi, 

*  I've  got  a  pain  inside. 

'  I  thought  it  would  have  sent  me  mad 

Last  night  about  eleven;' 
Said  I,  '  What  is  it  makes  you  bad  ? 
How  many  applM  have  you  had  ?' 

She  answered,  *  Oafy  seven  I' 

•  And  are  you  sure  you  took  no  mote. 

My  little  maid  ?'  quoth  I. 
'  Oh !  please,  sir,  mother  gave  me  four. 
But  theif  wen  ia  a  pie  r 

*  If  the  case,'  I  stammered  oat. 

Of  course  you've  had  eleven;' 
The  maiden  answered,  with  a  pout, 
I  ain't  had  man  nor  seven  I' 

I  wondered  hugely  what  she  meant. 
And  said,  '  I'm  bad  at  riddles. 

But  I  know  where  little        Me  sent 
For  teUing  tarradiddlee. 
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*  Now,  if  you  don't  reform,'  said  I, 

'  You'll  never  go  to  heaven.' 
But  all  in  vain;  each  time  I  try. 
That  little  idiot  makes  reply, 
*  I  ain't  had  more  nor  seven  1' 


FonraoBiFT. 

To  borrow  Wordsworth's  name  wm  wnog. 

Or  slightly  misapplied; 
And  so  I'd  better  call  my  song, 
*  lines  alter  Aehe-iimde.' 


CHATSAUX  lyBSPAONB. 

(A  BwnnsoSKoa  or  'David  Gabbiok'  avo  'Tks  Baxiui 

or  Andalusia.') 

(B.  a.  foe) 

Onob  upon  an  evening  weary,  shortly  after  Lord  Dun- 
dreary 

With  his  quaint  and  cwioiis  kmiKwr  set  the  town  in 
such  a  roar, 

WtOi  my  shiUing  I  stood  xaj^ping— only  vecy  gnttly 
tamiinff— 

For  the  man  in  ohaige  wm  nt^ffkag—tA  the  monqr- 

taker's  door. 

It  was  Mr.  Buckstone's  playhouse,  whwre  I  Ungexed  at 
the  door; 
Paid  half  price  and  nothing  more. 

Most  distinctly  I  rammbsr,  it  was  just  abont  Sep- 

temb^!' — 

Thoi^  it  m^t  have  been  in  Av^patib,  or  it  m^t  have 

been  before — 
Dreadfully  I  fear'd  the  morrow.   Vainly  had  I  sought  to 

borrow; 

For  (I  own  it  to  my  sorrow)  I  was  miserably  poor. 
And  the  heart  is  heavy  ladni  wbni  <»ie's  misnrably  poor; 
(I  have  been  so  <Nioe  beiore.) 


mm  m 

I  was  doubtful  and  luioertaia,  aft  tli»  filing  al  the 

curtain. 

If  the  piece  would  prove  a  novelty,  or  one  I'd  seen 

before; 

For  a  band  of  robbers  drinking  in  a  gloomy  cave,  and 

clinking 

With  their  glaM  oa  the  table,  I  had  witne«'d 

and  o'er; 

Sinoe  the  half-lofgotten  pniod  of  my  innocence  was 

o'er; 

Twenty  years  ago  or  more. 

Preeenti^  my  doabt  gi«w  atroiigMr.  I  ooaM  stand  the 

tiling  no  longer; 
* Bfin,'  said  I.  'or  Madam,  truly  your  forgiveness  I 
implore. 

Pard^n^^^^uent  rudmess.   Would  yon  kindly  have 

To  h^orm  me  if  this  drama  is  Irom  Ganfs  oi^HghttnH 
shore  ?' 

For  I  know  that  plays  aie  often  tMooj^t  us  from  tiie 

Gallic  shore; 
Adaptations — nothing  more  I 

So  I  put  the  question  lowly:  and  my  neighbour  answer'd 
slowly, 

'  It's  a  British  drama  wholly,  written  .quite  in  days  of 

yore. 

'Tis  an  Andalusian  story  of  a  castle  old  and  hoary. 
And  the  music  is  delicious,  though  the  dialogue  be 
poor !' 

(And  I  could  not  lie^  •ffttiog  HuA  tho  dialogae  ism 

poor; 

vecy  flat,  and  nolliing  mora.) 

But  at  last  a  kdy  entand,  and  my  iatentft  gmr 

centred 

In  her  figure,  aod  hu  Isatans,  and  tk«  oosIium  that 
slw  wore. 
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And  the  slightest  sound  she  ntter'd  wm  like  mosio;  so 
I  matt«r'd 

To  my  neiffhbour,  *  Qkaoe  ft  miniito  ftt  your  pifty-UU» 

I  impbre. 

Who's  that  noe  and  ndiftnt  mftident  Tell,  ch,,  teU 
me  !  I  implore  !' 
Quoth  my  neighbour.  '  Nelly  Moore  1' 

Then  I  ask'd  in  quite  ft  tramUe— it  was  useless  to 

dissemble— 

*  Miss,  or  Madam,  do  not  trifle  with  my  feeUngs  any 

more; 

Tell  me  who,  then,  was  the  maiden,  that  appear'd  so 

sorrow  laden 

In  the  room  of  David  Garrick,  with  a  bust  above  the 
door?' 

Quoth  my  ndghbonr,  *  Ne%  Mone/ 

***** 

I've  her  phoU^fraj^  from  Imcj'b;  that  delioions  little 

face  is 

Smiling  on  me  as  Fm  sitting  (in  a  dnn^i  fitnn  fMider 
door). 

And  often  in  Hie  nightfalls,  when  »  preoions  little  Kght 

falls 

From  the  wretched  tallow  candles  on  my  gloomy  second- 
floor, 

#  (For  I  have  not  got  the  g»di|^  on  my  f^oomy  ieooiid< 

floor) 

Comes  an  echo,  *  Ndfy  Uoan  V 
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('OBPHIX78  0.  KEBB') 

BEJBCIED  NATIONAL  ANTHmU. 
I. 

(bby^lnt) 

Thx  sun  sinks  softly  to  his  evening  post. 
Hie  son  tweUs  grandly  to  bJs  morninff  orown; 

Yet  not  a  star  our  flag  of  Heav'n  has  Tost, 
And  not  a  sunset  stripe  with  him  goes  down. 

So  thrones  may  fall;  and  from  the  dust  of  those. 

New  thrones  may  rise,  to  totter  Wn  tiw  hit; 
But  still  our  country's  nobler  planet  glows 

While  the  eternal  stars  of  Heaven  are  fast. 

n. 

(BMEBSON) 

SovBOi  immaterial  ol  matorial  naught, 

Foens  of  light;  infinHesfanal, 
Sum  of  all  things  by  sleepless  Nature  wroa|^t^ 

Of  which  the  abnormal  man  is  decimal. 

Refract,  in  prism  immortal,  from  thy  stars 
To  tbe  Stan  Ment  indpiakt  oa  oar  tfag. 

The  beam  translucent,  neutrifyhig  death; 
And  raise  to  immortality  tlie  rag. 

m. 
(wnjiis) 

0ns  hue  of  our  flag  is  tak«i 

¥rom  the  clieekB  of  my  bhidiing  Pet, 
And  its  stars  beat  time  and  sparkle 

Like  the  studs  on  her  chemisette. 
Its  blue  is  the  ooeaa  Aadaw 

That  hides  in  her  dreamy  eyes. 
It  conquers  all  men,  like  her. 

And  irtOl  for  a  UnkHi  flies. 
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IV. 

(LovoraLLow) 

Back  in  the  yeui  when  VtkfpAiM,  the  Dmw,  wm 

monarch 

Over  the  ses-ribb'd  land  of  the  fleet-footed  Norse- 
men, 

Once  there  went  forth  young  Ursa  to  gaie  at  tiie 
heavwit — 

Una,  the  noUeat  of  all  tiw  Vildngi  and  howemen. 

Moling,  he  sat  in  hia  stirrups  and  viewed  the  horizon, 
Where  the  Aurora  lapt  stars  in  a  Nwth-polar  manner. 

Wildly  he  started— fw  there  in  the  heayens  bef on  him 
Fluttered  Mad  flew  the  (ni|^nal  Star-Spaagkd  Banner. 

V. 

(wHimn) 

My  native  land,  thy  Poritank  stock 
Stills  finds  its  roots  firm-bound  in  Plymouth  Rook, 
And  all  thy  sons  unite  in  one  srand  wish — 
To  hbep  tiie  virtaea  of  PreMrvld  Fteh. 

Preserve  Fish  the  Deacon  stem  and  true 
Told  our  New  England  what  her  sons  should  do. 
And  should  they  swerve  from  loyalty  and  right, 
Thm  tbe  whole  land  were  kiat  indaed  hi  vigki. 

VI. 

(holmes) 

A  DIAGNOSIS  of  our  hist'ry  proves 

Our  native  land  a  land  its  native  loves; 

Its  birth  a  deed  obstetric  without  peer. 

Its  growth  a  source  of  wonder  far  and  near. 

To  love  it  more  behold,  how  foreign  shores 
Sink  into  nothingness  beside  its  stores; 
Hyde  Park  at  best— though  counted  ultra-grand — 
Hw  '  Boston  Common '  of  Victoria's  land. 


vn. 

(fliODSABD) 

Behold  the  flag  I   Is  it  not  a  flag  t 

Deny  it,  man,  if  von  dare; 
And  midway  spread,  'twixt  earth  and  sky. 

It  han^i  like  a  wiittea  pnyv.  ' 

Would  impious  hand  of  foe  disturb 
Its  memories'  holy  spell, 

blight  it  with  a  dew  of  Uood  ? 
Ha,  tr-r-aitor  II....  It  is  wdl. 


Tni. 

(aiiDBICR) 

Tra  Httle  brown  squirrel  hops  in  the  com 

The  cricket  quaintly  sings; 
The  ttnerald  fogecm  nods  his  head. 

And  tlw  riuuiin  the  river  springs. 
The  dainty  sunflower  hangs  its  head 

On  the  shore  of  the  summer  sea: 
And  better  far  tliat  I  mn  >fttd 

If  Maud  dkl  not  km  ne. 

I  love  the  squirrel  that  h(q»  in  the  com, 

the  cricket  that  quaintly  sings; 
kxA  tiie  emerald  pigeon  that  nods  his  head 

And  the  shad  that  saily  springs. 
I  love  the  dain^  sunflower,  too. 

And  Maud  with  her  snowy  breast; 
I  love  them  all;— but  I  lov©—!  feve— 

I  love  my  country  best. 
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ALQIBKON  GHABLK  8WINBURNB. 

THI  POET  AND  THE  W00DL0U8E 
(E.  B.  BBOWNINO) 

Said  a  poet  to  »  woodlooM  —  '  Thou  urt  certainly  my 

brother; 

I  discern  in  tiiee  Hm  maitingi  of  Mm  fingan  of  tha 

Whole; 

And  I  recognize,  in  spite  of      tiie  tenene  smut  Mid 

smother, 

In  the  oobura  shaded  off  thee,  the  suggestions  ot  a 
soul. 

*Tea,'  the  poet  said,  *I  smeU  thee  by  some  passive 

divination, 

I  am  satii^ed  with  insight  of  the  measure  of  tiiine 
house; 

What  had  hi^ppened  I  o(Hi|aotafe.  in  »  bteak  and 
xhsilunie  nasnion 
Had  itm  ams  thought  of  making  thee  a  man,  and  me 
a  loaae. 

*  The  Iwoad  lives  of  sqppir  i^ttwts,  tiMir  aheotplton  and 

digestion. 

Food  and  famine,  health  and  slyness,  I  can  sontfaiiie 

and  test; 

Through  a  shiver  of  the  senses  comes  a  resonance  of 
question. 

And  by  i»oof  of  balanoed  answer  I  decide  that  I 
am  best. 

'  Man,  the  fleshly  marvel,  alway  feeb  a  certain  kind  of 
awe  stick 

To  the  skirts  of  contemplation,  cranqied  with  nympho> 
leptic  weight: 

Feels  his  faint  sense  chaned  and  Inanded  by  tiie  touch 
of  solar  caustic. 
On  the  foTdwad  of  his  spinit  feds  the  lodfrint  d  a 


*NolwitlwtMidii«  wbiflh,  O  poet/  spiOw  tbe  md- 

louse,  very  blandly. 
*  I  am  likewise  the  created, — I  the  equipoise  of  thee; 
I  the  particle,  the  atmn,  I  bdiold  on  either  hand  t  ie 
The  inane  of  nwMnred  agie  that  wwe  embtym  ol 

me. 

*  I  am  fed  with  intimationi,  I  am  clothed  with  noio 

quenoft 

And  the  ak  I  bieatiie  is  o<riotired  with  apocalyptic 
bluah : 

Ripest-budded  odours  blossom  out  of  dim  chaotic 
stenches, 

And  the  Soul  plant*  afHrit-liliea  in  tick  leagoae  of 

human  slush. 

*  I  am  thrilled  half  oomiesUy  throa|^  1^  (nyptophaatio 

Buisings, 

nil  the  Aythmic  hills  roar  rilent  through  a  spon- 

gious  kind  of  blee: 
And  earth's  soul  yawns  disembowelled  of  her  pan- 
creatic organH, 
like  a  madvepore  n  mesmeriied,  in  rapt  oatalefMy. 

'And  I  sacrifice,  a  Z^vji  ■    ;;,nd  I  palpitate,  a  poet; — 
Can  I  close  dead  ears  ag^Instt  the  roMi  end  Bssenauoe 

of  things  ? 

Symbols  in  me  breathe  and  flicker  up  the  K'  lgl'tv  of 
the  heroic; 

Earth's  worst  spawn,  you  said,  and  cursed  me  ?  look  ! 
aipprorm  me  f  I  have  winfi. 

*  Ah,  men's  poets  !  men'i,  couventi(ms  enrt  yoa  round 

and  swathe  you  mist-like. 
And  the  world's  wheels  gfted  your  qiiiits  down  the 
dust  ye  ovwtrod: 
We  stand  sfadeasly  stafk-mked  in  dhi%ence  of  tiw 
Christlight, 

And  our  polecat  chokes  not  cherubs;  and  our  skunk 
smeBs  sweet  to  God. 
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'For  He  crasps  the  pale  Creftted  by  Kmie  thoawad 

vital  handles. 
Till  a  Godshine,  hhatij  winiiowed  thxongii  tiie  sieve 

of  thimderatorms. 
Shimmers  up  the  non-existent  round  the  churning  feet 
of  angels; 

And  the  atoms  of  that  gbiy  may  be  seraphs,  being 
worms. 

*  Friends,  your  nature  underlies  us  and  your  pulses 

overplay  us; 

Ye.  with  social  sores  unbandaged,  can  ye  sing  right 
and  steer  wrong  ? 
For  the  transient  cosmic,  rooted  in  imperishable  chaos. 
Must  be  kneaded  into  drastics  as  material  for  a  song. 

*  Eyes  once  purged  from  homebred  vapours  through 

humanitarian  passion 
See  that  monocfaioine  a  despot  through  a  demooratio 
prism; 

Hands  that  rip  the  soul  up,  reeking  from  divine  evib- 
ceration. 

Not  with  priestlike  oil  anoint  him,  but  a  steonger- 
imelHng  chrism. 

*  Pass,  0  poet,  rettaiiifigured  !   God,  tiie  p^dunnetoio 

rhapsode. 

Fills  with  fiery  rhythms  the  rilence,  stii^  the  dark 

with  stars  that  blink; 
All  eternities  hang  round  him  like  an  old  man's  clothes 
collapsdd. 

While  he  makes  his  mundane  miino~Ain»  BB  whk* 

NOT  STOP,  I  THINK.' 


THE  PERSON  OF  THE  HOUSE. 
IsTL  00CLZ7I.  Taa  Kid. 

My  spirit,  in  the  doorway's  pause. 
Fluttered  with  fancies  in  my  breast; 

Obsequious  to  all  decent  laws, 
I  felt  CBoeeding^  distnssed. 


I  knew  it  rude  to  enter  there  ' 

With  Mrs.  V.  in  such  a  state; 
And,  'neath  a  maffisteurial  air. 

Felt  actually  indelicate. 
I  knew  the  nurse  began  to  grin; 

I  turned  to  greet  my  Love.    Said  she — 
'  Confound  vour  modesty,  come  in  ! 

—What  shall  we  call  the  darling,  V.  ?' 
(There  are  so  many  charming  names ! 

Girls'— Peg,  Moll,  DoU,  Fan,  Kate,  Blanche,  Bab: 
B<nrs'— Mahershalal-haahbaz,  James, 

Luke,  Niok,  Biok,  MaA,  Aminadab.) 

Lo,  as  the  acorn  to  the  oak. 

As  well-heads  to  the  river's  height. 
As  to  the  chicken  the  moist  yolk. 

As  to  high  noon  the  day's  first  white — 
Such  is  the  baby  to  the  man. 

There,  straddling  one  red  arm  and  leg. 
Lay  my  last  work,  in  length  a  span. 

Half  hatched,  and  conscious  of  the  egg. 
A  creditable  child,  I  hoped; 

And  half  a  score  of  jovs  to  be 
Through  sunny  lengths  of  prospect  atoped 

Smooth  to  the  bland  futurity. 
0,  fate  surpassing  oiker  dooms, 

0,  hope  above  all  wrecks  of  time  ! 
O,  light  that  fills  all  vanquished  glooms, 

0,  silent  song  o'ermastmng  rhyme ! 
I  covered  either  little  foot, 

I  drew  the  strings  about  its  waist; 
Pink  as  the  unshell'd  inner  fruit. 

But  barely  decent,  hardly  chaate. 
Its  nudity  had  startled  me; 

But  when  the  petticoats  were  on, 
'  I  know/  I  said;  '  its  name  shall  be 

Paul  Qyril  Athanadot  John.' 
*  Why,'  said  my  wife,  '  the  child's  a  girl' 
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'  Nay/  smiled  the  niirse,  '  the  child's  a  boy.' 

And  all  my  soul  was  soothed  to  hear 
That  so  it  was:  then  startled  Jov 

Mocked  Sorrow  with  a  doubtful  tear. 
And  I  was  glad  as  one  who  sees 

For  sensual  optics  things  unmeefc: 
As  purity  makes  passion  freeze. 

So  faith  warns  science  off  her  beat. 
Blessed  are  they  that  have  not  seen. 

And  yet,  not  seeing,  have  believed: 
To  walk  by  faith,  as  preached  the  Dean, 

And  not  by  sight,  have  I  achieved. 
Let  love,  that  does  not  look,  believe; 

Let  knowledge,  that  believes  not,  lock: 
Truth  pins  her  trust  on  falsehood's  sleeve. 

While  reason  blunders  by  the  book. 
Then  Mrs.  Prig  addressed  me  thus: 

'  Sir.  if  you'll  be  advised  by  me. 
You'll  leave  the  blessed  babe  to  us; 

It's  my  belkl  he  wants  his  tea.' 


NEPHELIDIA. 

(swnrauBirK) 

From  the  depth  of  the  dreamy  decline  of  the  dawn 
through  a  notable  nimbus  of  nebulous  noonshine, 
Pallid  and  pink  as  the  palm  of  th»  fla^ -flower  that 
flickers  with  fear  of  the  flies  as  tliey  float. 
Are  they  looks  of  our  lovers  that  lustrously  lean  bom 
a  marvel  of  mystic  miraculous  moonshine. 
These  that  we  feel  in  the  blood  of  our  blushes  that 
thicken  and  threaten  with  throbs  through  the  throat  ? 
Thicken  and  thrill  as  a  theatre  thronged  at  appeal  of 
an  actor's  appalled  agitation. 
Fainter  with  fear  of  the  fires  of  the  future  tiiMi  pais 
with  the  promise  of  pride  in  the  past ; 
.Flushed  with  tM  &mishing  fullness  of  mmtt  ttsl  t&ttkm 
with  radiance  of  rathe  recreation, 
Gaunt  as  the  ghastliest  of  gttmpses  Uiat  gleam  tlumg| 
the  gloom  ef  the  i^ow&givfciii  fM^ 

* 
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Nay,  for  the  nick  of  the  tick  of  the  time  k  a  tfemnkras 
touch  on  the  temples  of  terror. 
Strained  as  the  sinews  yet  strenuous  with  strife  of 
the  dead  who  is  dumb  as  the  dust-heaps  of  death: 
Surely  no  soul  is  it,  sweet  as  the  spasm  of  erotic  emo- 
tional exquisite  error. 
Bathed  in  tiie  balms  of  beatified  hhm,  beatifio  itiell 
by  beatitude's  breath. 
Surely  no  spirit  or  sense  of  a  soul  that  was  eoft  to  the 
spirit  and  soul  of  our  senses 
Bwaet^xms  the  stiees  of  suspiring  suspicion  that  sobs 
in  the  semblance  and  sound  of  a  sigh; 
Only  this  oracle  opens  Olympian,  in  mystical  moods 
and  triangular  tenses — 
'  Life  is  the  lust  of  a  lamp  for  the  light  that  k  chok 
till  the  dawn  of  the  day  when  we  die.' 
Mild  is  the  mirk  and  monotonous  miHio  of  iiMBerjr, 
melodiously  mute  as  it  may  be. 
While  the  hope  in  the  heart  of  a  hero  is  bruised  by 
the  breach  of  men's  rapiers,  resigned  to  the  rod; 
Made  meek  as  a  mother  whose  bosom-beats  bound  with 
tlie  bHsB-bringing  bulk  of  a  iMlm-breathing  baby. 
As  they  grope  through  the  graveyard  of  creeds,  under 
skies  growing  green  at  a  groan  for  the  grirftn^  of 
God. 

Blank  is  the  book  of  his  bounty  beboldan  of  old,  and  ite 

binding  is  blacker  than  bluer: 
Out  of  blue  into  black  is  the  scheme  of  the  skies,  and 

thdr  dews  are  the  wine  of  the  bloodshed  of  things; 
Till  the  darkling  desire  of  delight  shall  be  free  as  a  fawn 

that  is  freeid  from  the  fangs  that  pursue  her, 
TiU  the  heart-beate  of  hell  shall  be  hushed  by  a 

hymn  frms  Us  iMBt  tkrt  has  hMrried  the  kennel  of 
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FRANCIS  BRET  HARTE. 

A  GEOLOQICAL  MADBIQAL. 

(smnrroKE) 

I  HAVE  found  out  a  gift  for  my  fair; 

I  know  where  the  fossils  abound. 
Where  the  footprints  d  Aves  declare 

The  birds  that  once  walked  on  the  groond; 
Oh,  come,  and — in  technical  speech — 

We'll  walk  this  Devonian  shore. 
Or  on  some  Silurian  beach 

We'll  wander,  my  love,  evomore. 

I  will  show  thee  the  sinuous  track 

By  the  slow-moving  annelid  made. 
Or  the  Trilobite  that,  farther  back. 

In  the  old  Potsdam  sandstone  was  laid; 
Thou  shalt  see,  in  his  Jurassic  tomb. 

The  Plesiosaurus  embalmed; 
In  his  Ool^  prime  and  his  bloom, 

IgoMMiM  sale  and  unharmed ! 

You  wished-r-I  remember  it  well, 

And  I  loved  you  the  more  for  that  wish — 
Ibr  a  perfect  cystedian  shell. 

And  a  whole  holocephalic  fish. 
And  oh,  if  Earth's  strata  contains 

In  its  lowest  Silurian  drift, 
(hrpaksozoic  remains 

Tlie  same, — 'tis  your  lover's  free  gift ! 

Then  come,  love,  and  never  say  nay. 

But  calm  all  your  makienly  fears; 
We'll  note,  love,  in  one  summer's  day 

The  record  of  millions  of  years; 
And  though  the  Darwinian  plan 

Your  sensitive  feelings  may  shock, 
We'U  ftii       beginning  of  man, — 

to  loiiH  vkmmtma,  m  roek  I 
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MBS.  JUDOE  JENKINS. 
[Being  the  only  genuine  sequel  to '  Uaad  Mailer.'] 

(wHTrriEB) 

liAUD  MuLLKB  all  that  sommer  day 
Baked  the  meadows  sweet  with  hay; 

Tet,  looldiig  down  the  distant  lane. 
She  hoped  the  judge  would  oome  again. 

But  whm  he  came,  witii  smile  and  bow, 
Maud  oo^  blushed,  and  stammeied,  *  Ha-ow  ?' 

And  spoke  of  her  '  pa/  and  wondered  whether 
He'd  give  consent  they  should  wed  togethw. 

Old  Muller  burst  in  tears,  and  then 

Begged  that  the  judge  would  lend  him  'ten'; 

For  trade  was  dull,  and  wages  low. 

And  the  *  oraps '  this  year  w«re  someniiat  sbw. 

And  ere  the  languid  sunuuer  died. 
Sweet  Maud  becime  the  judge's  bride. 

But  on  the  day  that  they  were  mated 
Maud's  brother  Bob  was  intozioated; 

And  Maud's  relations,  twdy«  in  aU, 
Were  very  drunk  at  tkud  judge's  haU. 

And  when  the  summer  came  again. 
The  young  bride  bore  him  babies  twain. 

And  the  judge  was  blest,  but  thought  it  strange 
That  bearing  ohildren  made  soeh  a  cha^: 

For  Maud  g^w  Inoad  and  red  and  stout: 
And  the  waist  tibat  his  arm  oaoe  oksped  about 

Was  more  than  he  now  could  span;  tod  he 
Sighed  as  he  pondned,  ruefully. 
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How  that  which  in  Maud  was  native  grace 
In  ytn.  Jenkhis  was  out  of  place; 

And  thought  of  the  twins,  and  wished  that  they 
Looked  less  like  the  man  who  raked  the  hay 

On  Muller's  farm,  and  dreamed  with  pain 
Of  tlM  day  he  waadeced  down  th»  woe, 

And,  looking  down  that  dreary  toack. 
He  hal^xegrotted  that  he  eame  hack. 

For,  had  he  waited,  he  might  have  wed 
Some  maidm  fair  tuod  tiunoughbred; 

For  there  be  wommn  fair  as  die. 
Whose  verbs  Mid  nonns  do  more  agree. 

Alas  for  maiden  !  alas  for  judge  ! 

And  the  sentimental,— that's  one-half  *  fudge '; 

For  Maud  soon  thought  the  judge  a  bore. 
With  all  his  learning  and  all  his  lore. 

And  the  judge  would  have  bartered  Maud's  fair  &oe 
For  more  refinement  and  social  grace. 

If.  of  all  words  of  tongue  and  pen. 
The  saddest  are,  '  It  might  have  been,' 

More  sad  are  these  we  daily  see: 
*  It  is,  but  hadn't  ought  to  be.' 


THB  WILLOWS. 

(FOB) 

The  skies  they  were  ashen  and  sober. 
Hie  streets  thev  wnre  dirty  and  drear; 

It  was  night  in  the  month  of  October, 
01  my  most  immemorial  year; 
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lake  the  akjes  I  wm  perfectly  sober. 
As  I  stopped  at  the  mansion  of  Shear, — 

At  the  Nightingale, — perfectly  sober. 
And  the  willowy  woodland,  down  hm. 

Here,  once  in  an  alley  Titanic 
Of  Ten-pins,  I  roamed  with  my  soul,— 
Of  Ten-pins, — ^with  Mary,  my  soul; 

They  were  days  when  my  heart  was  vdcanie. 
And  impelled  me  to  frequently  roll. 
And  make  me  raMtaH^  roll. 

Till  my  ten-strikes  created  a  panic 
In  the  realms  of  - the  Boreal  pole. 

Till  my  ten-strikes  created  a  puiic 
With  the  monkey  wbop  of  lus  pole. 

I  repeat,  I  was  perfectly  sober. 

But  my  thoughts  they  were  palsied  and  tece. 

My  thoughts  were  decidedly  queer; 
For  I  knew  not  the  month  was  October, 

And  I  marked  not  the  night  of  the  year, 
I  forgot  that  sweet  morceau  of  Auber 

That  the  band  oft  performed  down  hen. 
And  I  mixed  the  sweet  musio  of  Auber 

With  the  Nightingale's  music  by  Shear. 

And  now  as  the  night  was  senescent, 

And  the  staf-cBals  pointed  to  morn. 

And  car-drivers  hinted  of  mom. 
At  the  end  ot  the  path  a  liquescent 

And  biboloiis  lustre  was  hom; 
Twas  made  by  the  bar-keeper  presmt. 

Who  mix^d  a  duplicate  horn, — 
His  two  hands  describing  a  crescent 

Distinct  with  a  dnpliMte  hora. 

And  I  said:  "Hiis  looks  perfectly  regal. 
For  it's  warm,  and  I  know  I  feel  dqr, — 
I  am  confident  that  I  feel  dry; 

We  have  come  past  the  emu  and  eagle. 
And  watched  the  gay  monkiqr  on  h^jh; 
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Let  us  drink  to  the  emu  and  eagle,— 

To  the  swan  and  the  monkey  on  high, — 

To  the  eagle  and  monkey  on  high; 
For  this  bar-keeper  will  not  inveigle, — 

Bully  boy  with  the  vitreous  eye; 
He  surely  would  never  inveigle, — 

Sweet  youth  with  the  crystalline  eye.' 

But  Mary,  uplifting  her  finger. 
Said,  '  Sadly  this  bar  I  mistnwt,— 
I  fear  that  this  bar  does  not  trust. 

0  hasten!    0  let  us  not  linger! 
O  fly,— let  us  flv,— ere  we  must !' 

In  terror  she  cried,  letting  sink  her 
Parasol  till  it  trailed  in  the  dust, — 

In  agony  sobbed,  letting  sink  her 
Parasol  till  it  trailed  in  the  dust, — 
Till  it  sorrowfully  trailed  in  the  dust. 

Then  I  pacified  Mary  and  kissed  her. 
And  tonpted  her  into  the  rown. 
And  conquered  her  scruples  maA  gloom; 

And  we  paased  to  the  end  of  1^  vista. 
But  were  stopped  by  the  warning  of  doom,— 
By  some  worcb  that  wtm  warning  of  doom; 

And  I  said,  '  What  is  iiilWwn,  sweet  sister, 
At  the  opposite  end  of  the  room  ?' 

She  sobbed,  as  she  answwed,  '  All  liquors 
Must  be  paid  for  «m  hwrtig  the  zoom. 

Tliea  my  heart  it  grew  mImi  and  sober. 
As  the  streets  were  deserted  and  drear, — 
For  my  pockets  were  empty  and  drear; 

And  I  cried,  *  It  was  surely  October, 
On  this  very  night  of  lass  year. 
That  I  journeyed — I  jou«eyed  down  h«e, — 
That  I  brought  a  fair  maiden  down  hore. 
On  this  night  of  all  ni|^  in  the  year. 
Ah !  to  me  that  iiMOfiplien  is  clear; 

Well  I  know  now,  I'm  perfectly  sober. 
Why  no  longer  they  oedit  me  here, — 

WeU  I  know  now  that  wsio  of  Auber, 
And  this  Nightin^d^  kqpt  hj  one  Shear.' 
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▼UtSDISOOlM. 
(LOOKlB-LAMPtOir) 


Ttasu,  pfty  it,  Juam !  'tis  cheaply  earned; 

My  conscience !  how  one's  cabmaa  ohanm 
But  never  mind,  so  I'm  returned 
^  Safe  to  my  native  street  of  Clarges. 


(What  style  these  Reinas  have,  and  what  ash  I) 

One  hour  to  watch  the  evening  star 
With  just  one  Curafao-and-potash. 

Ah  me  I  that  face  beneath  the  leaves 

And  blossoms  of  its  piquant  bonnet  I 
Who  would  have  thought  that  forty  thievet 

Of  years  had  laid  their  fingers  on  it ! 
Could  you  have  managed  to  enchant 

At  Lord's  to-day  old  lovers  simple. 
Had  Robber  Time  not  played  ^ant, 

Aed  tftnd  jtm  erwy  ym^Uol  dimpte  I 

That  Robber  bold,  1^  oonrtier  CUrade, 

Who  danced  the  gay  coranto  jesting. 
By  yoiir  brieht  beauty  charmed  and  awed. 

Has  bowed  and  passed  yott  nnmniiiiluft 
Ho  feet  of  many-wintered  crows 

Have  traced  about  your  eyes  a  wrinkle; 
Your  sunny  hair  has  thawed  the  snows 

That  other  heads  with  silver  qpcinkle. 

I  wonder  if  that  pair  of  gloves 

I  wcm  ol  yoQ  yxmH  ensr  pay  me ! 
I  wonder  if  our  earh-  loves 

Were  wise  or  foolish,  omisin  Amy  ? 
I  wonder  if  oar  ohildish  tiff 

Now  seems  to  you,  like  mft,  a  bfamder ! 
I  wonder  if  you  wonder  if 

I        wonder  if  you  wenAet. 


I  Aonder  if  you'd  think  it  blisn 

Once  more  to  be  the  fashion's  leader  I 
I  wonder  if  the  tiiok  of  this 

Escapes  the  unsuspecting  reader! 
And  as  for  him  who  does  or  can 

Delight  in  it,  1  wi  iider  whether 
He  knows  that  almost  any  man 

Could  reel  it  off  by  yards  together ! 

I  wooder  if—   What's  that  ?  a  knock  ? 
Ii  that  you.  James  •  Eh  ?  What  ?  God  blew  m» ! 

How  time'has  flown  !    It's  eight  o'clock, 
And  here's  my  fellow  come  to  dress  me. 

Be  quick,  or  I  shall  be  the  gnett 
miom  Lady  Mary  never  pardons; 

I  trust  you,  James,  to  do  your  best 
To  save  the  soap     (koevmuv  GMdem. 


FROM  "THE  FOG0  AND  THE  BOOTS. 
(Bsowiraro) 

Put  case  I  circumvent  and  kill  him:  good.   

Good  riddance — wipes  at  least  from  book  o*  th  wodd 

The  ugly  admiration-note-like  blot — 

Gives  hon^ty  more  elbow-room  by  just 

The  three  dimensions  of  one  wicked  knave. 

But  then  slips  in  the  pl8«uy  After-voice. 

'  Wicked  ?   Holloa  !  my  friend,  whither  away 

So  fast  ?    Who  made  you,  Moses-like,  a  judge 

And  ruler  over  men  to  spare  or  slay  ? 

A  blot  wiped  off  forsooth !   Produce  fcwthwith 

Credentials  ol  your  mission  to  erase 

The  ink-spots  of  munkind  -t'  abolish  ill 

For  being  what  it  is,  is  bound  to  be. 

Its  nature  being  so — cut  wizards  o£E 

In  flc!wer  of  their  necromantic  lives 

For  being  wizards,  when  'tis  plain  enough 

That  they  have  no  more  wrought  their  wizardship 

Than  cats  their  cathood.'   Thus  the  plaguy  Vdoe, 

Pnzsling  wil^  not  ovwmuch,  for  thiw 
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I  turn  the  enemy's  flank:  '  Meaeenu,  my  friend, 
Your  argument's  a  thought  too  fine  of  mesh. 
And  catches  what  you  would  not.    Every  mouse 
Trapped  i'  the  larder  by  the  kitchen  wench 
Might  reason  so — but  scarcely  with  effect. 
Methinks  'twould  little  serve  the  captured  thief 
To  plead.  *'  The  fault's  Dame  Nature's.  guUUeti  I. 
Am  I  to  blame  that  in  the  paroeUing-out 
(M  my  ingredients  the  Qn*t  CSiembt  Mt 
Jmi  9o  much  here,  there  so  much,  and  no  mora 
(Sinoe  tis  but  question,  after  all  is  said. 
Of  mere  proportion  'twixt  the  part  that  feels 
And  that  which  guides),  so  much  proclivity 
To  nightly  cupboard-breaUng,  so  much  lust 
Of  bacon-scraps,  such  tendencv  to  think 
Old  Stilton-rind  the  noblest  thing  on  earth  ? 
Then  the  per  contrtt—w  much  power  to  ohooee 
The  right  and  shun  the  wrong;  so  mndl  of  fotoe 
Of  uncomipted  will  to  stoutly  bar 
The  sensory  inlets  of  the  murine  soul. 
And,  w^n  by  night  the  floating  rare-bit  fume 
Lures  like  a  siren's  song,  stop  nostrils  fast 
With  more  than  Odusseian^  sailor- wax : 
Lastly  so  much  of  wholewme  fear  of  trap 
To  keep  self-abnegation  sweet.   Then  comes 
The  hour  of  trial,  when  lo  !  the  suadent  soale 
Sinks  instant,  the  deterrent  kicks  the  beam. 
The  heavier  falls,  the  %htw  moonta  (as  much 
A  thing  of  law  with  motives  as  with  plums). 
And  I,  forsooth,  must  die  simply  because 
Dame  Nature,  having  chown  so  to  load 
The  dishes,  did  not  choose  suspend  for  me 
The  gravitation  of  the  moral  world." 
How  would  the  kitchen-wench  reply  ?    Why  thus 
\  P^^^'  "  scullions  use,  to  logic-fenoe 
And  keen  ret(»sion  of  dilemmata 
In  speeches  of  a  hundred  lines  or  so)* 
''Grant  your  plea  valid.   Good.   There's  mine  to  hei». 
Twas  Nature  made  you  ?  wefl:  and  me,  no  less: 
Itou  she  by  forces  past  your  own  control 
Jnade  a  cheese-stealer  ?   Be  it  so:  of 
By  foroes  aa  z«riatien  and  her  own 
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She  made  a  mouse-killer.   Thus,  either  plays 

A  role  in  no  wise  chosen  of  himself. 

But  takes  what  part  the  great  Stage  Manager 

Cast  him  for,  when  the  play  was  set  afoot. 

Remains  we  act  ours — without  prirate  spite. 

But  still  with  spirit  and  fidelity. 

As  fits  aood  actors:  ym  I  blame  no  whit 

For  nibbling  cheese — simply  I  throw  you  down 

Unblamed — nay,  even  morally  assoiled. 

To  pussy  there:  blame  thou  not  me  for  that." 

Or  say  perhaps  the  girl  is  slow  of  wit. 

Something  inapt  at  ethics — ^why,  then  thus. 

"  Enough  of  prating,  little  thief  !   This  talk 

Of  '  fate,  free-will,  foreknowledge  absolute,' 

Is  hugely  out  of  place !   What  next  indeed. 

If  all  the  casuistry  of  the  schools 

Be  prayed  in  aid  by  every  pilfering  mouse 

That's  caught  i'  th'  trap  ?  See  here,  my  thieving  friend. 

Thus  I  resolve  the  problem.   We  prefer 

To  keep  our  cheeses  for  our  own  behoof. 

And  eat  them  with  our  fooper  jaws;  and  so. 

Having  command  of  mouse-traps,  we  will  catch 

Whatever  mice  we  can,  and  promptly  kill 

Whatever  mice  we  catch.   Entendez  vom  f 

Aye,  and  we  tvill,  though  all  the  mice  on  earth 

Pass  indignation  votes,  obtest  the  faith 

Of  gods  and  men,  and  make  the  welkin  ring 

Wi^  world-resoundiiig  dissonance  of  squeak !" ' 

But  hist !  here  comes  my  wizard !   Ready  then 
My  nerves — and  talons — ^for  the  trial  of  strength  t 
A  stout  heart,  feUne  ouiuiiiig,  aad^HNrlio  knows  t 


AFTER  DILETTANTE  CONCETTI. 
(BOeSKRl) 

*Wht  do  yon  wear  your  hair  like  a  man*. 

Sister  Helen  ? 
This  week  is  the  third  since  you  began.' 
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•  I'm  irating  a  ballad;  be  stUl  if  you  can. 

Little  brother. 
mi      z  -  .  JHother  Carey,  mother! 

What  chtckens  are  titese  betieeen  gea  and  heaven  /)* 

•But  why  does  your  figure  appear  so  lean, 
.   ,    ,     ,  ,  Sister  Helen? 

^2  »*«®'  green 

Children  should  never -be  heard,  if  seen, 

,     ^       Little  brother. 
mi    ^    ,         JHofAer  Corey,  mother/ 
What  fowls  are  a-wing  in  (he  etormy  heaven  I)* 

•  But  why  ia  your  laoe  ao  yellowy  white, 

.   ,    ,  . .  Sister  Helen  ? 

And  why  are  your  akirts  so  funnily  tight  ?' 
Be  quiet,  you  torment,  or  how  can  I  write, 

y-n  »#       ^  brother  ? 

(O  Mother  Carey,  mother/ 
How  yaihere  thy  tram  to  the  eea/rom  the  heaven/)" 

•And  wlio'a  Mother  Cawy,  and  what  is  her  train. 

A^A    u    J  ,  ^^^^  Helen  ? 

And  why  do  you  call  her  again  and  again  ?' 
You  tmaUeMime  boy,  why  that's  theiSfrain, 

^  .      -"o^**  Garey,  mother/ 
WHM  work  M  kmmd  %%  Oe  etar&ei  heaven  t)' 

*  And  what's  a  refrain  ?   What  a  curious  word. 

Is  the  ballad  you're  wntm|  about  a  sea-bird  ?' 
«ot  at  aU;  why  should  it  be  ?   Don't  be  absurd,. 

^  brother. 

,  ,     {O  Mother  Carey,  mother/ 

iny  orooa  Jltee  lower  aa  lowers  the  heaven,)* 

^  {A  big  brother  speaketh  :) 

*  The  nlrain  you've  studied  a  meaning  had. 

Sister  Helen! 
It  gave  strange  force  to  a  w«id  balU^, 
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But  refrains  have  become  a  ridiculous  "  fad," 

Little  brothflr. 
And  M(Aher  Carey,  mother, 
H8«  a  bearing  on  nothing  in  earth  or  heaven. 

*  But  tiie  finical  fashion  has  had  its  day. 

Sister  Helen. 

And  let's  try  in  the  style  of  a  different  Jay 
To  bid  it  adieu  in  poetical  way, 

little  brother. 
So,  Mother  Carey,  mother  !  ^ 
Collect  your  chickens  and  go  to — heaven.' 
(A  pause.    Then  the  big  brother  singeth,  a/xorn- 
panying  hivudf  in  a  pbtinUve  wiit  on  the 

*  Look  in  my  face.    My  name  is  Used-to-was, 

I  am  also  called  Played-out  and  Done-to-death, 
And  It-will-wash-no-more.  Awaken^ 
Slowly,  but  sure  awakening  it  has. 
The  common-sense  of  man;  and  I,  alas ! 
The  baUad-buidwi  teick,  now  known  too  well. 
Am  turned  to  scorn,  and  grown  contemptible— 
A  too  transparent  artifice  to  pass. 

*  What  a  cheap  dodge  I  am  !   The  cats  who  dart 

Tin-kettled  through  the  streets  in  wild  surprise 
Assail  judicious  ears  not  otherwise;  ^ 
And  yet  no  critics  tHraiae  the  urchin's  "  art," 
Who  to  the  wretched  creature's  caudal  part 
Its  foolish  empty-jingling  "burden"  ties. 
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AKDREW  LANG. 

•OH,  NO,  WE  NEVER  MENTION  HER.' 
(BOSSBTTl) 

Love  spake  to  me  and  said: 

'  0  lips,  be  mute; 
Let  that  one  name  be  dead. 
That  memonr  flown  and  fled, 

Untowhed  that  lute  I 
Ck>  lortii/  said  Love,  *  witii  wiUow  in  thy  hand. 

And  in  thy  hair 

Dead  bloMontt  wear. 
Blown  bcm  Hie  sanleai  land. 

'  Go  forth/  said  Love;  '  thou  never  mdle  ahalt  see 
Her  shadow  glimmer  by  the  tiyating  tne; 

But  she  is  glad. 

With  roses  crowned  and  clad. 
Who  hath  forgotten  thee  !' 

But  I  made  answer:  '  Love  ! 

Tell  me  no  more  thereof. 
For  she  has  drunk  of  that  same  eap  as  L 
Yea,  though  hat  eyes  be  dry. 

She  garners  there  for  me 

Tears  saiter  than  the  sea, 
Bven  till  the  day  she  die.' 
So  gave  I  Love  the  Be. 
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BALLADS  OF  GMOKET. 
To  T.  W.  Laho. 

(SWINBUBNE) 

Thb  burden  of  haru  hitting:  slog  away ! 

Here  shalt  thou  make  a  'five'  and  there  a  'four/ 

And  then  upon  thy  bat  shalt  lean,  and  say. 
That  thou  art  in  for  an  uncommon  score. 
Yea,  the  loud  ring  applau(Ung  thee  shall  roar. 
And  thou  to  rival  Thobntox  shalt  aspire. 
When  lo,  the  Umpire  gives  thee  '  leg  before/ — 

*  This  is  the  end  of  evory  man's  deoie  I' 

The  burden  of  much  bowling,  when  the  stay 
Of  all  thy  team  is  '  collared,'  swift  or  slower. 
When  '  bailers '  break  not  in  their  wonted  way. 
And  *  yori.ers '  come  not  off  as  here-to-fore. 
When  length  balls  shoot  no  more,  ah  never  man. 
When  all  deliveries  lose  their  former  fire. 
When  bats  seem  broader  than  the  broad  barn-door, — 

*  Tid»  is  tiM  end  of  evtwy  man's  desire  i' 

Hie  burden  of  long  fielding,  when  the  clay 
Clings  to  thy  shoon  in  sudden  shower's  downpour. 
And  running  still  thou  stumblest,  or  the  ray 
Of  blazing  suns  ^.oth  bite  and  bum  thee  sore. 
And  blind  thee  till,  forgetful  of  thy  lore. 
Thou  dost  most  moumtully  misjudge  a  *  okyer,' 
And  lose  a  match  the  Fates  cuuot  restore, — 

*  nik  is  the  ood  of  eToy  man's  desire !' 


SHTOT. 

Alas,  yet  liefer  on  Youth's  hither  shore 
Would  I  be  some  poor  Player  on  scant  hire. 
Than  King  among  the  old,  who  play  no  more,— • 
*  Thi»  is  tiae  end  of  evesy  man's  desire  1' 
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BRAHMA. 
(SUXBSON) 

It  the  wild  bowler  thinks  he  bowls. 
Or  if  tiie  batsmftn  thinks  he's  bowled, 

Thev  know  not,  poor  misguided  souls. 
They,  too,  sheU  perish  unconsoled. 

/  am  the  batsman  and  the  bat, 
/  am  the  bowler  and  the  ball. 

The  umpire,  the  paidlion  oat. 
The  ruUer,  pitoh,  and  stiimiw,  and  all. 


THE  PALACE  OF  BRIC-i..BRAa 
(SWUTBUBHS) 

Here,  where  old  Nankin  glitters. 

Here,  where  men's  tumult  seems 
As  faiat  as  f eeUe  twittns 

Of  sparrows  heard  in  dreams. 
We  watch  Limoges  enamel. 
An  old  chased  silver  camel, 
A  shawl,  the  gift  of  Schamyl, 

And  manuscripts  in  reams. 

Here,  where  the  hawthorn  pattern 
Oa  flawless  cup  and  plate 

Need  fear  no  housemaid  dattora, 
Fdl  minister  of  fate, 

Hid  webs  divinely  wovm. 

And  helms  and  hauberks  cloven. 

On  music  of  Beethoven 
We  dream  and  meditate. 

We  know  not,  and  we  need  not 
To  know  how  mortab  fare. 

Of  Bills  that  pass,  or  speed  nab, 
Time  finds  us  unaware. 
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Yea,  creedt  and  codee  may  crumble. 
And  Dilke  ftod  Qladstone  stumble. 
And  eat  the  pie  that's  humble. 
We  neithflr  know  nor  eaie ' 

Can  kings  or  clergies  altar 
The  crackle  on  one  plate  ? 

Can  creeds  or  systems  palter 
With  what  is  truly  great  ? 

With  Corots  a^  '  with  Millets, 

With  April  dr  'illiea. 

Or  make  th      aiden  lilies 
Bloom  eaij,y  or  bloom  late  ? 

Nay,  here  'midst  Rhodian  roses, 
'Midst  tissues  of  Cashmere, 

Hie  Soul  snblime  reposes. 
And  knows  not  hope  not  '.it; 

Here  all  she  sees  her  own  is. 

And  musioai  her  moan  is. 

O'er  Caxtons  and  Bodonis, 
Aldine  and  Elzevir  1 


•GAILY  THE  TROUBADOUR.' 
(MOKBIS) 

Sib  Ralph  he  is  hardy  and  mickle  oi  mi^t» 

Ha,  la  belle  blanche  aubipine  I 
Soldans  seven  hath  he  slain  in  fi^^t, 

Hoimeur  d  la  beOe  Itoline  / 

Sir  Ralph  he  rideth  in  riven  mail. 

Ha,  Id  belle  blanche  aubipinel 
Beneath  his  nasal  is  his  dark  face  pale, 

Hoimeur  d  la  bette  laoUnt  I 

His  eycR  they  blaze  as  the  bmning  coal. 

Ha,  la  belle  blanche  avhepine  I 
He  smiteth  a  stave  on  his  gold  citole, 
*  Hotme/wr  d  la  btMe  JtoUne  /' 
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From  her  manaonel  she  looketh  forth. 

Ha,  la  bdU  McmdU  avMpint ! 
*  Who  is  he  spurreth  so  late  to  the  north  ?' 

Honneur  A  la  beUe.  Isdline  I 

Hark !  for  he  speaketh  a  knightly  name. 

Ha,  Id  htUe  Manche  avbipine  I 
And  her  wan  cheek  glows  as  a  burning  flame, 

Honneur  d  la  beUe  IsoUne  I 

For  Sir  Ralph  he  is  hardy  and  miokfe  of  mi^t. 

Ha,  la  beue  blanche  avbipine! 
And  his  k>ve  shall  ui^irdle  his  sword  to-night, 

Hoimetur  d  la  bette  UoUm  / 
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ARTHUR  CLEMENT  HILTON. 

THE  VULTURE  AND  THE  HUSBANDMAN. 

By  Louisa  CABouiri. 

('  LEWIS  CARROLL  ') 

N.B.— A  F«A«re  is  a  npftoiou*  and  obtoene  bird,  which  destroy* 
its  pnj  ^  fheki»t  it  Umb  from  Vmb  with  its  powvffnl  beak  aad 
talons. 

A  Hutbandman  is  a  man  in  a  low  position  of  life,  who  supportt 
himself  by  the  use  of  the  plough. — Johnson'a  Dietiomry, 

Thx  rain  was  raininff  cheerfully. 

As  if  it  had  been  May; 
The  Senate-House  appeared  indde 

Unusually  gay; 
And  this  was  strange,  because  it  was 

A  Viva-Voce  day. ' 

The  men  were  sitting  sulkily, 

Their  paper  work  was  done; 
They  wanted  much  to  go  away 

To  ride  or  row  or  run; 
'  It's  very  rude/  they  said,  '  to  keep 

Us  here,  and  spoil  our  fun.' 

The  papers  thev  had  finished  lay 

In  piles  cll  blue  and  white. 
They  answered  everything  they  could. 

And  wrote  with  all  their  miffht. 
But,  thou£di  they  wrote  it  all  by  rote. 

They  did  not  write  it  right. 

The  Vulture  and  the  Husbandman 

Beside  these  piles  did  stand. 
They  wept  like  an}rthing  to  see 

The  work  they  had  in  hand, 
'  If  this  were  only  finished  up,' 

Said  they,  '  it  would  be  grand  1' 
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*If  Mven  D's  or  seven  Cs 

We  give  to  all  the  crowd. 
Do  you  suppose/  the  Vnbnre  said. 

'  That  we  could  oet  them  ploughed  ?' 

*  I  think  so/  said  ttie  Husbandman, 

'  Bat  pimy  don't  talk  to  kyod.' 

'  0  undergraduates,  oome  up/ 

The  Vnltare  dki  beeeeoh, 
'  And  let  us  see  if  you  can  learn 

As  well  as  we  can  teaoh; 
We  cannot  do  with  more  than  two 

To  have  a  word  with  mck.' 

Two  Undersradnates  oame  np. 

And  slowhr  took  a  seat. 
They  knit  their  brows,  and  .bit  their  thumbs, 

As  if  they  found  tlwm  tweet. 
And  this  was  odd,  because  you  know 

Thumbs  are  not  good  to  eat. 

'  The  time  has  come/  the  Vultim  aakl, 

'  To  talk  of  manv  things. 
Of  AcoidMice  and  Adjectives, 

And  names  of  Jewish  kings. 
How  many  notes  a  sackbut  has. 

And  whether  shawms  have  strings/  # 

'  Please,  sir,'  the  Undergraduates  said. 
Turning  a  Uttle  blue, 

*  We  did  not  know  that  was  Uie  sort 
Of  thing  we  had  to  do.' 

'  We  thank  you  much,'  the  Vnltore  said, 
'  Send  up  another  two/ 

Two  more  came  up,  and  then  two  more; 

And  more,  and  more,  and  more; 
And  some  hwked  upwards  at  the  roof. 

Some  down  upon  the  floor. 
But  none  were  any  wiser  than 

The  pair  that  went  before. 


I  weep  for  70a/  tlM  VoHiift  Mid. 
'  I  deeiriy  •vmpftthise  I' 

y^i^h  loM  and  tears  he  gave  them  all 

D's  of  the  largest  size. 
While  at  the  Husbandman  he  winked 

One  of  his  stevaming  eyes. 

'I  viunk/  observed  the  Husbandman, 
•We're  getting  on  too  quick. 

Are  we  not  putting  down  the  D's 
A  little  bit  too  thick  ?' 

The  Vnltiue  saki  with  much  disgust 
*  Their  answvni  make  me  itek.'^ 

*Now,  Undergraduates/  he  cried, 

'  Our  fun  is  nearly  done. 
Will  anybody  else  come  up  ?' 

But  answer  came  there  none; 
And  this  was  scarcely  odd,  because 

They'd  pbughed  them  ev«ry  one  I 


THE  HEATHKN  PASS-EB. 
Bwo  nn  Scoar  ov  a  Pass  Bxahdiaxiov.  Bt  Bmm  H^ao. 
(BBBV  mxn) 

WmoB  I  wish  to  remark. 

And  my  language  ia  plain. 
That  for  plots  that  are  dark 

And  not  always  in 
The  heathen  Pass-ee  is  peculiar. 

And  the  same  I  would  rise  to  explain 

I  would  also  premise 

That  the  term' erf  Pass-ee 
Most  fitly  applies. 

As  you  probably  see. 
To  one  whose  vocation  is  panning 

The  '  <»dinary  B.A.  degree/ 
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Tom  Crib  WM  bb  nauM. 

And  I  shall  not  deny 
In  regard  to  the  lame 

What  that  name  mi^t  imply. 
But  his  face  it  was  trustful  and  childlike^ 

And  he  had  the  most  innocent  eye. 

Upon  April  the  First 

The  Little-Go  fell. 
.\nd  that  was  the  worst 

Of  the  gentleman's  sell. 
For  he  fooled  the  Examining  Body 

In  »  way  I'm  rdactant  to  telL 

The  candidates  came 

And  Tom  Crib  soon  appetnd; 
It  was  Euclid.   The  same 

Was  *  the  rabjeot  he  feared,' 
But  he  smiled  as  he  sat  by  the  table 

With  a  smile  that  was  wary  and  weird. 

Yet  he  did  what  he  could. 

And  the  papers  he  showed 
Were  remanaoly  good. 

And  his  countenance  glowed 
With  pride  when  I  met  him  soc    after ' 

Aa  be  waOced  down  tiw  Truinp:.igt(m  Road. 

We  did  not  find  ^im  oat. 

Which  I  bitte  V  grieve. 
For  I've  not  tlw  k«st  doubt 

That  he'd  placed  up  his  sleeve 
Mr.  TodhuntM^s  exoraent  EocUd, 

The  aame  with  intmt  to  deoeite. 

But  I  shall  not  forget 

How  the  next  day  at  two 
A  stiff  paper  was  set 

By  Examino?  U  .  .  . 
On  Euripides'  tragedy,  Bacchae. 

A  subject  Tom  '  partially  knew.' 
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But  the  knowledge  displayed 

By  that  heathen  Pass-ee, 
And  the  answers  he  made 

Were  quite  frightful  to  see. 
For  he  rapidly  floored  the  whole  paper 

By  about  tw«nty  minutes  to  three. 

Thexi  I  looked  up  at  U  .  .  . 

And  he  gazed  upon  me. 
I  observed,  *  This  won't  do.' 

He  replied,  *  Goodness  me  ! 
We  are  fooled  by  this  artful  young  person,' 

And  he  sent  for  that  heathen  Pass-ee. 

The  scene  that  ensued 

Was  disgraceful  to  view. 
For  the  floor  it  was  strewed 

With  a  tolerable  few 
Of  the  '  tips '  that  Tom  Crib  had  been  hiding 

For  the  *  subject  he  partially  knew.' 

On  the  cuff  of  his  shirt 

He  had  mani^ed  to  get 
What  we  hoped  had  been  dirt. 

But  which  proved,  I  regret. 
To  be  notes  on  the  rise  <3  the  Drama, 

A  question  invariaUy  set. 

In  his  various  coats 

We  proceeded  to  seek. 
Where  we  found  sundry  notes 

And — with  sorrow  I  speak — 
One  of  Bohn's  publications,  so  useful 

To  the  student  of  Latin  or  Greek. 

In  the  crown  of  his  cap 

Were  the  Furies  and  Fates, 
And  a  delicate  map 

Of  the  Dorian  States, 
And  we  found  in  his  palms  which  were  hollow. 

What  are  frequent  in  pa^,— tint  is  dates. 
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Which  is  why  I  remark. 

And  my  language  is  plain. 
That  for  plots  that  are  dark 

And  not  always  in  vain. 
The  heathen  Pass-ee  is  peculiar. 

Which  the  aaine  I  am  free  to  maintain. 


0CT0PUS.1 
Br  Aloibnon  Chablxs  Sut-bubii. 

(SWINBUBKX) 

Stbakge  beauty,  eight-limbed  and  eight-handed. 

Whence  camest  to  dazzle  our  eyes  ? 
With  thy  bosom  bespangled  and  banded 

With  the  hues  of  the  seas  and  tiie  ddet; 
Is  thy  home  European  or  Asian, 

O  mystical  monster  marine  ? 
Part  molluscous  and  partly  onutaoean. 

Betwixt  and  between. 

Wast  thou  bom  to  the  sound  of  sea-tnimpeti  T 

Hast  thou  eaten  and  drunk  to  excess 
Of  the  sponges — thy  muffins  and  crumpets. 

Of  the  seaweed — thy  mustard  and  cress  T 
Wast  thou  nurtured  in  caverns  of  coral. 

Remote  from  reproof  or  restraint  ? 
Art  thou  innocent,  art  thou  imouiral, 

Sinbumian  or  Saint  ? 

Lithe  limbs,  curling  free,  as  a  creeper 

That  creeps  in  a  desolate  place. 
To  enrol  and  envelop  the  sleeper 

In  a  silent  and  stealthy  embrace, 
Cruel  beak  craning  forward  to  bite  us. 

Our  juices  to  drain  and  to  drink. 
Or  to  whelm  us  in  waves  of  Cocytus, 

Indelible  ink ! 

Written  at  the  Crystal  Palace  Aquariam. 
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0  breast,  that  'twere  rapture  to  writiie  oa  ! 

O  arms  'twere  delicious  to  feel 
Clinging  close  with  the  crush  of  the  Python, 

When  she  maketh  her  murderous  meiU  1 
In  thy  eight-fold  embraces  enfolden. 

Let  our  empty  existence  escape; 
Give  us  death  that  is  glorious  aod  golden. 

Crushed  all  out  of  shape ! 

Ah !  thy  red  li^,  lascivious  and  luscious. 

With  death  in  their  amorous  Idra ! 
Cling  round  us,  and  clasp  us,  and  crush  us, 

With  bitings  of  agonized  bliss; 
We  are  sick  with  the  poison  of  pleasure. 

Dispense  us  the  potion  of  pain; 
Ope  thy  mouth  to  its  uttermost  measure 

And  bite  us  again  I 


HENRY  CDYLER  BUNNER. 

HOME.  SWEET  HOME.  WITH  VARUHONa 

BedJO  SUGOMTIOIIS  OF  TH«  VamOUS  StTUS  Ut  WBIOS 

A»  Old  Theme  might  have  bmmk  Tmbmxmd  mt 
Cbbtaut  Mitbical  C<ui?otns. 

I. 

The  Obhukal  Tmu,  as  Josh  Howabd  PAnra  Waon  n  j 

JtiD  pleasures  and  palaces  though  we  may  roam 

Acliann  from  the  skies  seems  to  haUow  us  there, 
^he^  i«  not  met  with 

Home,  Home  I   Sweet,  Sweet  Home  I 
There  s  no  place  like  Home ! 

An  ezUe  from  home,  splendour  dazzles  in  vain ! 
Oh,  give  me  my  lowlv  thatched  cottage  again ! 
The  buds  singmg  aaily  that  came  athiyTaU' 
Give  me  them  !  and  the  peace  of  mind  dearer  than  aU. 

Home,  Home  !   Sweet,  Sweet  Home  I 

There  s  no  place  like  Home ! 


n. 


As  AiAmov  Cbablis  Swihbueke  hioht  have  Wrapped  a  vr 

ur  VABUnom: 

['Mid  pleasures  and  palaces — ] 

^  "SstlTdrif ted  " 
Hither  and  yon  on  the  barren  breast  of  the  l»ene 
"i^d  Ai^*^  <^  •  god'a  lne»th  ahakei; 

The  salt  of  M  itingt,  and  k  lore  l«  the  aobWag  eeM. 
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For  home's  sake  hungry  at  heart,      aiokfla  ia  {ullared 

porches 

Of  bliss,  made  sick  for  a  life  that  is  barren  of  bliss, 
For  the  pUce  whereon  ia  a  light  out  of  heaven  that  sears 
not  nor  scorches, 
Nor  elsewheice  than  this. 

[An  exile  from  home,  apkndour  daxdea  in  vain — ] 

For  here  we  know  shall  no  gold  thing  glisten. 

No  bright  thing  burn,  and  no  sweet  thing  shine; 
Nor  Love  lower  never  an  ear  to  listen 
To  words  that  work  in  the  heart  like  wine. 
What  time  we  are  set  from  our  land  apart. 
For  pain  of  {Mwsion  and  hunger  of  heart. 
Though  we  walk  with  exiles  fame  faints  to  christen. 
Or  sing  at  the  Cytherean's  shrine. 

[Vabiation:  An  exile  from  home—] 

Whether  with  him  whose  head 
Of  gods  is  honoured. 
With     ng  made  splendent  in  the  sight  of  — 
W  nose  heart  most  sweetly  stout. 
From  ravished  France  cast  out. 
Being  firatly  hers,  was  hers  most  wholly  then — 
Or  where  on  shining  seas  like  wine 
The  dove's  wings  draw  the  drooping  Erycine. 

[dive  me  my  lowly  thaiched  cottage. — ] 

For  Joy  finds  Love  grow  bitter. 
And  spreads  his  wings  to  quit  her. 
At  thought  of  birds  that  twitter 

Beneath  the  roof-tree's  straw — 
Of  birds  that  come  for  calling. 
No  fear  or  fright  appalling, 
When  dews  of  dusk  are  falling. 

Or  daylif^t's  draperies  draw. 

[Oioe  me  them,  and  the  peace  of  mind — ] 

Give  me  tiieae  things  then  back,  tiioug^  the  giving 
Be  at  eost  of  ewth's  gamw  of  gold; 
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is  no  We  without  these  worth  living. 

No  treasure  where  these  are  not  tokL 
For  the  heart  give  the  hope  that  it  knows  not, 

Uve  the  balm  for  the  buTi  of  the  breast— 
For  the  soul  and  the  mind  that  repose  not 

0,  give  «•  a  rart  I 


m. 

nr  A  Rio  SHns : 

Beown  o'  San  Tnan, 
Stranger,  I'm  Brown. 

Come  up  this  momin'  from  'Frisco- 
Be  n  a-«altin'  my  spede-gtacks  down. 

Be'n  a-knockin'  around, 

Fer  a  man  from  San  Juan, 
Putty  consid'able  frequent  

Jes'  oatcb  onter  that  streak  o'  the  dawnl 

^it^t  thar  lies  my  home- 
Right  thar  in  the  red — 

^  slop  over,  stranger,  in  po'try 

Would  spread  out  old  Shakspoke  cold  dead. 

Stranger,  you  freeze  to  this:  there  ain't  no  faiyifr  oin. 
palace. 

Nor  no  variety-show  lays  ov^^r  a  man's  own  rancho. 

Ll)ndlL  '  ^  Toww^i' 

^thl  Ml-sWe^'''  ^  ^         over  thar  on 

Tl^w  my  ole  gal,  V  the  kids,  V  the  ws*  o'  my  five 

^c^Hrlh^'^"  griddle- 
Fot  the  two  us  pard-and  thar,  I  allow,  the  heavens 
Smile  more  friendly-like  than  on  any  otk^  kxSSty! 
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Stranger,  nowhere  else  I  don't  take  no  satisfaction. 
Qimme  my  ranch,  'n'  them  friendly  old  Shanghai 
ohickena — 

I  brung  the  original  pair  f 'm  the  States  in  eighteen- V- 

fifty- 
Gimme  them  and  the  fedin'  of  ioUd  domestic  comfort. 

Yer  parding,  young  man — 

But  this  landscape  a  kind 
Er  flickers — I  'low  'twuz  the  po'try — 

I  tiiot^ht  thet  my  eyes  hed  gone  bUnd. 

•         •         •         •  • 

Take  that  pop  from  my  belt ! 

Hi,  thar — gimme  yer  han' — 
Or  I'll  kill  myself — Lizzie  ! — she's  left  me — 

Qom  off  vuh  a  purtier  man  I 

Thar,  I'll  auit— the  ole  gal 

An'  the  kids — ^run  away  I 
I  be  demed !    Howsomever,  come  in,  pcad — 

The  griddle-cake's  thar,  anyway. 


IV. 

As  Austin  Dobsok  might  have  Translatkd  it  fboh  Hoaics, 

IF  IT  HAD  EVBB  OCCUBBU)  TO  HOBACS  TO  WUTI  IT: 

RONDEAU. 

Palatiis  in  remotis  TolaptotM 
Si  qanris  .  .  . 

FiiAOons.  2.  noBATnni.  Camim,  lAb.  F.,  1 

At  home  alone,  O  Nomades, 
Although  Maecenas'  marble  frieze 

Stand  not  between  you  and  the  sky. 

Nor  Persian  luxury  supply 
Its  rosy  surfeit,  find  ye  ease. 
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Tempt  not  the  far  iEgean  breeze; 
With  home-made  wine  and  books  that  please. 
To  dtms  and  bores  the  door  deny 
At  home,  idom. 

Strange  joys  may  lure.    Your  deities 
Smile  here  alone.    Oh,  rive  me  these: 
law  eaves,  where  birds  familiar  fly. 
And  peace  of  mind,  and,  fluttering  by. 
My  Lydia's  graceful  draperies. 
At  home,  ofene. 


V. 

As  IT  XIOBT  RAVX  BIBN  ComrBCCTSD  IN  1744, 

OuvBB  Goldsmith,  at  19,  Wbitinq  tbb 
WtXKt  Stanza,  and  Alxxandbb  Pora, 
AT  52,  thb  Second  : 

HoMX !  at  the  word,  what  blissful  visions  rise; 
Lift  us  from  earth,  and  draw  toward  the  skies  I 
'Mid  mirag'd  towers,  or  meretricious  joys. 
Although  we  roam,  one  thought  the  mind  employs: 
Or  lowly  hut,  good  friend,  or  loftiest  dome. 
Earth  knows  no  spot  so  holy  as  our  Home. 
There,  where  affection  warms  the  father's  breast. 
There  is  the  spot  of  heav'n  most  surely  blest. 
Howe'er  we  search,  though  wandering  with  the  wind 
Through  frigid  Zembla,  or  the  heats  of  Ind. 
Not  elsewhere  may  we  seek,  nor  elsewhere  know. 
The  light  of  heav'n  upon  our  dark  below. 

When  from  our  dearest  hope  and  haven  reft. 
Delight  nor  dazzles,  nor  is  luxury  left. 
We  long,  obedient  to  our  nature's  law. 
To  see  again  our  hovel  thatched  with  straw: 
See  birds  that  know  our  avenaceous  store 
Stoop  to  our  hand,  and  thence  repleted  soar: 
But,  oi  all  hopes  the  waiuierer's  soul  that  shue. 
His  pristtne  peace  of  mind 's  his  CituA  prayer. 
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VI. 

As  Walt  WanniAH  miobt  hati  Warnnr  all 

ABOWD  IT: 

1. 

Tou  over  there,  youn^  man  with  the  gtdde-book,  red> 
bound,  covered  flexibly  with  red  linen. 

Come  here,  I  want  to  talk  with  you ;  I,  Walt,  the  Man* 
hattanese,  citizen  of  these  States,  mU  yon. 

Yes,  and  the  courier,  too,  smirking,  smug-mouthed, 
with  oil'd  hair;  a  garlicky  look  about  him  generally; 
him,  too,  I  take  in,  just  as  I  would  a  coyote,  or  a 
king,  or  a  toad-stool,  or  a  ham-sandwich,  or  any- 
thing or  anybody  else  in  the  world. 

Where  are  you  going  ? 

You  want  to  see  Paris,  to  eat  truffles,  to  have  a  good 
time;  in  Vienna,  London,  Ilovence,  Monaco,  to  have 
a  good  time;  you  want  to  see  Venice. 

Come  with  me.  I  will  give  you  a  good  time;  I  will 
give  yon  tiie  Vmice  you  want,  uid  most  of  the 
Paris. 

I,  Walt,  I  call  to  you.  I  am  all  on  deck !  Come  and 
loaf  with  me !  Let  me  tote  you  around  by  your 
elbow  and  show  you  things. 

Yon  listen  to  my  ophideide ! 

Home ! 

Homo,  I  celebrate.  I  elevate  my  fog-whistle,  inspir'd 
by  the  thought  of  home. 

Come  in ! — take  a  front  seat;  the  jostle  of  the  crowd 
not  minding;  there  is  room  enough  for  all  of  you. 

This  is  my  exhibition — ^it  is  the  greatest  show  on  earth 
— there  is  no  charge  for  admission. 

All  you  have  to  pay  me  is  to  take  in  my  romanza. 


2. 

L  The  brown-stone  house;  the  father  coming  home 
worried  from  a  bad  day's  business;  the  wife  meets 
him  in  the  marble-pav'd  vestibule;  she  throws 
her  arms  about  him;  »b»  premes  him  close  to  her; 
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she  looks  him  full  in  the  face  with  afieoti<mate 
eyei;  the  frown  from  his  brow  disappearing. 
Damna,  the  says,  Johnny  has  fallen  down  and  cui 
kU  ktttd;  tktcook  i§  going  rnm^,  md  <»«  teOcr 
Uak9. 

2.  Hie  mechanic's  dark  Httie  third  story  room,  seen  in 

a  flash  from  the  Elevated  Railway  train;  the 
sewing-machine  in  a  comer ;^  the  small  cook-stove; 
the  wndtf  familv  eating  oabtMge  aroond  a  kero- 
sene lamp;  of  the  clatter  and  roar  and  groaning 
wail  of  the  Elevated  train  unconscious;  of  the 
smell  of  the  cabbage  unconscious. 
Me,  passant,  in  the  train,  iA  the  cabbage  not  quite 
so  unconscious. 

8.  The  French  flat ;  the  small  rooms,  all  right  angles, 
unindividual ;  the  nurow  halls ;  the  gaudy  cheap 
deooratioiui  every  when. 
The  janitor  and  the  oook  exchanging  compliments 
up  and  down  ^e  elevator-shaft;  the  refusal  to 
anid  up  more  coal,  the  solid  splash  of  the  water 
imon  his  head,  the  language  he  sends  up  the  shaft, 
the  triumphant  laughter  of  the  cook,  to  her 
kitchen  retiring. 

4.  The  widow's  small  house  in  the  suburbs  of  the  city; 
the  widow's  boy  coming  home  from  his  first  day 
down  town;  he  is  fluuied  with  happiness  and 
pride;  he  is  no  longer  a  school-boy,  he  is  earning 
money;  he  takes  on  the  airs  of  a  man  and  talks 
learnedly  of  business. 

6.  The  room  in  the  third-class  boarding-house;  the 
mean  Httie  hard-ooal  fire,  the  sbvenly  Irish  ser- 
vant-girl making  it,  the  ashes  on  the  hearth,  the 
faded  furniture,  the  private  provenc^  hid  away 
in  the  closet,  tiie  dreary  back-yard  out  tiie  win- 
dow; the  young  girl  at  the  glass,  with  her  mouth 
full  of  hair-pins,  doing  up  her  hair  to  go  down- 
stairs and  flirt  witii  Uie  young  fellows  in  the 
parlour. 

6.  The  kitchen  of  the  old  farm-house;  the  young  con- 
vict just  retum'd  from  prison — ^it  was  his  first 
offence,  and  the  judges  were  lenient  to  him. 
He  is  taidng  his  first  meal  out  of  prison;  he  has 
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been  receiv'd  back,  kiss'd,  encourag'd  to  start 
again;  his  lungs,  his  nostrils  expand  with  the  big 
faroaths  of  free  air;  with  shame,  with  wcmdnr- 
ment,  with  a  tvnaUing  joy,  his  iMart  too  ex- 
panding. 

The  old  mother  busies  herself  about  the  table;  she 
has  ready  for  him  the  dishes  he  us'd  to  like;  the 
father  sits  with  his  back  to  them,  reading  the 
newspaper,  the  newspaper  shaking  and  rustling 
much;  the  children  hang  wondering  around  the 

prodigal  thev  have  been  caution'd:  Do  not  a$k 

where  our  Jim  mm  bem  ;  onlif  My  you  on  glad  to 
aee  him. 

The  elder  daughter  is  there,  pale-fao'd,  qniet;  her 

young  man  went  back  on  her. four  years  ago;  his 
folks  would  not  let  him  marry  a  convict's  sister. 
She  sits  by  the  window,  sewing  on  the  chikben's 
clothes,  the  clothes  not  only  patching  up;  her 
hunger  for  children  of  her  own  invisibly  patching 
up. 

The  brother  looks  up;  he  catches  her  eye,  he  fearful, 
apologetic;  she  smiles  back  at  him,  not  reproach- 
fully smiling,  with  loving  pretence  of  hope  smiling 
— ^it  is  too  much  for  him;  he  buries  his  face  in  the 
folds  of  the  mother's  black  gown. 
7.  The  best  room  of  the  house,  on  the  Sabbath  only 
open'd;  t!  smell  of  hor&e-hair  furniture  and 
mahogany  varnish;  the  ornaments  on  the  what- 
not in  the  comer;  the  wax-fruit,  dusty,  sunken, 
sagged  in,  consumptive-looking,  under  a  glass 
globe;  the  sealing-wax  imitation  ci  coral;  the 
cigar  boxes  with  shells  plastered  over;  the  pw- 
forated  card-board  motto. 

The  kitchen;  the  housewife  sfninkling  tho  clothes 
for  the  fine  ironing  to-morrow — it  is  Third-day 
night,  and  the  plain  things  are  already  iron'd,  now 
in  cupboards,  in  drawers  stowed  away. 

The  wife  waiting  for  the  husband — he  is  at  the 
tavern,  jovial,  carousing;  she,  alone  in  the  kitchen 
sprinkling  clothes — the  little  red  wood  clook  with 
peaked  top,  with  pendulum  wagging  behind  a 
pane  of  gaily  painted  glass,  stoikes  twelve. 
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The  sound  of  the  husband's  voice  on  the  still  night 
air — he  is  singing:  We  vnm't  go  home  till  morning  / 
— ^the  wife  arising,  toward  the  wood-shed  hastily 
going,  stealthily  entering,  the  voice  ail  the  time 
coming  nearer,  inebriate,  chantant. 
The  wood-shed;  the  club  behind  the  door  of  the 
wood-shed;  the  wife  annexing  the  club;  the  hvm- 
band  appKwohing,  always  imbriate,  chantant. 
The  husband  passing  the  door  of  the  wood-shed; 
the  club  over  his  head,  now  with  his  head  in  oon-> 
taot;  the  rad<toi  oeesation  of  the  song;  the  tem* 
ranee  pledge  signed  the  next  morning;  the 
nediction  of  peace  over  the  domestic  foyer 
temporarily  reeting. 


3. 


I  sing  the  soothing  influenoee  of  home. 

You,  young  man,  thons^tleeslv  wandering,  with 

courier,  with  guide-book  wandering. 
You  hearken  to  the  melody  of  my  steam-calliope. 
Yawp ! 


JAMES  KENNETH  STEPHEN. 


Ofil  ON  A  MTBOSnOT  OF  ITOM  OOLUBQB. 
(OBAT) 

Tb  bigot  spires,  ye  Tory  towers. 

That  crown  the  watery  lea, 
Where  grateful  science  still  adorw 

The  anstooracy: 
A  happy  usher  onco  I  strayed 
Beneath  your  lofty  elm  trees'  shade, 

Witii  mind  untouched  by  guilt  or  woe: 
But  mad  ambition  made  me  stray 
Beyond  the  round  of  work  and  play 

Whwein  we  ought  to  go. 

My  office  was  to  teach  the  young 

Idea  how  to  shoot: 
But,  ah  !  I  joined  with  eognr  tongue 

Political  dispute: 
I  ventured  humbly  to  suggest 
That   U  things  were  not  for  the  htab 

Among  the  Irish  peasantnr; 
And  finding  all  the  world  abuse 
My  simple  unpretending  views, 

I  thought  I'd  go  and  see. 

I  boldly  left  the  College  bounds: 

Across  the  sea  I  went. 
To  probe  the  economic  grounds 

Of  Irish  discontent. 
My  constant  goings  to  and  fro 
Excited  some  alarm;  and  so 

Policemen  girded  up  their  loins. 
And,  from  his  innocent  pursuits, — 
Morose  unsympathetic  brutes, — 

They  snatched  a  fearful  Joynea. 
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Escaped,  I  speedily  returned 

To  teach  the  boys  again: 
But  ah,  my  spirit  inly  burnsd 

To  think  on  Ireland's  pain. 
Such  wronfts  must  out:  and  then,  you  see. 
My  own  adventures  miaht  not  b« 

UninteresUng  to  my  friends: 
I  therrfoTO  Twitiired  to  prepare 
A  little  book,  designed  with  care« 

To  serve  these  humble  ends. 

Our  stem  head-master  spoke  to  me 

Severely: — 'You  appear 
{Horresco  referena)  to  be 

A  party  pamphleteer. 
If  you  must  write,  let  Csesar's  page 
Or  Virgil's  poetry  engage 

Your  all  too  niuiMrous  leisure  houn: 
But  now  annihilate  and  (juash 
This  impious  philanthropic  bosh: 

Or  quit  these  antique  towers.' 

It  seems  that  he  who  dares  to  write 

Is  all  unfit  to  teach: 
And  literary  fame  is  quite 

Beyond  an  usher's  reach. 
I  dared  imprisonment  in  vain: 
The  little  bantling  of  my  brain 

I  am  compelled  to  sacrifice. 
The  moral,  after  all,  is  this: — 
That  here,  where  ignorance  ie  Uiii, 

Tis  folly  to  be  wise. 
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A  SONNET. 


(WOBDSWOBTH) 


Two  voice.*  are  there:  one  is  of  the  deep; 

It  learns  the  storm-cloud's  thunderous  melody. 

Now  roars,  now  murmurs  with  the  changing  sea. 

Now  bird-like  pipes,  now  closes  soft  in  sleep: 

And  one  is  of  an  old  half-witted  sheep 

Which  bleats  articulate  monotony. 

And  indicates  that  two  and  one  are  three. 

That  grass  is  green,  lakes  damp,  and  mountains  stee 

And,  Wordsworth,  both  are  thine:  at  certain  times 

Forth  from  the  heart  of  thy  melodious  rhymes. 

The  form  and  pressure  of  High  thoughts  will  burst: 

At  other  times — good  Lord  !  I'd  rather  be 

Quite  unacquainted  with  the  ABC 

Than  write  such  hopeless  rubbish  as  thy  worst. 


BiBTHDATS  ?  yes,  in  a  general  way; 
For  the  most  if  not  for  the  best  of  men: 
You  were  bom  (I  suppose)  on  a  certain  day: 


Only  this:  or  at  least,  if  more. 
You  must  know,  not  think  it,  and  learn,  not  speak: 
There  is  truth  to  be  found  on  the  unknown  shore, 
And  many  will  find  where  few  will  seek. 

For  many  are  called  and  few  are  chosmi. 
And  the  few  grow  many  as  ages  lapse: 
But  when  will  the  many  grow  few:  what  dozen 
Is  fused  into  one  by  Time's  hammer-taps  ? 


SINCERE  FLATTSRT  OF  R.  B. 


(bbowning) 


So  was  I:  or  perhaps 
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A  bare  brown  stone  in  a  babbling  brook: — 
It  was  wanton  to  hvirl  it  there,  you  say: 
And  the  moss,  which  clung  in  tiie  riidterad  nook 
(Yet  the  stream  nms  ooo^),  is  washed  away. 

That  begs  the  question:  many  a  prater 
Thinks  such  a  suggestion  a  sound  '  stop  thief 
Which,  may  I  ask;  do  you  think  the  greater, 
Sergeant-at-arms  or  a  Robber  C3u^  ? 

And  if  it  were  not  so  ?  still  you  doubt  ? 
Ah  !  yours  is  a  birthday  indeed  if  so. 
That  wCTe  something  to  write  a  poem  about, 
one  thought  a  little.   I  only  Know. 

P.S. 

There  's  a  Me  Society  down  at  Cambridge, 
Where  my  wo.ks,  cum  notis  variorum. 
Are  talked  about;  well,  I  require  the  same  bridge 
That  EucUd  took  toll  at  as  Aainorum : 

And,  as  they  have  got  through  several  ditties 
I  thought  were  as  stiff  as  a  brick-built  wall, 
I've  composed  the  above,  and  a  stiff  one  U  is, 
A  bridge  to  stop  asses  at,  onoe  for  all. 


SINCERE  FLATTERY  OF  W.  W.  (AMERICANUS). 

(wamiAR) 

The  clear  cool  note  of  the  cnckoo  which  has  ousted  the 

legitimate  nest-holder. 
Hie  whistle  of  the  railway  guard  dispatching  the  train 

to  the  inevitable  collision. 
The  maiden's  monosyllabic  reply  to  a  polysyllalno 

proposfti^ 

The  fundamental  note  of  the  last  tramp,  which  is 

presumably  D  natural; 
All  of  these  are  sounds  to  rejoice  in,  yea  to  let  your 

very  ribs  re-echo  with: 
Biit  better  than  all  of  them  is  the  absolutely  last  chord 

Of  the  ai^Baraatiy  inexhaustible  {uanoforte  player. 
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TO  A.T.  M. 
(F.  W.  H.  MTIB8) 

See  where  the  K.,  in  sturdy  self-reliance. 
Thoughtful  and  placid  as  a  broodins  dove. 

Stands,  firmly  sucking,  in  the  cause  of  science. 
Just  Buch  a  peppermint  as  schoolboys  love. 

Suck,  placid  K.:  the  world  will  be  thy  debtor; 

Though  thine  eyes  water  and  thine  heart  grow  faint. 
Suck:  and  the  less  thou  likest  it  the  better; 

Suck  for  our  sake,  and  utter  no  complaint. 

Near  thee  a  being,  passionate  and  gentle, 
Man's  latest  teacher,  wisdom's  pioneer. 

Calmly  majestically  monumental. 
Stands:       august  Telepathist  is  here. 

Waves  of  perception,  subtle  emanations. 
Thrill  through  the  ether,  circulate  amain; 

DeUcate  soft  impalpable  sensations, 
Botq  of  thy  palate,  quiver  in  his  brain. 

Lo !  with  a  voice  unspeakably  dramatic, 

Lo  !  with  a  gesture  singularly  fine, 
He  makes  at  last  a  lucid  and  emphatic 

Statrauent  of  what  is  in  that  mouth  of  thine. 

He  could  detect  that  peppermint's  existence. 
He  read  its  nature  in  the  book  of  doom; 

Standing  at  some  considerable  distance; 
Stanmng,  in  fact,  in  quite  anothw  room. 

Was  there  a  faint  impenetrable  essence 

Wafted  towards  him  from  the  svcking  K.? 
Did  some  pale  ghost  inform  him  of  its  presence  ? 
did  it  luki^pen  in  eomb  otiaat  way  ?. 

These  are  the  questions  nobody  can  aasww. 
These  are  the  problems  nobody  can  solve; 

Only  we  know  tlwt  Man  is  an  Advancer: 
Only  we  know  tiw  Omtiiriv  revolve. 
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FRANCIS  THOMPSON. 


WAKE  I  von  THE  RUDDY  BALL  HAS  TAKEN  WU.QET. 


Wakb  !  for  the  Ruddy  Ball  has  taken  flight 
That  scatters  the  slow  Wicket  of  the  Night; 

And  the  swift  Batsman  of  the  Dawn  has  driven 
Against  the  Star-spiked  Rails  a  fiery  Smite. 

Wake,  my  Belovdd !  take  the  Bat  that  clears 
The  sluggish  Ldver,  and  Dyspeptics  cheers : 
To-morrow  ?    Why,  to-morrow  I  may  be 
Jfyseif  with  HamUedon  and  aU  its  Peers. 

To-day  a  Score  of  Batsmen  brings,  you  say  ? 
"SvTd,  but  where  leaves  the  Bats  of  yesterday  ? 

And  this  same  summer  day  that  brings  a  Knight 
May  take  the  Grace  and  Ranjitsinjh  away. 

Willsher  the  famed  is  gone  with  all  his  'throws,* 
And  Alfred's  Six-foot  Beach  where  no  man  knows ; 

And  Hornby— that  great  hitter— 'lis  own  Son 
Plays  in  his  place,  yet  racks  not  the  Red  Rose. 

And  Silver  Billy,  Fuller  Pilch  and  Small, 
Alike  the  pigmy  Briggs  and  Ulyett  tall. 

Have  swung  their  Bats  an  hour  or  two  be 'ore 
But  none  played  ont  tiie  last  and  sUent  Ball. 

Well,  let  them  Perish !    What  have  we  to  do 
With  Gilbert  Grace  the  Great,  or  that  Hindu  ? 

lot  Hint  and  Spooner  slog  them  as  they  list. 
Or  Wanmi  bowl  h»  *sni»rter';  can  not  you! 

With  me  along  the  Strip  of  Herbage  stoown. 
That  is  not  laid  or  watered,  rolled  or  sown, 
Where  name  of  Lord's  and  Oval  is  forgot. 
And  peace  to  Nicholas  <m  liis  bomb-ghrt  Throne. 


(BDWABo  imamuLD) 
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THOMPSON 


A  level  Wicket,  as  the  Ground  allow, 
A  driving  Bat,  a  lively  Ball,  and  thou 

Before  me  bowling  on  the  Oicket-Pitch- 
O  Cricket-pitoh  were  Paradise  mow ! 


n. 

I  listened  where  the  Grass  was  shaven  small, 
And  heard  the  Bat  that  groaned  against  the  Ball: 

Thou  pitchest  Here  and  There,  and  Left  and  Right, 
Nor  deem  I  where  the  Spot  thou  next  may'st  Fall. 

Forward  I  play,  and  Back,  and  Left  and  Right. 
And  overthrown  at  once,  or  stay  till  Night: 

But  this  I  know,  where  nothing  else  I  know, 
The  last  is  Thine,  how  so  the  Bat  shall  smite. 

This  thing  is  sure,  where  nothing  else  is  sure. 
The  boldest  Bat  may  but  a  Space  endure; 

And  he  who  One  or  who  a  Hundred  hits 
Falleth  at  ending  to  thy  Force  or  Lure. 

Wherefore  am  I  allotted  but  a  Day 

To  taste  Dehght,  and  make  so  brief  a  stay; 

For  Meed  of  all  my  Labour  laid  aside. 
Ended  alike  the  Player  and  the  Play  ? 

Behold,  there  is  an  Arm  behind  the  Ball, 
Nor  the  Bat's  Stroke  of  its  own  Striking  all ; 

And  who  the  Gamesters,  to  what  end  the  Game, 
I  think  thereof  our  Willing  is  but  small. 

Against  the  Attack  and  Twist  of  Circumstance 
Though  I  oppose  Defence  and  shifty  Glance, 

What  Power  gives  Nerve  to  me,  and  what  Assaults, — 
This  is  the  Riddle.   Let  dull  bats  cry  '  Chance.' 

Is  there  a  Foe  that  [domineers]  the  Ball  ? 

And  one  that  Shapes  and  wields  us  Willows  all  ? 

Be  patient  if  Thy  Creature  in  Thy  Huid 
Break,  Mid  the  BO-longi^aarded  Wicket  fall ! 
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Thus  spoke  the  Bat.  Perchance  a  foolish  Speech 
And  wooden,  for  a  Bat  has  straitened  Beach: 

Yet  thought  I,  I  had  heard  Philosophers 
Prate  much  on  this  wise,  and  aspire  to  Teach. 

Ah,  let  us  take  our  Stand,  and  play  the  Game, 
But  rather  for  the  Cause  than  for  the  Fame; 

Albeit  ri^t  evil  is  the  Ground,  and  we 
Know  our  Defence  tiiereon  will  be  but  lame. 

0  Love,  if  thou  and  I  could  but  Conspire 
Against  this  Pitch  of  Life,  so  false  with  Mire, 

Would  we  not  Doctor  it  afresh,  and  then 
Roll  it  out  smoother  to  the  Bat'a  Desire  ? 
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ROBERT  FULLER  IfUBRAT. 

THE  POET  S  HAT. 
(TBNNYSON) 

The  rain  had  fallen,  the  Poet  arose. 

He  passed  through  the  doorway  into  the  street, 
A  strong  wind  lifted  his  hat  from  his  head. 

And  he  uttered  some  words  that  were  far  from  sweet. 
And  then  he  started  to  follow  the  chase. 

And  put  on  a  spurt  that  was  wild  Mid  fleet. 
It  made  the  people  pause  in  a  crowd, 

And  lay  ocfds  as  to  which  would  beat. 

The  street  cad  scoffed  as  he  hunted  the  hat. 

Hie  «rrand-boy  shouted  hooray ! 
The  scavenger  stood  with  his  broom  in  his  hand. 

And  smiled  in  a  very  rude  way; 
And  the  ctergyman  titon^t,  *I  hare  heard  many 
words. 

But  never,  until  to-day,  ^  , 

Did  I  hear  any  words  that  were  quite  8f>  .il 
As  I  heard  that  young  man  say.' 
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A  TENNYSONIAN  FRAQBf£NT. 
flnMrted  by  special  permisaion  of  the  Propiieton  of  Punch.] 

(tbnnyson) 

So  in  the  village  inn  the  poet  dwelt. 
His  honey-dew  was  gone;  only  the  pouch. 
His  cousin's  work,  her  empty  labour,  left. 
But  still  he  sniffed  it,  still  a  fragrance  clung 
And  Ungned  all  about  the  broidered  flowers. 
Then  came  his  landlord,  saying  in  broad  Scotch 
"Smoke  plug,  mon/  whom  he  looked  at  doubtfully. 
Then  came  the  grocer,  sayii^,  •  Hae  some  twist 
At  tippenoe,'  whom  he  annrared  witii  a  qualm. 

But  when  they  left  him  to  himself  again. 
Twist,  like  a  fiend's  breath  from  a  distant  room 
Diffusing  through  the  passage,  oiept;  the  nndl 
Deepening  had  power  upon  him,  and  he  mixt 
His  fancies  with  the  billow-lifted  bay 
Of  Kscay  and  tl»  roUings  ai  a  ship. 

And  on  that  night  he  made  a  little  song. 

And  called  his  song  *  The  Song  of  Twist  and  Plug,' 

And  sang  it;  scarcely  could  he  make  or  sing. 

*  is  black  plug,  though  smoked  in  wind  and  nia; 
Am  ruik  is  twut,  which  gives  no  end  of  pain; 

I  Imow  not  whidi  is  nmker,  no,  not  I. 

'  Plug,  art  thou  rank  ?  then  milder  twist  must  be; 
Plug,  thou  art  milder:  rank  is  twist  to  me. 

0  twist,  if  plug  be  milder,  let  me  buy. 

*  Rank  twist  that  seems  to  make  me  fade  away. 
Rank  plug,  that  navvies  smoke  in  k>vdess  day, 

1  know  not  which  is  ranker,  no,  not  I. 

*  I  fain  would  purchase  flake,  if  that  c^uld  be; 
I  needs  must  purchase  plug,  ah,  woe  is  me  I 
Plug  and  a  catty,  a  ctt%,  let  me  bny.* 
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MUBBAY 


ANDREW  irCBXE. 

(IBOM  THB  UHFUBUSHBD  BSMAISm  Or 
BDOAB  ALLAN  POB) 

It  was  many  and  many  ft  year  ago. 

In  a  city  by  the  sea. 
That  a  man  there  lived  whom  I  happened  to  know 

By  the  name  of  Andrew  M'Crie; 
And  this  man  he  slept  in  another  room, 

But  ground  and  had  xneab  with  me. 

I  was  an  ass  and  he  waa  an  ass. 

In  this  city  by  the  sea; 
But  we  groimd  in  a  way  which  was  more  than  a  grind, 

I  ana  Andrew  M'Crie; 
In  a  way  that  the  idle  semis  next  door 

Declared  was  shameful  to  see. 

And  this  was  the  reason  that,  one  dark  night. 

In  this  city  by  the  sea, 
^  stone  flew  in  at  the  window,  hitting 

The  milk-jug  and  Andrew  M'Crie. 
And  once  son  ?  low-bred  tertians  oame. 

And  bore  him  away  from  me. 
And  shoved  him  into  a  ]^vate  house 

Whore  the  people  were  havmg  tea. 

Professors,  not  half  so  well  up  in  their  work. 

Went  envying  him  and  me — 
Yes ! — that  was  the  reason,  I  al^i^ys  thought 

(And  Andrew  agreed  with  me), 
Wl^  they  ploughed  us  both  at  the  end  of  the  year, 

dhiUing  and  killing  poor  Andrew  M'Crie. 

But  his  i^oet  is  more  terrible  faf  than  the  ghosts 

Of  many  more  famous  than  he — 

Of  many  more  gory  than  he — 
And  neither  visits  to  foreign  coasts. 

Nor  tonics,  can  ever  set  free 
Two  wdl-known  Profs  from  the  haunting  wraith 

Of  the  injured  Andrew  M'Crie. 
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For  at  night,  as  they  dream,  they  frequently  soream* 

*  Have  mercy,  Mr.  M'Crie  I' 
And  at  mom  the^  will  rise  with  bloodshot  eyM, 

And  the  very  nrst  thing  they  will  see. 
When  they  dare  to  descend  to  their  coffee  and  rolls, 
Sittinff  down  by  the  scuttle,  the  scuttle  of  ooakf . 

With  a  volume  of  notes  on  its  knee. 

Is  tbe  tpeotre  of  Andiow  M'Crto. 
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UNKNOWN. 
THE  TOWN  LIFE 
(BO0IB8) 

Mike  is  a  house  at  Netting  Hill: 
The  Indian's  tum-tum  smites  my  ear; 

A  crowd  enjoys  a  casual  '  mill ' 
With  no  pdio«n»n  lingering  near. 

^e  thief  attempts  the  chain  and  watch 
Ck>ntpicuou8  in  my  spacious  vest; 

Their  balls  of  brass  the  tumUos  oatch. 
In  Kikd  and  spani^  garments  drsMed. 

Around  my  steps  street-organs  bring 
The  dirtiest  brats  that  can  be  seen; 

And  boys  turn  wheels,  and  niggers  sing 
To  banjo  and  to  tambourine. 

Hie  dustman  bawls;  the  beggara  tease 
When  coppers  are  not  duly  given; 

Whilst  papers,  flowers,  and  fusees. 
Annoy  me  riz  days  ont  of  seven. 
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FIBH  HAVE  THEIR  TIMES  TO  BITE. 
(MRS.  HEMANS) 

Fish  have  their  times  to  bite— 
The  bream  in  summer,  and  the  teont  in  spring, 

What  time  the  hawthorn  buds  are  white. 
And  streams  are  clear,  and  winds  low- whispering. 

The  pike  bite  free  when  fall 
The  autumn  leaves  before  the  north-wind's  breath. 

And  tench  in  June,  but  there  are  all — 
There  are  ftU  wumoom  for  the  gudgeon's  death. 

The  trout  his  ambush  keeps 
Crafty  and  stro  \z,  in  Pangboume's  eddying  pools. 

Aim  patient  nail  in  Mamw  deeps 
Fw  the  shy  barbei  w^t  expectant  ibols. 

Many  the  perch  but  small 
That  swim  in  Basildon,  and  Thames  hath  nought 

Like  Cookham's  pike,  but,  oh !  in  all — 
Yes,  in  all  i^aoes  are  the  guc^^eon  caught. 

The  old  man  angles  still 
For  roach,  and  sits  red-faced  and  fills  his  chair; 

And  perch,  the  boy  expects  to  kill. 
And  roves  and  fishes  here  and  fishes  there. 

The  child  but  three  feet  tall 
For  the  gay  minnows  and  the  bleak  doth  ply 

His  bending  hazel,  but  by  all — 
Oh  I  by  all  liAnds  the  luckless  gudgeon  die. 
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ANOTHBR  ODB  TO  THB  KOBTH-lAaT  WIND 


,  ■  -1';   \:  I 


(kinoslby) 

Hang  thee,  vile  North  Easter: 

Other  thinn  may  be 
Very  bad  to  Dear  with, 

Nothing  equals  thee. 
Qrim  and  grey  North  Easter, 

From  each  Essex-bog, 
From  the  Piaistow  marshes. 

Rolling  London  fog— 

•  Tired  we  are  of  Summer  ' 

Kingsley  may  declare, 
I  give  the  assertion 

Contradiction  bare, 
I,      bed,  this  morning 

Felt  thee,  as  I  lay: 

*  There's  a  vile  North  Easter 

Out  of  doors  toHlay  !' 
Set  the  dust  clouds  hlowing 

Till  each  face  they  strike. 
With 'the  blaeks  is  noting 

Chimney-sweeper  Uke. 
Fill  our  rooms  with  smoke  gusts 

From  tJto  ohimney-pipe. 
Fill  our  eyes  with  wat«r. 

That  defies  the  wipe. 
Through  the  draught)^  passage 

Whistle  loud  and  Ugh, 
Making  doors  and  windows 

Rattle,  flap  and  fly; 
Mark,  that  vile  North  Easter 

Roaring  up  the  vent. 
Nipping  soul  and  body. 

Breeding  discontent  1 
Squall,  my  noisy  children; 

Smoke,  my  parbur  grate; 


Bedd,  my  dirawldi  jMrtatr; 

I  accept  my  fate. 
All  if  quite  in  tune  with 

This  North  Eastern  Blast; 
Who  can  look  tot  comfort 

nil  this  wind  be  past  ? 
If  all  goes  contrary. 

Who  can  feel  surprise, 
With  this  Rude  North  Easter 

In  his  teeth  and  eyes  ? 
It  blows  much  too  often. 

Nine  da3rB  out  of  ten. 
Yet  we  boast  our  climate. 

Like  true  English  men  ! 
In  their  soft  South  Eastern 

Could  I  bask  at  ense, 
I'd  let  France  and  Naples 

Bully  as  they  please. 
But  while  this  North  Easter 

In  one's  teeth  is  hurled, 
Liberty  seems  worth  just 

Nothing  in  the  world. 
Come,  as  came  onr  fathers 

Heralded  bv  thee. 
Blasting,  blighting,  burning 

Out  of  XorniL  >dy. 
Come  and  flay  and  skin  us. 

And  dry  up  our  blood — 
All  to  have  a  Kingsley 

Swear  it  does  him  ^ood  I 


390 


UNKKOWN 


A  GIRTONIAN  FUNERAL. 

(bbownino) 

The  Academy  reports  that  the  students  of  Girton  College  have 
dissolved  their '  Browning  Society,'  and  expended  its  remaining  funds, 
two  ahillings  and  twopenoe.  upon  obooolate  creams. 

Let  us  begin  and  portion  out  these  sweets. 

Sitting  together. 
Leave  we  our  deep  debates,  our  sage  conceits, — 

Wherefore  ?  and  whether  ? 
Thu8  with  a  fine  that  fits  the  work  begun 

Our  labours  crowning. 
Few  we,  in  sooth,  our  duty  well  have  done 

By  Robert  Browning. 
Have  we  not  wrought  at  essay  and  critique. 

Scorning  supine  ease  ? 
Wrestled  with  clauses  crabbed  as  Bito's  Greek, 

Ba£9inff  as  Chinese  ? 
Oat  the  Inn  Album's  mystic  heart  we  took. 

Lucid  of  soul,  and 
Threaded  the  mazes  of  the  Ring  and  Book; 

Cleared  -up  Childe  Roland. 
We  settled  Fifine's  businesb — let  her  be — 

(Strangest  oi  lasses;) 
Watched  by  the  hour  some  thick-veiled  truth  to  see 

Where  Pippa  passes. 
(Though,  dare  wo  own,  secure  in  victors*  gains. 

Ample  to  shield  us  1 
Red  Cotton  Night-cap  Country  for  our  pains 

Little  would  yield  us.) 
What  then  to  do  ?    Our  culture-feast  drag  out 

E'en  to  satiety  ? 
Oft  such  the  fate  that  findeth,  nothing  doubt, 

Such  a  Society. 
Oh,  the  dull  meetings  I  Some  one  yawns  an  aye, 

One  gapes  again  a  yea. 
We  girls  determined  not  to  yawn,  but  buy 

Chocolate  IKnier. 
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Fry's  creams  are  cheap,  but  Cadbur^'s  excel, 

(Quick,  Maud,  for  none  wait) 
Nay.  now,  'tip  Menier  bears  away  the  beli. 

Sola       the  ton-weight. 
80,  with  unburdened  b:  -\ins  and  spirits  light, 

]. lithe  did  wf  troop  hence. 
All  our  fii  idi  voted  fc  r  this  closing  rite, — 

Jaat  «?rc-ard-two-pence. 
Do— make  in  scorn,  old  Croesus,  proud  and  glum. 

Peaked  eyebrow  lift  eye; 
Put  case  one  stick's  a  halfpenny;  work  the  sum; 

Full  two  and  fifty. 
OflF  with  the  twine  !  who  scans  each  smooth  brown  slab 

Yet  not  supposeth 
What  soft,  sweet,  cold,  pure  whiteness,  bound  in  drab. 

Tooth's  bite  discloseth  ? 
Are  they  not  grand  ?    Why  (you  may  think  it  odd) 

Some  power  alchemic 
Turns,  as  we  munch,  to  Zeus-assenting  nod 

Sneers  Academic. 
Till,  when  one  cries,  '  'Ware  hours  that  fleet  like  clouds. 

Time,  deft  escaper !' 
answer  bold:  '  Leave  Time  to  Dons  and  Dowds; 

(Grace,  pass  the  paper) 
Say,  boots  it  aught  to  evermore  alfoct 

Raptures  high-fl}dng  ? 
Though  we  choose  chocolate,  will  the  world  suspect 

Genius  undying?' 


NOTES 


p.  1.  Rejected  Addresses.  First  published  anonymously  in  the 
autumn  of  1812.  The  authors,  James  Smith  (1775-1839)  and 
Horace  Smith  (1779-1849)  were  brothera,  the  former  a  solicitor, 
the  latter  a  stockbroker.  James  wrote  a  number  of  *  entertain- 
ments '  for  Charles  Mathews,  who  described  him  as  '  the  only 
man  in  London  who  can  write  good  nonsense.'  Horace  wrote 
more  than  a  score  of  novels  and  collections  of  stories,  of  which, 
perhaps,  Drambletye  Home  is  the  best  remembered.  It  was  of 
him  that  Shelley  wrote,  in  the  Later  to  Maria  Qitbome  : 

Wit  and  sense. 
Virtue  and  human  knowledge;  all  that  might 
Make  this  dull  world  a  bouness  of  delight. 
Are  all  c(nnl^ed  in  Horace  Smitii. 

How  the  Selected  Addnmi  eame  to  be  written  is  toki  in  the 
authors'  preiaces: 

PREFACE  TO  THE  FIRST  EDITION. 

Oh  the  14th  of  August.  1812.  the  foUowing  adTCTtisraient  appeued 
m  most  kA  the  daily  papers:— 

'  RAniUUng  of  Drwry  Lane  Theatre. 

*  The  CSrauaittee  are  desirous  of  promoting  a  free  and  fair  com- 
p^tkm  for  an  Address  to  be  spoken  upon  the  opening  of  the  Thr  .ire. 
which  will  take  place  on  the  10th  of  October  next.  They  have, 
therefore,  thought  fit  to  announce  to  the  public,  that  they  will  be 
glad  to  receive  any  such  compositions,  addressed  to  their  Secretary, 
at  the  Treasury  Office,  in  Drury  Lane,  on  or  before  the  10th  of  Sep- 
tember,  sealed  up;  with  a  distinguishing  word,  number,  or  motto, 
on  the  cover,  corresponding  with  the  inscription  on  a  separate  sealed 
paper,  containing  the  name  of  the  author,  which  will  not  be  Ofm&di 
unless  containing  the  name  of  the  successful  candidate.' 

Upon  the  propriety  of  this  plan,  men's  minds  were,  as  they  usually 
are  upon  matters  of  moment,  much  divided.  Some  thought  it  a 
fair  promise  of  the  future  intention  of  the  Committee  to  abonsh  thrt 
phalanx  of  authors  who  usurp  the  stage,  to  the  exclusion  of  a  large 
assortment  of  dramatic  talent  bludiing  unseen  in  the  background; 
while  others  contended,  that  the  scheme  would  prevent  men  (rf  real 
eminence  from  descending  into  an  amphitheatre  in  which  all  Chnb 
Street  (that  is  to  say,  all  Lcmdon  and  WestminBtflr)  would  be  Mnmd 
■ffo^ttaB.  The  snrwt  has  proved  both  pa««is0  to  be  in  •  dsfrw 
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right,  and  in  a  degree  wrong.  One  hundred  and  twelve  '  Addresses ' 
have  been  sent  in.  each  sealed  and  signed,  and  mottoed.  '  as  per 
order.'  some  written  by  men  of  great,  some  by  men  of  bttle.  and 
some  by  men  of  no,  talent.  ,  ,    ^  ^     .  ^.i.  r. 

Many  of  the  public  printa  have  oenrared  the  taate  of  the  Com- 
mittee, in  thus  contracting  for '  Addresses.'  as  they  would  for  naito— 
by  the  gross;  but  it  is  surprising  that  none  would  have  e«»ured 
their  temerity.  One  hundred  and  eleven  of  the  *  Addreases '  must, 
of  course,  be  unsuccessful:  to  each  of  the  authors,  thus  infallibly 
classed  with  the  genus  irritabile,  it  would  be  very  hard  to  deny  six 
staunch  friends,  who  consider  his  the  best  of  all  possible  Addressee, 
'-ad  whose  tongues  will  be  as  ready  to  laud  him,  as  to  hiss  his  ad- 
versary. These,  with  the  potent  aid  of  the  Bard  himself,  make 
seven  foes  per  Address;  and  thus  will  be  created  seven  hundred  and 
seventy-seven  implacable  auditors,  prepared  to  condemn  the  strains 
of  Apollo  himself— a  band  of  adversaries  which  no  prudent  manager 
would  think  of  exasperating. 

But,  leaving  the  Committee  to  encounter  the  responsibility  they 
have  incurred,  the  public  have  at  least  to  thank  them  for  ascertain- 
ing and  establishing  one  point,  which  might  otherwise  hav.  ad- 
mitted of  controversy.  When  it  is  considered  that  many  amateur 
writers  have  been  discouraged  from  becoming  competitors,  and  that 
few.  if  any,  of  the  professional  authors  can  afford  to  write  for  nothing, 
and.  of  course,  have  not  been  candidates  for  the  honorary  prize  at 
Drury  Lane,  we  may  confidently  pronounce  that,  as  far  as  regards 
NOMBBB.  the  present  is  undoubtedly  the  Augustan  age  of  English 
poetry.  Whether  or  not  this  distinction  will  be  extended  to  the 
QUALfTY  of  its  productions,  must  be  decided  at  the  tribunal  of  pos- 
terity; though  the  natural  anxiety  of  our  authors  on  this  score  ought 
to  be  oonsKlerably  diminished  when  they  reflect  how  few  will,  in 
sU  iHcobability,  be  had  up  for  judgement. 

It  is  not  neceasai^  for  the  Editor  to  mention  the  manner  m  which 
he  became  possessed  of  this  '  fair  sample  of  the  present  state  of 
poetry  in  Great  Britain.'  It  was  his  flnt  intention  to  publish  the 
whole;  but  a  little  reflection  convfaiced  him  that,  by  so  doing,  he 
might  depress  the  good,  without  elevating  the  bad.  He  has  there- 
fore culled  what  had  tho  appearance  <A  flowws.  faom  what  pos- 
sessed the  reality  of  weeds,  und  is  extremely  sorrythat,  into  doing, 
he  has  diminished  his  collection  to  twenty-one.  Thoee  whush  M  has 
rejected  may  possibly  make  their  appearance  in  a  separate  volome. 
or  they  may  be  admitted  as  volunteers  in  the  flies  of  eome  of  the 
Newspapers;  or.  at  all  events,  they  are  sure  of  being  received  among 
the  awkward  squad  of  the  Magazines.  In  general,  they  bear  a  close 
resemblance  to  each  other;  thirty  of  them  contain  extravagant 
compliments  to  the  immortal  Wellington  and  the  indefatigable 
Whitbread;  and.  as  the  last-mentioned  gentleman  is  said  to  dislike 
praise  in  the  exact  proportion  in  which  he  deserves  it,  these  lauda- 
tory writers  may  have  been  only  bnildiiig  »  widl  agaimk  wtitk  thejr 
might  run  their  own  heads. 

The  Editor  here  begs  leave  to  advance  a  few  words  m  behalf  of 
that  usrful  and  much  abused  bird  the  Phcsnix;  and  in  so  domg  he 
ii  UMed  1^  no  partiaUty.  as  he  awnree  4^  MMtar  be  not  01^ 
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urn  am,  bat  (mirabUe  Hetti  I)  tarrttt  eaged  one  in  a  simile  in  the 
whole  ooone  oi  his  life.  Not  less  than  sixty-nine  of  the  competitors 
have  inrdcfld  the  aid  of  this  native  of  Arabia;  but  as,  from  their 
using  him  after  they  had  caught  him,  he  does  not  by  any 
meuw  appear  to  have  been  a  native  of  Arabia  Fdix,  the  Editor 
has  left  the  proprietors  to  treat  with  Mr.  Polito,  and  refused  to 
receive  this  rara  avia,  or  black  swan,  into  the  present  collection. 
One  exception  occurs,  in  which  the  admirable  treatment  of  this 
feathered  incombustible,  entitles  the  author  to  great  praise;  that 
address  has  been  preserved,  and  was  thought  worthy  of  taking  the 
lead. 

Perhaps  the  reason  why  several  of  the  subjoined  productions  of 
the  MvsjE  LoNDiNENSES  have  failed  of  selection,  may  be  discovered 
in  their  being  penned  in  a  metre  unusual  upon  occasions  of  this 
sort,  and  in  their  not  being  written  with  that  attention  to  stage 
effect,  the  want  of  which,  like  want  of  manners  in  the  concerns  of 
life,  is  more  prejudicial  than  a  deficiency  of  talent.  There  is  an 
art  of  writing  for  the  Theatre,  technically  called  touch  and  go.  which 
is  indispensable  when  we  consider  the  small  quantum  of  patience 
which  so  motley  an  assemblage  as  a  London  audience  can  be  ex- 
pected to  afford.  All  tbe  contributors  have  been  very  ezaet  in 
sendini;  their  initials  and  mottoes.  Those  belonging  to  the  preaent 
collection  have  been  carefully  preserved,  and  each  has  been  i^xed 
to  its  respective  poem.  The  letters  that  acoompanied  the  Addresses 
having  been  honourably  destroyed  unopened,  it  is  impossible  to 
state  *,he  real  authors  with  aay  curtaintj;  but  the  ingeuioas  reader, 
after  comparing  the  initials  with  the  motto,  mi  both  with  the  poem 
will  form  his  own  conclusions. 

We  do  not  anticipate  any  disapprobation  frma  thus  giving  pub- 
licity to  a  small  portion  of  the  Rejected  Aiirea9ta  ;  for  unless  we  are 
widely  mistaken  in  assigning  the  respective  authors,  the  fame  of 
each  incUndual  is  established  on  much  too  firm  a  basis  to  be  ahakmi 
by  so  trifling  and  evanescent  a  publication  as  the  present: 

 Deque  ego  iUi  detrahere  ausim 

Hterentem  capitl  multa  cum  Uude  coronam. 

Of  the  numerous  pieces  already  sent  to  the  Committee  for  per- 
fwmance,  we  have  only  availed  ourselves  of  three  vocal  Travesties, 
which  we  have  selected,  not  for  their  merit,  but  simply  for  their 
brevity.  Above  one  hundred  spectacles,  melodramas,  operas,  and 
pantomimes  have  been  transmitted,  besides  the  two  first  acts  of 
one  legitimate  comedy.  Some  of  these  evince  considerable  smart- 
ness of  manual  dialogue,  and  several  brilliant  repartees  of  chairs, 
tables,  and  other  inanimate  wits;  but  the  authors  seem  to  have 
forgotten  that  in  the  new  Drury  Lane  the  audience  can  hear  as  well 
as  see.  Of  late  our  theatres  have  been  so  constructed,  that  John 
Bull  has  been  compelled  to  have  very  long  ears,  or  none  at  all;  to 
keep  them  da  igling  about  his  skull  like  discarded  servants,  while 
his  eyes  were  gazing  at  piebalds  and  elephants,  or  else  to  stretch 
them  out  to  an  asinine  length  to  catch  the  congenial  sound  of  bray- 
ing trumpets.  An  auricular  revolatioa  hs,  we  toast,  about  to  take 
pfiee}  and  as  many  people  have  bean  much  paxxkd  to  define  the 
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meaning  of  the  new  em,  of  whiob  we  have  heard  eo  modi,  we  ven- 
ture to  pronounce,  that  as  far  aa  regarda  Druty  Lane  Theat  ,  m 
new  era  means  the  reign  of  ears.  If  the  paat  affwdi  MV  p»^foi 
the  future,  we  may  oonfiaently  expect  from  the  Committee  m  that 
House  everything  Aat  eaa  be  aooomj^iahed  by  iht  nnkm  of  taste 
and  assiduity. 

The  text  of  the  Rejected  Addresses  here  given  is  that  of  the 
eighteenth  edition  with  Horace  Smith's  annotations.  The  foot- 
notes from  the  Edinburgh  Review  were  taken  from  an  article  by 
Lord  Jeffrey  in  the  number  for  November,  1812.  It  may  be 
mentioned  that  the  actual  addresses  sent  in  to  the  Drury  Lane 
CSommittee  are  preserved  with  their  covering  letters  in  the  Manu- 
script Department  of  the  British  Muaenm,  and  that  on  the  im- 
mediate success  of  the  Smiths'  parodies  an  enterprising  pub- 
lisher issued  a  volume  of  Genuine  Rejected  Addresses  from  the 
forty-three  oompetitorB  who  responded  to  his  appeal  for  such. 

^  following  is  frmn  the  Fke&oe  to  the  eif^teenth  edition: 

Our  first  difficulty,  that  of  selection,  was  by  no  means  a  light  one. 
Some  of  our  most  eminent  poets,  such,  for  instance,  as  Rogers  and 
Campbell,  presented  so  much  beauty,  harmony,  and  proportion  in 
their  writings,  both  as  to  style  and  sentiment,  that  if  we  had  at- 
tempted to  caricature  them,  nobody  would  have  recognized  the 
likmess;  and  if  we  had  endeavoured  to  give  a  servile  copy  of  their 
mann«r.  it  would  only  have  amounted,  at  best,  to  a  tame  and  un- 
amusing  portrait,  which  it  was  not  ou-  object  to  present.  Although 
fully  aware  that  their  names  would,  in  the  theatrical  phrase,  have 
conferred  great  strength  upon  our  bill,  we  were  reluctantly  com- 
pelled to  forgo  them,  and  to  confine  ourselves  to  writers  whose 
style  and  habit  of  thought,  being  more  marked  and  peculiar,  was 
more  capable  of  exaggeration  and  distortion.  To  avoid  politics  and 
penonauty.  to  imitate  the  torn  of  mind,  as  well  as  the  phraseolc^ 
of  our  orighials.  and.  at  all  events,  to  raise  a  harmless  lan^.  were 
our  main  objects:  in  ^  attainmoit  of  which  united  aims,  we  w«e 
sometimes  hurried  into  extravagance,  by  attaching  mudk  man  im- 
portance to  the  last  than  to  the  two  first.  In  no  Instance  were  we 
thus  betrayed  into  a  greater  injustice  than  in  the  ease  of  Mr.  Wwds- 
worth— the  touching  sentiment,  profound  wisdom,  and  cojaous  har- 
mony of  whose  loftier  writings  we  left  unnoticed,  in  the  desire  of 
burlesquing  their ;  while  we  pounced  upon  his  popular  ballads,  and 
exerted  ourselves  to  push  their  simplicity  into  puerility  and  sQlinese. 
With  pride  and  pleasure  do  we  now  claim  to  be  ranked  amcHtg  the 
most  ardent  admirers  of  this  true  poet;  and  if  he  himself  codld  see 
the  state  of  his  works,  which  are  ever  at  our  right  hand,  he  would, 
perhaps,  receive  the  manifest  evidences  they  exhibit  of  constant 
reference,  and  delighted  re-perusal,  as  some  sort  of  amende  honorable 
for  the  unfairness  of  which  we  were  guilty,  when  we  were  less  con- 
versant with  the  higher  inspirations  of  his  muse.  To  Mr.  Coleridge, 
and  others  f  our  originals,  we  must  also  do  a  tardy  act  of  justice, 
by  declaring  that  oar  basque  of  thait  peenliatlties,  has  never 
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Uinded  iu  to  (boM  bMwtiM  Mid  ti^^ 
of  all  ridkole.  ' 
One  td  xu  had  mritton  a  genuine  Addreaa  for  the  occasion,  wUdi 
•«*  *•  *^  Committee,  and  shared  the  fate  it  merited,  in  being 
'•j««t«L  To  swell  the  bulk,  or  rather  to  diminish  the  tenuity  of 
w»*t  we  added  it  to  the  Imitations;  and  prefizL-g  the 
inttiaJa  of  S.  T.  P.  for  the  purpose  of  puzzling  the  critics,  were  not 
a  little  amused,  in  the  tequel,  by  the  many  guesses  and  conjectures 
into  which  we  had  ensnared  some  of  our  readers.  We  could  even 
enjoy  the  mysticism,  qualified  as  it  was  by  the  poor  compliment, 
that  our  carefully  written  Address  exhibited  no  '  very  prominent 
trait  of  absurdity,'  when  we  saw  it  thus  noticed  in  the  Edinburgh 
Revtew  for  November,  1812,  'An  Address  by  S.  T.  P.  we  can 
make  nothing  of;  and  professing  our  ignorance  of  the  author  desig- 
nated by  these  letters,  we  can  only  add,  that  the  Address,  though 
a  little  affected,  and  not  very  full  of  meaning,  has  no  very  prominent 
trait  of  absurdity,  that  we  can  detect;  and  might  have  been  adopted 
and  spoken,  so  far  as  we  can  perceive,  without  any  hazard  of  ridicule. ' 
In  our  simplicity  we  consider  it  as  a  very  decent,  mellifluous,  oooa- 
sional  prologue;  and  do  not  understand  how  it  has  found  tta  way 
into  its  present  company.' 

Urged  forward  by  hurry,  and  trusting  to  chance,  two  twt  bad 
coadjutors  in  any  enterprise,  we  at  len^h  congratalatod  omelraa 
on  having  oomf^tod  our  task  in  time  to  have  it  printed  and  pab- 
Ushed  by  the  opening  oi  tiw  tiieatre.   But.  alaa  i  our  difioattiMrM 
far  from  being  surmounted,  seemed  only  to  be  beginidna.  Stmngen 
to  the  arcana  of  the  bookseller's  trade,  and  unacquainted  withtheir 
almost  invincible  objection  to  single  volumes  of  low  price,  especially 
when  tendered  by  writers  who  have  aognirad  no  previous  name,  we 
httto  anticipated  that  thegr  would  le^  to  publish  our  Saeeted 
^MrwM«,eTflnaltboagh  we  adnd  nothing  for  the  copyright.  Such 
however,  proved  to  be  the  oaae.   Our  manuscript  was  perused  and 
letomed  to  as  by  several  d  the  most  eminent  publishers.   Well  do 
we  nraember  brtaking  ouraelves  to  one  of  the  craft  in  Bond  Street, 
whom  we  found  in  a  back  parlour,  with  his  gouty  leg  propped  upon 
a  cushion,  in  sj^to  of  which  warning  he  dibited  his  luncheon  with 
frequent  glasses  <rf  Madeira.    '  What  have  you  ah-eady  written  ?' 
was  his^  first  question,  an  interrogatory  to  which  we  had  been  sub- 
jected m  ahnost  every  instonce.    '  Nothing  by  which  we  can  be 
known.'    'Then  I  am  afraid  to  undertake  the  publication.'  We 
presumed  timidly  to  suggest  that  every  writer  must  have  a  beginning, 
and  that  to  refuse  to  publish  for  him  until  he  had  acquired  a  name, 
was  to  imitate  the  sapient  mother  who  cautioned  her  son  against 
^omg  into  the  water  until  he  could  swim.    '  An  old  joke— a  r^lar 
u  oe !'  exclaimed  our  companion,  tossing  off  another  bumper.  ^Still 
older  than  Joe  Miller,'  was  our  reply;  '  for.  if  we  mistake  not,  it  is 
the  venr  first  anecdote  in  the  facetia  of  Hierocles.'    '  Ha,  sirs  !' 
w      1    ****  bibliopolist,  '  you  are  learned,  are  you  T    So,  soh  !— 
Well,  leave  your  manuscript  with  me;  I  will  look  it  over  to-night, 
and  give  you  an  answer  to-morrr Punctual  aa  the  clook  w 
presented  ourselves  at  hi*  door  on  tbe  fidlowins  ""^mr,  when  ow 
pnpm  wen  ntuMd  to  »  witb  «h»  obMra£L-*Tli^ 
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mUy  not  defioient  in  smMtaM;  tiMj  well.  vMtly  well  for 
beginnen;  but  they  will  neror  do— never.  Ti»j  would  not  pey  few 

advertising,  and  without  it  I  should  not  mU  liny  oopiet.' 

This  was  discouraging  enough.  If  the  meet  mperimoed  pab- 
lishers  feared  to  be  out  of  pocket  by  the  worit,  it  WM  m>nifert._a 
fortiori,  that  its  writers  ran  a  risk  of  being  etUl  more  heavy  loewm, 

should  they  undertake  the  publication  on  their  own  account.  We 
had  no  objection  to  raise  a  laugh  at  the  expense  of  others;  but  to 
do  it  at  our  own  cost,  uncertain  as  we  were  to  what  extent  we  might 
be  involved,  had  never  entered  i-ito  our  contemplation.  In  thi» 
dilemma,  our  Addresses,  now  in  every  sense  rejected,  might  probably 
have  never  seen  the  light,  had  not  some  good  angel  whispered  us  to 
betake  ourselves  to  Mr.  John  Miller,  a  dramatic  publisher,  then 
residing  in  Bow  Street,  Covent  Garden.  No  sooner  had  this  gentle- 
man looked  over  our  manuscript,  than  he  immediately  offered  to 
take  upon  himself  all  the  risk  of  publication,  and  to  give  us  half 
the  profits,  should  there  be  any ;  a  liberal  proposition,  with  which 
we  gladly  closed.  So  rapid  and  decided  was  its  success,  at  which 
none  were  more  unfeignedly  astonished  than  its  authors,  that  Mr. 
Miller  advised  ua  to  collect  some  Imitations  of  Horace,  which  had 
appeared  anonymotuly  in  the  Monthly  Mirror,  offering  to  publish 
them  upon  the  same  terms.  We  did  so  accordingly;  and  as  new 
editions  of  the  Rejected  Addresses  were  called  for  in  quick  succession, 
we  were  shortly  enabled  to  sell  our  half  copyright  in  the  two  works 
to  Mr.  Miller,  for  one  thousand  poundi  1 1  We  have  entered  into 
this  unimportant  detail,  not  to  gratify  any  vanity  of  our  own,  but 
to  encourage  raoh  litoary  beginnen  aa  may  be  placed  in  similar 
oiroumstanoea;  aa  well  aa  to  impresa  upon  publiahert  the  propriety 
of  giving  mora  oon^deration  to  the  possible  merit  of  tne  worita 
submitted  to  timn,  tiiaa  to  the  mne  m^o  of  a  name. 

To  the  credit  of  the  yemw  irritabUe  be  it  recorded,  that  not  one 
of  those  whom  we  had  parodied  or  boriesqned  ever  betrayed  the 
least  soreness  on  the  ooMsion,  or  rrfnsed  to  join  in  the  laugh  that 
we  had  occasioned.  With  moat  of  them  we  sabaeqoentiy  formed 
acquaintanceship;  while  some  honoured  us  with  aa  mtimaev  whidi 
still  continues,  where  it  has  not  been  severed  by  the  rude  nand  of 
Death.  Alas !  it  is  painful  to  reflect,  that  of  the  twelve  writers 
whom  we  presumed  to  imitate,  five  are  now  no  more;  the  list  ct 
the  deceased  being  unhappily  swelled  by  the  most  illustrious  of  all, 
the  clarum  et  venerabile  nomen  of  Sir  Walter  Scott !  From  that 
distinguished  writer,  whose  transcendent  talents  were  only  to  be 
equal^  by  his  -virtues  and  his  amiability,  we  received  favours  and 
notice,  both  public  and  private,  which  it  will  be  difficult  to  forget, 
because  we  had  not  the  smallest  claim  upon  his  kindness.  '  I  cer- 
tainly must  have  written  this  myself !'  sr  d  that  fine-tempered  man 
to  one  of  the  authors,  pointing  to  '  .e  description  of  the  Fire, 
*  although  I  forget  upon  what  occasion.'  Lydia  White,  a  literary 
lady,  who  was  prone  to  feed  the  lions  of  the  day,  invited  one  of  us 
to  dianer;  but,  recollecting  afterwards  that  WiUiam  Spencer  formed 
cme  of  iha  party.  wrot«  to  the  latter  to  put  him  off;  telling  him  that 
a  man  was  to  be  at  ho*  table  whom  he  '  would  not  like  to  meet.' 
« Ptay  «lM>  k  tlib  whom  I  dMrii  nol  Uw  to  wm/t  V  iatiiind  th» 
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t!  Oh  !'  amwered  the  lady,  '  one  of  thoae  men  who  have  made 
•hameful  attack  upon  you !'    *  The  very  man  upon  earth  I 
■taould  like  to  know  I'  rejoined  the  lively  and  careleM  bard.  The 
two  mdividuab  accordingly  met,  and  have  continued  fast  friend* 
fXf,.'^.''*-  Byron,  too,  wrote  thus  to  Mr.  Murray  from  It«lT— 

Tell  him  we  forgive  him.  were  he  twenty  times  our  satirist.' 
It  may  not  be  amiss  to  notice,  in  this  place,  one  criticism  of  a 
Leicestershire  clergyman,  which  may  be  pronounced  unique:  *  I  do 
not  see  why  they  should  have  been  rejected,'  observed  Me  matter- 
of-fact  annotRtor;  '  I  think  some  of  them  very  good  !' 

P.  1.  Loyal  Effusion.  By  Horace  Smith.  Fitzgerald  (1769  T- 
1829)  was  a  ready  versifier  who  was  self-appointed  laureate  of 

{mblic  events  for  a  number  of  years.  He  waa  espeoiallr  notable 
or  his  persistent  recital  of  patriotic  lines  at  the  annual  dinnen 
of  the  Royal  Literacy  Fund.  The  piece  of  his  which  Smith 
possibly  had  more  particularly  in  mind  was  the  '  Address  to 
every  Loyal  ftriton  on  the  Threatened  Invafdon  of  his 
Country. 

P.  2.  By  Wyatt's  trowd.   James  Wyatt  (1746-1818)  mm  the 

architect  of  the  rebuilt  Drury  Lane  Theatre. 

Let  hoarse  Fitzgerald  baui.  Byron  (Enf^iA  Bank  amd  Sootek 
Reviewers,  line  1)  wrote  '  ahidl,'  not '  let.' 

P.  4.  The  B«6^§  Dtfrm.   ^  James  Smith. 

I;  8-  *«  roMV  BeUy  mania.  William  Henry  West  Betty 
(1791-1874)  fint  appeared  on  the  stage  in  his  twelfth  year,  and 
retired  with  afortune  in  his  seventeenth.  Though  he  occasionally 
reappeared  on  the  boards  in  manhood,  he  never  repeated  his 
early  success. 

P.  7.  An  Address  without  a  Phoenix.  This  was  the  gmuine 
address  whldi  Hcnaoe  Etaiith  had  sent  in  for  wmpetition  (see 
p.  397). 

P.  9.  Cni  Bono.   The  opening  stanza  by  James,  the  rest  by 
Horace  Smith. 

P.  13.  The  Tradesman  duns.   Originally, 'The  plaintiff  rails,' 

P.  15.  To  the  Secretary  and  a  Hampshire  Farmer.  By  James 
Smith.  William  Cobbett  (1762-1835)  became  Member  cf  Pwlia- 
ment  for  Oldham  in  1832. 

P.  16.  Mr.  Whitbread.  Samuel  Whitfanad  (1758  1815),  brewer 
Mid  politician,  Member  of  Pariiament  tat  Bedford,  was  Chair- 
man  of  tba  Gommittee  for  the  rebuilding  of  Drury  Lane  Theatee. 

P.  19.  The  Living  Lustres.   By  Horace  Smith. 

The  following threestanaaa  wsMOt^inally ineludej betwMO 

the  third  and  fourth : 

Each  pillar  that  opens  our  stage  to  the  circle  is 
Verdant  antique,  like  Ninon  de  I'Enclos; 

I'd  ramble  from  them  to  the  ]^llars  of  HerculeB, 
&n  aw  hut  Bosa  whwever  I  go. 
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Between  the  fourth  and  fifth : 
Atton'd  to  the  scene  when  the  pale  yellow  moon  ta  on 

Tower  and  tree  they'd  look  sober  and  sage. 
And  when  they  aU  winked  their  dear  peepers  in  unuon. 

Night,  pitchy  night  wooW  enTtlop  tha  lUge. 
Ah  !  could  I  some  girl  from  yon  box  for  her  yoaUi  pick. 

I'd  love  her  as  long  as  she  blossomed  in  youth; 
Oh !  white  is  the  ivory  case  of  her  toothpick. 

But  when  beauty  smiles  how  much  whiter  the  tooin  i 
P.  21.  The  Rtbuilding.    By  James  Smith. 
P.  29.  Laura  Matilda.   Horace  Smith,  the  author  of  Drun  s 
Dirge,  wrote  that '  the  author.,  as  in  gallwitiy  ^>oand,  mAi^ 
lady  to  continue  anonymous,'  and  ae  a  ccaueqoence  there  naw 
been  several  attempts  to  pierce  the  veil  <>'»°° W.^' ^,9™ 
annotator  boldly  '  assumes  the  lady  to  have  been  Letitia  Eltta- 
beth  Landon  (1802-1836),  who  was  ten  years  of  age  when  tto 
nStuS  Aidruaes  were  published.   The  motto  from  The  Baviad 
whkhltfn^tt  the  he£l  of  the  narody  »  Bufficient  mdicaUon 
•that  the  original  was  to  be  foun/among  the  Dfl»»^Cni^"^ 

whose  'namby-pamby'  verse..  •«t%»P^SS?iC^in  1790 
n      published  in  two  volume,  a.  The  Bnm  Mbmm  in  ITW 

(8.     L  note  on  p.  405).   The  chief  la^  ."fPS" 
mta^tals  was  '  Anna  Matilda.'  otherwise  Hannah  Cowley  (1743- 
1809).  a  dramatist  of  considerable,  and  a  poet  of  but  little, 
abUitV.   As  Mr..  Cowley  had  died  three  yeare  before  the  Ad- 
£eMM  were  wnt  in,  it  Is  probable  either  that  the  parodists  did 
not  know  of  her  death  or  that  they  merely  nwant  to  make  fun 
of  th-  school  of  which  .he  WM  a  leader.  The  passage  from 
Giffo .  >  8  Baviad  given  by  way  of  motto  ^H^^^""}^^ 
of  »•    satire  in  which  the  writers  of  The  BrttMh  AUtum  aie 
more  particularly  castigated.  „ 
P  32  .4  Tale  of  Drury  Lane.    By  Horace  bmith. 
P.  38.  Johnson's  Ohoat.   By  Horace  Smith. 
P.  42.  The  Btautifvl  Incendiary.   By  Horace  S^^tn-^^n- 
oer's  best-wmembered  work  is  the  tragic  ballad  of  Bdh  QHert. 
P.  46.  Fire  and  Ale.    By  Horace  amth. 
P.  49.  Playhouse  Musings.   By  Jamea  wauth. 
P  52.  DnTry  Lane  Hustings.    6y  Jame.  Smith.  The'Pic-Nic 
Poet,'  in  parodying  the  popular  songs  of  tte 
sood  imitation  of  the  improvisings  for  which  Theodore  Hook 
Same  to  be  famous.   The  description  suggests,  however,  that 
no  oarticular  writer  was  aimed  at  in  the  parody.    Both  James 
andHorace  Smith  had  ten  yeaw  before  been  contributors  to  a 
short-lived  maganne  entitled  the  P»c-;^ic.  TKnmi^- 
P.  64.  Ar^eOural  Atoms.   By  Horace  Smith.  Thomaa 
Busby  (1755-1838),  organist,  muslal  composer,  and  run 
lettera.   By  way  of  supplement  to  the  authors  note  it  miqr  oe 
Mid  that  toe  Address  printed  in  the  newspapers  at  the  ttaae 
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that  aent  In  by  Dr.  Biuby,  and  parodied  by  Lord  Byron  (aee 

Ye  Mdal  hMmpm  I  that  linJi  mankind 
la  foldn  boDdi   ai  potent  a*  refined  I 

Byton  vmd  qao«a«ioB«iBetiw^iaX»M»/Mi».GbBtoL,oosstt.t 
*Qo.         book,  iron  thia  my  solitude ! 

X  M«(        op  the  watera— go  thy  waye  I 
Ana  B.  aa  I  beueve.  thy  vein  be  good. 
_Tbe  world  will  find  thee  after  many  days.' 
When  Southey's  read,  and  Wordsworth  underatood. 

I  can  t  help  putting  in  my  claim  to  praise— 
The  four  firpt  rhymes  are  Southey's.  every  line- 
For  God's  sake,  reader !  take  them  not  for  mine  I 

Bybon:  DonJmn,  Canto  L,  eezxii. 
P.  62.  Theatrical  Alarm  BtB.  By  James  Smith. 
roiii«(fWii|jo/  OjP.'#,  cfc.  Eeferring  to  the  tumultuous  scenea  at 
Chmnt  Garden  Theatre  in  1809,  when  for  sixty-aeven  aucceaaive 
nigbto  tbrae  waa  uproar  due  to  the  attempt  of  the  manaoement 
to  raise  the pncea of  admiaaion.  Both  Jamea  and  HorMaftnith 
appear  to  have  written  verse  contributiona  to  tfae  rnmomt 
warfare  which  accompanied,  and  served  to  ttfanalate.  STT^. 
torbance  in  the  theatre  in  favour  of  Old  Pt-ices 

P.  64.  The  Theatre.  By  Jmum  Smith.  Spencer,  refened  to 
»Jrf  *:?'^°°^j  "  'odely  v«ne  parodM  in  The 


Beautiftd  Incendiary  (p.  42). 

P.  69.  To  the  Managing  Committee,  etc.   By  James  Smith. 

The  Hamlet  Travestie.  By  John  Poole.  Was  published  in  1810 
«nd  acted  at  Drury  Lane  in  1813.  pu-uwea  m  loiM, 

The  Stranger,  translated  by  Benjamin  Thompson  from 
MenMhenhaBa  und  Beue,  by  August  von  Kotwboe  (ifeillSIO)— 
one  line  is  remembered:  *  There  is  another  and  a  better  world  C 
and  GeorgeSarnwa  by  George  LiUo  (1693-1739).  baaed  on  the 
baUiid  m  Percys  Reltgues,  were  aenaational  plays  that  enjoyed 
wnsideirable  popularity  in  the  early  part  of  the  nineteenth  <»n- 

^anger         ^<*^'""-  the  principal  chMaoten  in  The 

P.  76.  Punch',  Apothmai*.  By  Eonot  Smith.  Theodore 
Hook  wrote  a  number  of  light  plays  and  ftroes  before  he  waa 
<mt  of  his  taana,  and  was  long  notable  for  the  way  in  which  he 

l^t^'alt^Seoei^  °'  "  "  parodied  in 

P.  82.  Can  Bartolozzi'a  .  .  .  Could  Orignion'a.  The  work  of 
the  engravers,  Francesco  Bartolozzi  (1725-1815)  and  Oiariea 
^^i<>°^17  i810),  was  mooh  in  om  fw  somptaowfy  ilfaM. 


4<tt  vcvm 

The  epic  raje  of  Blackmore.  Sir  Richard  Blackmow  (d.  1T29), 
a  phy»ician-poct,  who  wrote  Prince  Arthur,  an  Htrmdt  rom; 
Miza,  an  Epic  Poem :  Alfred,  an  Epic  Poem ;  wad  tmM  Otwr 
wtxkM  which  the  world  haa  willingly  let  dw>.  „  ,  .  _ 
^.n.WUhmfUk»,Lmgkorm,ttmriek,  tte.  Ralph  Gnffitha 
(1720-1803)  waa  foandw,  pfonrfetor,  nabliaher.  ard  •onwtunc 
editor  of  The  Monthly  Review,  ^  ooii«bjit«.  to  which  include  d 
John  Langhome  (1735  1779),  Uw  tmiwbtor  of  PlntMeb,  and 
William  iSnriok  (1726  T  1779).  _     .  ^  ^, 

P.  86.  The  tntUiiNM*  M  imitetkm  oi Pbpe's  DiraeM : 

The  mighty  Mothw.  and  her  MNi.  who  brtoga 
The  Smithfield  MiMM  to  the  ean  ol  Kiaip.  «e. 

Lof  the  poor  toper  i»iaA*mi0dhcnVope^temitm  Mm: 

ho,  the  poor  Indian !  whose  untutor'd  mind 

Sees  God  in  clouds,  and  hears  Him  in  the  wind,  etc. 

P.  87.  Catherine  Fanshawe.  The  parody  on  Gray  ^  aent 
by  Miss  Fanflhawe  to  her  friend.  Miss  Berry  (one  of  Wa\po]e  a 
Miaaea  Berry),  with  a  letter  purporting  to  be  a  letter  of  thanks 
to  her  for  permission  to  read  the  yenem,  which,  it  was  pretended, 
had  been  aent  by  Mas  Beny,  their  author,  to  Miss  Fanshawe 
for  approval.  The  reference  to  Sydney  Smith  is  to  his  lectures 
on  'Moral  Philosophy'  delivered  at  the  Royal  Institution, 
1804-1806.   Payne  was  a  faahionaUe  milliner  of  the  period. 

P.  92.  A  fekh,   DlTdaa'a  The  Hind  and  the  Panther  : 

A  milk-white  Hind,  immortid  and  uaohanged. 
Fad  on  the  lawns  and  fai  the  toeat  ranged. 

The  CoHree  of  ' Time.  Robert  Pollok's  poem,  despite  this 
parody,  was  so  popcOar  that  from  ita  first  publication  in  1827 
to  1868  it  attained  a  aale  of  78,000  «^ea.  ^  ^.  , 

P.  93.  Canning  and  Frere.  The  Poetry  of  the  Anh-Jaeol^, 
1852  and  1854,  has  been  followed  in  attributing  the  aatHorabip 
of  the  various  parodies  to  Canning  and  onhers.  The  auttionW 
consists  of  Canning's  own  copy  of  the  Antt-Jamlnn,  that  of  I^ 
BuMhersh,  that  dTWr^ht  tfc  p«bttaber,  and  infomatioB  ghran 

by  Upoott.  ,     , , 

InS^pHtm.  Soothey's  poem  was  an  •  inscnption  tor  the 
apartment  in  Chepstow  Castle  wtore  Henry  Marten,  the  regicide, 
was  imprisoned  for  thirty  j^ars.' 

Tor  thirty  years  secluded  from  mankind. 

Here  Marten  linger'd. 
It  was  written  in  1795,  but  Southey  excluded  it  from  later 
editions  of  his  works  issued  when  he  was  no  longer  in  sympaUiy 
with  the  French  Revolution.    Mm.  Browmiffl,  the  wife  of  a 
hooM-pidBtar,  wm  kuiged  »t  T^ten  lor  anoder. 
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P.  94.  The  SoUier't  Wife.   Sotithey'g  Tk»  TiWfli  '.  Wift  ; 

We«ry  way.wandorer.  Ungiiid  and  siok  at  bMrt. 
Travelling  pamfuUy  over  (hfl  rngg^  ro«l: 

Wild.viMged  wanderer)    Ah,  fnr  thy  heavy  chance. 
Ooterid^  wrote  the  third  stanza,  indicaUd  by  uiterklu  in  th» 
■econd  "n.Ut.on    Southoy  finally  auppres^ed  U.b  pS?m  iSo. 

F.  95.  A^iA^.   Southey'.  rA«  |f  Mfou, 

CoW  wa«  the  night  wiai.  drifting  iMt  the  snow  fellj 
WWa  were  the  downa  Mid  shelterleu  and  naked. 
Wb«  •  p(>or  wanderer  struggled  on  her  journey, 
Weary  and  way-sore. 

tli"22  °'  Hunutnity.'  The  original 

pS.  «^        POW"  i»  being  finaUy  sup- 

pSni^'''^  ^  t  <^3Vianfl<e  f  -win's  Lor.,  of  the 
PlarUs.  Frore  wrote  the  i»t  lines  to  ...  iivtried  lizards  wlit 
upon  her  o»U '  (p.  99);  Ellis  fmm  that  point  to  '  TwWS 
hiB  struggling  heart,  and  bind  with  en^  chain*  ?S  ^Sf 

hithorto  b«en  («p%t«d.  '■-"ipmiJU  m  gmuH»  hmn 

P.  104.  Lodfa   blood-stained  Briim.  Naaokan 
Austrian,  at  Lodi  on  May  10,  1796  ««P«eoil   bMt  th» 

P.  105.  iVtt,>,  Ashley,  etc.   Thomas  Muir  (1768.1798)  was  a 
Parliamentary  reformer;  Thomas  Paine  (naT-lSMV 
the  Rights  of  Man  ;  Archibald  HamilS^  ^S^^i'siA  a 
^omment  tfnited  Irishm«i,  AdU^  a»i  BMiwrl^  falSSt^ 

iTS*  ^  .  J^y^^  Gterman  drama,  in  particular  of  Schiliw-'a 
lUMtrs,  Kotzebue's  TA«  Stranger,  and  Goethe's  -S^rffa.  and  it^ 
performed  at  the  Haymarket  Theatre  in  1811.  iTb  Jto  wS 
of  Canning,  El  w.  and  Frere,  but  only  the  fint  So  wrote^ 
song  (a<)cording  to  some  authorities'^Pitt  is  cwSted^VhS 
last  verse),  having  in  mind  Pitt's  friend,  Sir  Robert  AdS  wS 
was  educated  at  (^ttingen.  The  editors  of  the^tiV^^^ 
sav:  The  sona  of  Rogero  with  which  the  first  act  conclude  2 
«iimttodon  aLnost  all  hands  to  b>  in  the  vtry  tait 
rf  no  Gem«  originalisto  be  found  for  it.  .7«SSh  ™ 
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often  been  parodicd-by,  among  othen.  B.  H.  Byham.  whose 

topic  was  the  newly  eHtablished  I/)ndon  Univwrity. 

109.  Jamea  Hogg-  The  Ettrick  Shepherd's  Poe/»c  Mirror, 
or  Ae  Living  Barda  of  Great  Britain,  was  published  anonymously 
ta  WW.  it  ia  generally  admitted  that  his  parodies  of  style 
Se  a!nonTtl»  fiS.t  in  the  language.  They  are  howe^. 
oVerlong.Ind  we  have  been  obliged  to  be  content  with  the 
•song '  aione  from  the  parody  of  Scott,  which,  complete,  would 
occupy  more  than  seventy  pages.  .        ,  , 

P  115.  The  light-heel'd  author  of  the  of  Palms .  John 
Wilson  ('Christopher  North')  who  pubUshed  The  Isle  of  Palma 
and  other  Poems  in  1812.  ui;=u.>^ 

P.  124.  Jot»  I  chose.   Southey's  Joan  of  Are  was  published 

^  ThTriext,  a  mm,  I  bred  a  Mu$mdman.   Thalaba  the  Destroyer, 

^^A  tiny  thing  .  .  .  from  the  north  .  .  .  wiA  ve»gtftd  spite  was 
probably  meant  for  the  Edinburgh  Review. 
P.  125.  Jfy  tMi4,  a  CkriaUM  aitd  a  uwmor  true.  Madoe, 

^^iUn^,hiMl>roilUr,awprmeHiniu,  The  Cunt  <^Kdmm, 

^^P^  128  7%e  Curee.  The  cloeina  lines  are  a  faithful  imitotim 
of  *  the  done  *  in  r»eOiir«eo/JCrtaiiia,  which  ends: 

Thou  Shalt  live  in  thy  pain 
While  Kehama  shall  reign. 
With  a  fir©  in  thy  heart. 
And  a  fire  in  thy  brain; 
And  Sleep  shall  obey  me. 

And  visit  thee  never 
And  the  Curse  shall  be  <m  vm 

For  ever  and  ever. 

P.  m.  And  C-l-e  shun  thee.  Possibly  Cottle,  the  publidier 
""Vm^ThX^^eyeKatt.   A  parody  of  Hogg's  own  narra- 

thf  ^co^d  number  of  thTftFoiittZw  Magazines  November,  1797, 
Slth  thS  sig^ture  of  'NehemiU  Higginbottom.'  Oolendge 

described  them  as  written— 

in  ridicule  of  my  own  Poems,  and  Charles  Lloyd's  and  I^mb'*; 
So  S!txS«S  that  affectation  of  unaffectednese.  of  jumpingand 
SLwiSotSioommonplace  epithets,  flat  lines  forced  into  poet^ 

fid  th«).  F««JlP^-^-'j'S-  The  mrtances  were  almo«t  au 
takm  frcm  mya^  aad  Uoyd  and  Lamb. 
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The  first  aonnet,  Coleridge  said, 

had  for  its  object  to  excite  a  good-natured  laugh  at  the  spirit  of 
doleful  Motism  and  at  the  recurrence  of  favourite  phrases,  with  the 
double  object  of  being  at  once  trite  and  licentioua.  The  second  waa 
on  low  creepinb  language  and  thougfata  under  the  pretence  of  mm. 
piieity.  [Lamb  had  written  some  months  earlier.  '  CaUiTate  tbi' 
plicity,  Ck>!eridge.']  The  third,  the  phrases  of  which  wan  bwrowed 
entirely  from  my  own  poems,  on  the  indiscriminate  om  ot  elaborate 
and  swelling  language  and  imagery  ...  So  general  at  that  thne 
and  so  decided  was  the  opinion  concerning  the  ohafaotwbtie  vioea 
of  m^  style  that  a  celebrated  phyaioian  (now,  alaal  no  more) 
•peaking  of  me  in  other  reapeota  wkh  hia  usual  kindneaa  to  a  gentle. 

who  was  about  to  meet  me  at  •  dianer-party  could  not,  how- 
vnt,  resist  giving  him  a  hint  not  to  mmtion  The  Houte  that  Jack 
B«a  in  my  presenoe,  to  tiiat  I  waa  aa  aore  aa  a  boU  about  that 
•mwt.  ^  not  knowii^  that  I  waa  myadf  tt»  Mttibor  of  it.  (&e 
Oxford  Colendge.) 

P.  144.  Amatory  Poem.  It  is  ourioos  that  Soathev,  who 
had  taken  offence  at  Coleridge's  sonnet  To  aimplieUu,  signed 
'Nehemiah  Higginbottom,'  believing  it  directed  aeuliiitttbn* 
aelf .  should  himself  have  twoed  paiodist  and  adoptecfthesimilar 
name  of  AM  Slniflfebottom  *  a  couple  of  years  later.  Cole- 
ridge  wrote,  so  he  declared,  that  he  might  do  the  young  poets 
good;  Southey,  it  may  be  believed,  merely  to  make  fun  of  that 
band  of  vain  and  foolish  versifiers  who  came  to  be  known  as 
'the  Delia  Cnucans.'  Haunters  of  the  bookstalls  may  yet 
occasionally  light  upon  two  small  volumes  entitled  The  BritM 
A^um,  cotUaining  the  Poem  of  DtOa  Cnuea,  Anna  Matilda, 
Artey,  BeneUct,  the  Bard,  Oc,  ««s.  WkUk  were  originaUy  pub- 
UM  under  the  Tide  of  the  Poetry  of  the  World,  revised  and  cor- 
reOtd  by  the  Beepeetive  AvOutre.  The  second  edit' on  was  dated 
1790,  and  the  work  was  still  current  when  the  brothers  Smith 
gave  their  Laura  Matilda  parody  in  the  Rejected  Addressee 
(see  p.  29).  A  few  stanzas  of  one  of  '  Delia  Crusca's  '  poems 
addressed  to  '  Anna  Matilda '  will  soffioe  to  iiuUoatw  *he  staff 
niiioh  Soathey  was  satirising: 

While  the  dear  Songstress  had  melodious  stole 

O'er  ev'ry  sense,  and  charm'd  each  nerve  to  rest. 
Thy  Bard  in  silent  ecstasy  of  soul. 

Had  stoain'd  tiw  deorar  Woman  to  his  breast. 
OtheA  A»  said,  that  War's  the  toorthiest  grave. 

He  voold  kftve  felt  his  proud  heart  bum  the  i^Qa, 
H«a  dard.  pethaps,  to  rush  among  the  brave, 

Have  gain'd,  perhaps,  the  glory— of  a  smile. 
And  'tis  most  true,  while  Time's  mlnnthss  hand. 

With  rickly  grasp  drags  others  to  the  tomb. 
The  Soldief  aeons  to  mit  tiw  dnil  eoaaiaod. 

Bat  ifriaii  hnntiMt  to  •  aobiar  doom. 
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Tho'  on  the  plain  he  lies,  ontotretoh'd,  and  Mle. 

Without  one  friend  his  steadfast  eyes  to  close. 
Yet  on  his  honour'd  corse  shall  many  a  gale, 

Waft  the  moist  fragrance  of  the  weeping  rose. 

O'er  that  dread  spot,  the  melancholy  Moon 
Shall  pause  a  while,  a  sadder  beam  to  shed. 

And  starry  Night,  amidst  her  awful  noon. 
Sprinkle  I^t  dews  apoa  hit  haUow'd  head. 

There  too  the  solitary  Bird  shall  swell 

With  long-drawn  melody  her  plaintive  throat. 

While  distant  echo  from  responsive  cell. 
Shall  oft  with  fading  force  return  the  note. 

Such  recompense  be  Valour's  due  alone ! 

To  me,  no  proSer'd  meed  must  e'er  belong. 
To  me.  who  <^rod  the  vale  of  life  unknown, 

WhoM  proudest  boMt  was  bat  aa  idto  song. 

*  Delia  Qnuoa,*  the  chief  of  the  band,  was  Robert  Merry  (1755- 
1798).  The  '  Delia  Cruscans '  may  be  said  to  have  been  killed 
by  ridicule  by  Giffoid's  Baviad  and  Maeviad. 

P.  151.  Epicedium.  This  appeared  originally  under  the  title 
•Gone  or  Going'  in  Hone's  foWc  Booh  (1827),  and  was  re- 
printed by  Lamb  in  his  Album  Verses.  It  is  an  echo  rather 
than  a  close  mrody  cl  Michael  Drayton's  Ballad  o/  Aginoourt, 
of  irtueh  themthstamamns: 

And  lor  myself  (quoth  he) 
This  my  full  rest  shall  be, 
England  ne'w  nu»im  for  me. 

Nor  more  esteem  me. 
Victor  I  will  remain, 
Or  on  this  earth  lie  slain. 
Never  shall  she  sustain 

Loss  to  redeem  me. 

P.  153.  Hypochondriacus.  This  formed  part  of  some  imita- 
tions (mostly  prose)  which  Lamb  described  as  Curious  Fragments 
extracted  from  a  Commonplace  Book  which  belonged  to  Robert 
Burton,  the  famous  Author  of  the  Anatomy  of  Melancholy  (1801). 
Though  it  IS  parody  of  matter  more  than  of  manner,  it  has 
echoes  of  Burton's  Abtbtut  of  MeUmcheiif,  which  prefaces  the 
Anatomy. 

P.  154.  Nonsense  Verses.  Here  Lamb  parodies  the  sentunent 
which  had  inspired  his  own  poem.  Angel  Hdp,  written  on  a 
picture  showing  a  girl  who  had  been  spinning  so  long  for  the 
support  of  a  bea-ri(kien  mother  that  she  had  fallen  asleep,  while 
angds  ireie  diown  fintohing  her  work  and  watering  a  lily. 
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p.  165.  The  Numbering  of  the  Olerm.  Sir  OuurlM  Hanbnry 
WUIiuM'a — 

Come,  Chloe,  and  gfar*  mm  sweet  kisMS. 

For  sweeter  sore  never  girl  gave; 
But  why,  in  the  midst  of  my  blisses, 

Do  you  ask  mo  how  many  I'd  have  ? 

P.  156.  Peacock.  All  these  parodies  bat  the  last  (the  Bjrron) 
are  from  Peacock's  Paper  Money  Lyrics  published  in  1837,  but 
written  ten  or  twelve  yeam  earlier  '  dnring  the  {Kevalenoe  of  an 
influen;:a  to  whkh  the  bmrntiftii  tablio  of  pi^per-credit  b  periodi- 
cally subject.' 

P.  160.  Prcemium  of  an  Epic.  Soatb^s  Tkdaba  tike  De- 
^tojfer :  '  How  beautiful  is  night !' 

P.  166.  Song  by  Mr.  Cypress.  The  quintessence  of  Byron  as 
distilled  by  Peacock  into  what  Swinburne  calls  '  the  two  con- 
summate stanzas  which  utter  or  exhale  the  lyric  agony  of  Mr. 
(Voress.*   The  lines  occur  in  NiglUtnare  Atibty. 

P.  166.  The  Patriofs  Progress.  Shakespeaie,  As  You.  Like  It, 
Act  n..  Scene  7. 

P.  167.  Our  Parodies  are  Ended.  The  Tempest,  Aot.  IV.,  Sc.  1. 

P.  167.  Fashion.  MUton's  L'ABegro. 

P.  171.  Verses.  The  '  Editor '  was  Leigh  Hunt,  editor  of  the 
Examiner,  imprisoned  for  two  years  (1814-16)  in  Surrey  Qaol 
for  libelling  the  Prince  Regent.  IQie  MitiioeA^  of  ^hlk  pamfy 
is  often  wrongfully  attaribnted. 

Never  hear  Mr.  Br- 
Lord,  &oiu^tMOU 

Law.  Edward  Law  Baron  Ellenboroa^,  Lord  Chief  Justice. 

P.  172.  Art  CMhU  has  got  his  discharge.  William  Cobbett 
had  been  imprboned  tot  two  years  (1810-12)  for  his  strictures 
on  the  Government  of  the  day. 

To  Mr.  Murray.  John  Murray  was  '  Bookseller  to  the 
Admiralty  and  the  Board  of  Longitude.'  He  had  pOMeHSd* 
and  parted  with,  a  share  in  ^adaeooSs  Magadne. 

Strahan,  Tonson,  Limtot,  the  pabHAm  Mid  botAiellMi  of 
the  eu^teenth  oentuiy. 

P.  174.  Bndty.  Dr.  Bosby  had  been  one  of  the  nnsacceasfol 
writers  of  an  Address  for  the  opening  of  Drory  Lane  (see  p.  54 
and  note).  The  lines  and  words  in  inverted  commas  were  from 
the  Address  which  Busb^  printed  as  having  been  sent  in,  not 
from  the  one  that  he  did  send  in,  which  is  preserved  in  the 
British  Museum. 

As  if  Sir  FretM.  Sir  Fretfol  Bagiaiy,  of  ooane,  from 
Sheridan's  The  CVMe. 

P.  176.  Ifargate.  Two  stanzas,  complete  in  themselves,  from 
Mr.  Bsters's  story,  'The  Bagman's  Dog,'  in  the  IngUdsby 
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p.  177.  Not  a  aou*  hadhegoL  Barluun  notes  that  daring  tlie 
oontroveny  in  1824     to  tto  MtlMiih^  of  'Hw  Bntal  M  ffir 

John  Moore,'  a — 

claimant  started  up  in  the  person  of  a  »oi-ditant  '  Dr.  Marshall, 
who  turned  out  to  be  a  Durham  blacksmith  and  his  pretensions  a 
hoax.   It  was  then  that  a  certain  '  Doctor  Peppercorn  '  put  forth 
hia  pretensions,  to  what  he  averred  was  the  '  true  and  original ' 
vernon — the  somewhat  vulgar  parody  reprinted  from  The  Ingoldabjf 

Ho«  ego  versicnlos  feci,  tulit  alter  honores. — Viboil. 

I  wrote  these  lines —  .  .  .  owned  them — he  told  stories ! 

Thomas  Inooldsby. 

P.  178.  The  Demolithed  Fane.   Bayly's  own  popular  song: 
Oh  no,  we  never  mention  her. 

Her  name  is  never  heard. 

See  also  Andrew  Lang's  parody,  p.  353. 
P.  179.  POer  BeB  ihe  Third.  Mxn.  Sbelley  felt  eonstnined 

to  note  that — 

nothing  personal  to  the  author  of  Peter  Bell  is  intended  in  this 
poem.  No  man  ever  admired  Wordsworth's  poetry  more;— he  read 
it  perpetually,  and  taught  others  to  appreciate  its  beauties.  .  .  . 
His  idea  was  that  a  man  gifted,  even  as  transcendently  as  the 
author  of  Peter  Bdl,  with  the  highest  qualities  of  genius,  must,  if  he 
fostered  such  errors,  be  infected  with  dullness.  This  poem  was 
written  as  a  warning- -not  as  a  narration  of  reality.  He  was  un- 
acquainted personally  with  Wordsworth,  or  with  Coleridge  (to  whom 
he  alludes  in  the  fifth  part  of  the  poem),  and  therefore,  I  repeat,  his 
poem  is  purely  ideal ; — it  contains  something  of  critioiBm  on  the 
compositi(His  al  thosy  great  poets,  bat  nothing  injorious  to  the  men 
themselTes. 

P.  186.  *  *  *   Mr.  H.  Buxton  For  man  says :  'AO  sewM  to  DM 
to  point  to  Eldon  as  the  name  left  oat  here.' 
(iSe*  note  to  p.  SIS.) 
"BfKM  ynB  less  respectful: 

There's  something  in  a  stupid  ass. 
And  something  in  a  heavy  dunce, 
But  never  since  I  went  to  school 
I  heard  or  saw  so  damned  a  fool 
As  William  Wordsworth  is  for  once. 

And  now  I've  seen  so  great  a  fool 
As  William  Wordsworth  is  for  once. 
I  really  wish  that  Peter  Bell 
And  he  who  wrote  it,  were  in  hell. 
For  writing  nonsense  for  the  nonce. 

P.  201 .  A  Ityng  poem  in  blank  verae.  This  reference  in  the  note 
^  to  Wwdsworth's  Sxewtion,  the  lines  indioAted  being: 
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And,  yeriW,  the  sUent  oraatarM  made 
A  splendid  sight,  together  thai  expoeed; 
Dead— bnt  not  sallied  ot  defomad  by  death. 
That  MMBed  to  pity  what  he  coold  not  niam. 

Book  Vm..  Imes  588-571. 

P.  202.  As  the  Prince  Regent  did  with  Sherry— i.e.,  Richaid 
Brinsley  Sheridan. 

'Tvxndd  make  George  Cdmtm  meUmekoly.  George  OolmMi 
was  authOT  of  Broad  China  and  other  hnmorom  woric. 

P.  203.  ifay  Carnage  and  daughter.  The  reference  here  is  to 
lum  in  Wordsworth's  Thankagiving  Ode  on  the  Battie  of  Waterloo 
(later  Ode,  1816),  as  originally  pubUaimi: 

Bat  Th^  most  dreaded  instmnMot 
In  worlong  oat  a  pore  intent. 
Is  Man— arrayed  for  mutual  slani^tw. 
-^Yea,  Carnage  is  thy  daughter! 

•  P.  206.  The  immortal  Described  by  Swift.    Presumably  a 
reference  to  the  undying  Straldbmga  of  OulUver's  Travels 
'despised  bnd  hated  by  all  sorts  of  peoide.'  ' 

P.  206.  ^TwouM  have  made  Ouo/tmostn  doie.  Guatimozin  or 
Cnaohtemoo  waa  the  last  of  the  Aztec  emperors,  executed  with 
circumstances  of  great  cruelty  by  Cortes. 

P.  206.  Like  those  famed  Seven  who  dept  three  ages — t.e.,  the 
Seven  Sleepers  of  Epheeus  who,  according  to  a  Syrian  legend, 
hid  themselves  in  a  cave  daring  die  Deoian  perseoutum  (a.d.  2fi0), 
fell  asleep  and  awakeiMd  miraeidoudy  needy  two  hundred  yeem 
latw. 

P.  910.  '<fre.'  This  ending  is  in  accord  with  the  original  text. 

P.  218.  Be  lived  amidst  th'  untrodden  ways.  Mr.  Walter 
Hamilton,  whose  large  collection  of  parodies  is  well  known* 
attributes  this  parody  to  Hartlqr  Ck)iert%e,  hat  diorti  to  trace 

it  have  failed. 

P.  219.  Peter  Bdl :  a  Lyrical  Ballad.  When  Wordsworth's 
Peler  Bdl  was  announced  in  1819,  John  HMnilton  Beynolds 
wrote — it  is  said  in  a  single  day — this  Lyrical  BuBai  and  harried 
it  oat  before  Wordsworth's  poem  was  issued.  The  fact  that 
Reynohb  used  Wordsworth's  measure  suggests  that  he  had  seen 
a  copy  of  the  original.  It  was  a  criticism  by  Leigh  Hunt  of 
Wordsworth's  Peter  B'U  and  Reynolds'  parody  that  moved 
Shelley  to  the  writing  of  Peter  Bdl  the  Third.  To  his  Peter  BeB 
Reynolds  attached  a  Prefau  and  a  short  Supptmeatarji  Amv, 
•bo  porportfa^  to  be  wrftten  by  W.  W. 

'  It  is  now  (the  Preface  began)  a  period  of  one-and-twenty  years 
since  I  first  wrote  some  of  the  most  perfect  compositions  (except 
certain  pieces  I  have  written  in  my  later  days)  that  ever  dropped 

from  poetical  pen   It  has  been  my  aim  Mid  my  achievement 

to  dadoee  nutal  thondsr  turn  bottereopa.  daWaa,  tnrhniWnM.  aad 
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(as  a  poet  scarcely  infOTknr  to  rnvMlf.  h»tlr  it)  "  ineh  amaXl  dear. 
Out  of  sparrows'  eggs  I  have  hatohed  great  tmtb^  »n*f  «itu  mtona 
barrows  have  I  wheeled  into  human  hearts  pOn  oi  tlie  wd^nect 
philosophy.  ...  Of  Pelar  Bdt  I  have  only  thos  much  to  aay:  1% 
completes  the  simple  system  of  natural  narratiye.  which  I  began  ao 
early  as  1798.  It  is  written  in  that  pure  unlaboured  style,  which 
can  only  bo  met  with  among  labourers.  ...  I  commit  my  Bulad 
confidently  to  posterity.  I  love  to  read  my  own  poetry:  it  doea 
my  heart  good.' 

In  the  Supplementary  Essay  'W.  W.'  was  made  to  declare 
that  he  proposed  'in  the  course  of  a  few  years  to  write  laborious 
lives  of  all  the  old  people  who  enjoy  sinecures  in  the  text  or  are 
pensioned  oft  in  the  notes  of  my  Poetry.' 

P.  221.  As  duiUritig  a  relatiamhip.  See  The  Critic,  Act  II., 
Scene  2  : 

And  thou,  my  Whiskerandos,  shonldst  be  fauier 
And  mother,  brother,  cousin,  uncle,  aunt. 
And  friend  to  me! 
P.  228.  Blue  Banneta  over  the  Border.   Scott's  '  dit^  to  the 

ancient  air  of  "  Btne  Boniwta  owr  the  Border,"  *  The  Mcmadety, 

ohm.  zrr : 

March,  maroh,  Ettriok  and  Teviotdale, 

Why  the  deil  dinna  ye  march  forward  in  order  ? 

P.  231.  A»  Spencer  had  ere  he  composed  his  Tales.  This  prob- 
»Wy  refers  to  toe  Hon.  W.  R.  Spencer,  author  of  Beth  Gelert,  ae 
well  to  the  one-time  faahionaUe  tailless  coat  knom  em  • 
*  spencer.*  _  . . 

P.  232.  This  shall  a  Carder  .  .  .  Whiteboy  .  .  .  Rock's  mur- 
derous commands.  The  reference  is  to  the  secret  associations 
which  were  resporteiblo  for  much  agrarian  crime  in  Ireland 
during  the  early  part  of  the  nineteenth  century. 

P.  235.  //  Englieh  com  should  grow  abroad.  Thus  in  fourth 
edition  of  Whims  and  Odditiea  (1829),  but '  go '  in  some  reprints. 
The  ball  is  probably  intentionaL 

P.  237.  Hvggins  and  Duggins.    Hood  sppean  to  have  had 
Pope's  first  Pastoral,  Spring,  especially  in  mind.   In  it  StteidKHi 
«na  Daphnis  alternately  sing  the  praises  of  Delia  and  Sjdvia: 
In  Spring  the  fields,  in  Autumn  hills  I  love. 
At  mom  the  plains,  at  noon  the  shady  grove. 
But  Delia  always;  abamt  from  her  sight. 
Nor  plains  at  mom,  nor  grove  at  noon  deHght. 
P.  237.  All  things  by  turns,  and  nothing  long.    '  Was  everything 
by  starts,  and  nothing  lone/ — Drydkn:  Absalom  and  Achitophei. 
P.  840.  We  met.  T.H.Bayly's— 

We  met — 'twas  in  a  crowd. 

And  I  thought  he  would  shun  me. 
He  oame — I  could  not  breathe. 
For  his  eyes  were  up<m  bm. 
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P.  Ml.  Thoae  Evening  Bdh.   Moore's  song  begini: 
Those  evening  bells !  those  evening  bells  I 
How  many  a  tale  their  music  tells 
Of  youth,  and  home,  and  that  awMi  time 
When  bat  I  heacd  tiieir  loothfaig  dUme. 

P.  841.  The  Water  Peri's  Song.   Moore's  Lalla  SoM  ; 

Farewell — farewell  to  thee,  Araby's  daughter! 

(Thus  warbled  a  Peri  beneath  the  dark  sea.) 
Nopearl  ever  lav.  andw  Oman's  green  water. 

Ibre  pure  in  tts  shell  than  iky  Spbtt  b  thee. 

P.  2^.  Cabhagea.  The  first  verse  of  Fwfete,  by  L.  E.  L.,  rans: 

Violets  1  deep  blue  violets  I 

April's  lovekest  coronets: 

There  are  no  flowers  grow  in  the  vale. 

Kissed  by  the  sun,  wooed  by  the  gak. 

None  with  the  dew  of  the  tidlight  wet. 

So  sweet  as  the  deep  blue  rblet. 

"P.  2iZ.  Larry  (TTooU.  Ouifaa  Lever:  '  Did  ye  hew  of  the 

Widow  Malone  T' 

P.  243.  The  WiUow  Tree.  In  this  Thackeray  was  parodying 
his  own  earlier  treatment  of  the  same  theme,  as  Charles  Lamb 
had  parodied  himself  in  the  Nomaam  Vtrmt  (see  p.  154). 
Thackeray's  awioas  version  begins: 

Know  ye  the  willow-tree. 

Whose  grey  leaves  qidver. 
Whispering  gloomily 

To  yon  pale  river  ? 

P.  246.  Dear  Jack.  In  O'Keeffe's  open.  The  Poor  BdUv,  is 
tlw  often.parodied  song  imitated  from  the  Latin: 

Dear  Tom,  this  brown  jug  that  foams  with  mild  ale. 
Out  of  which  I  now  drink  to  sweet  Nan  of  the  Vale, 
Was  once  Toby  Filpot,  ^ 

The  Rev.  Francis  Fawkes,  famous  in  his  day  a  tnuiilator  of 
the  olaasice,  is  the  reputed  author  of  the  song. 

P.  248.  The  AlmacVa  Adieu  and  The  KnighUy  Outrdim. 
These  are  varied  parodies  of  a  one-time  popular  song: 

Your  Molly  has  nevor  been  false,  she  deekrea. 
Since  the  lost  time  we  ported  at  Wapping  CMd  Stain; 
When  I  vowed  X  would  ever  continue  tite  same. 
And  gave  you  tiie  'Baooo  Box  marked  with  my  name. 
When  I  passed  a  whde  fortnight  between  decks  with  you. 
Did  I  e'er  give  a  kiss,  Tom.  to  one  of  the  crew  ? 
To  be  useful  and  kind  with  my  Thomas  I  stayed,— 
For  his  trousers  I  washed,  and  his  grog,  too,  I  made. 

P.  260.  IF.  E.  Aytoun.  The  contributions  of  Aytoon  to  the 
A»t    AalfaA,  ed»M  Iqr '  Bon  Gaoltisr/ that  an  heio  givm 
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tiKMiHiich.on  Uie  authority  of  Sir  Theodore  MartiB,iiwre  solely 
his  own  compoMtion.  Several  of  the  Ballads  had  Moeared  in 
periodicals  beta*  thej  w«n  ooOeclMl  and  poUiM  ia  book 

form  in  1846. 

P.  252.  A  Midnight  Meditation.  Sis  poets  are  parodied  in 
the  'Bon  Qanltier'  Balladt  andor  the  general  heading,  'The 
Laiii«r.tet*  Tonmtrr '— Wotdiwortii,  the  Hon.  T—  B—  M'A— , 
the  Hon.  G—  S—  S— ,  T—  M—  RE.  Esq.,  A—  T— ,  and  Sir  E— 
B —  L— ,  the  last  of  which,  by  Ay  toon  only,  is  here  given.  The 
parodists,  remembering  Rejected  Addresses,  profess  that  the  poems 
were  sent  to  the  Home  Secretary  when  the  Laureateship  became 
vacant  on  the  death  of  Southey. 

P..  262.  Theu  mute  ingloHotu  Miitona.  Hood  had  already 
oaed  this  pun  corneoting  the  poet  and  the  oysters  in  his  ballad 
of  tlw  blind  Tim  Turpin : . 

A  surgeon  oped  hii  Milton  eyes, 
like  osrstors,  with  a  knife. 

P.  264.  The  Husband's  Petition.  In  this  Aytonn  waa  uiing 
to  a  Indicrons  end  the  measure  he  had  employed  in  The  Bttai' 
UcM  of  M<mtKm : 

Come  hither.  Evan  Cameron  1 
CkmM,  stand  beside  my  knee — 

I  hear  the  river  roaring  down 
Towards  the  wintry  sea. 

P.  266.  Sonna  CCCI.  Martin  Farquhar  Tapper  published  a 
volume  of  Three  Hundred  Sonnets  in  1860.  Punch  professed  to 
have  made  an  arrangement  with  him  to  continue  the  series,  and 
boldly  pat  the  initiua  M.  F.  T.  to  this  parody  in  the  number  for 
May  26,  I860. 

P.  257.  You  see  yon  prater  eatted  a  Beales.  Edmond  Bealea 
(1803-1881)  was  President  of  the  Reform  League  at  the  tune  of 
the  Hyde  Park  riots.  He  thus  figures  in  Punch  in  lines  written 
apropos  of  tears  shed  by  Walpole,  Home  Secretary,  when  he 
kMint  of  tiw  riota: 

Tears  at  the  tiiouf^t  ol  tiiat  Hyde  Fade  affair 
Rise  in  the  eye  and  triokle  down  the  nose. 
In  looking  on  the  haophty  Edmond  Beaks. 
And  thinking  of  the  shraos  that  are  no  more. 

P.  268.  The  Lay  of  the  Lovelorn.  This  is  one  of  the  'Bon 
Oaultier'  BaBads,  and  is  included  by  permission  of  Messrs. 
WilHam  Blackwood  and  Sons.  Aytoun  had  no  part  in  this 
paio^.  It  was  solely  Sir  Theodore  Martin's,  uid  in  its  anthm's 
opinioii  is  the  best  he  contributed  to  the  colleotion.  In  the  Boot 
ti/i?nffi«fiT  Sir  HModon  wtm  at  pains  to  explain  that— 

it  was  piedsely  the  poets  whom  we  most  admired  that  we  imitated 
th»  most  frequently.  This  was  oertafaily  not  bom  tmy  want  of 
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reverence,  but  rather  out  <rf  ti»e  fullnfM  of  oar  adailnitioik,  |mI 
the  excess  of  a  lover's  fondncM  often  nuw  otot  inle  rmmy  of  tM 
very  qualities  that  are  dearest  to  hia  heart.  *  Let  bo  oaa.'  ■ftjra 
Heme,  *  ridioule  mankind  unless  he  loves  them.'  With  no  lees  tnith 
may  it  he  said.  Let  no  one  parody  a  poet  unless  he  loves  him.  He 
must  first  be  penetrated  by  hia  spirit^wd  have  h» 
the  music  of  hi3  verse,  btfoN  ba  «UI  nAhI  tlMN  vndir  ft  hutanMMl 
aspect  with  lucoess. 

Some  exoelknt  pModiite  lunre  miooeeded  ytaj  woB  to  diiWwnWIng 

their  love.  ,     .  , 

P.  266.  The  LaurtM»  Btut  at  Trinity.  FUody  of  part  of 
OtdiieMn  m  tlw  J^fB$ofAt  Kimg : 

So  the  stately  Queen  abode 
For  many  a  week,  unknown,  among  the  nana.  .  .  . 
'  Late,  late,  so  late  I  and  dark  the  night  and  dittll 
Late,  late,  so  late  1  bat  we  can  enter  -still. 
Too  kto,  too  total  j*  oMaot  anter  now.' 


TIm  parody  ia  from  Pvndk,  November  12. 1850. 
P.  268.  UnfortunaU  Misa  Bailey.  Tennyioii's  TU  Lard  of 
Burleigh.  her  ear  he  whispers  gaUy. 

•B  my  heart  by  signs  can  tell, 
Miiidea.  I  li»v«  watolwd  tlwe  daibr. 
And  I  tiiink  tboa  Wsl  me  weU.' 

P.  270.  Gary.  Phoebe  Gary  wrote  many  parodies.  One 
entitled  The  Wife  is  aometimflB  said  to  be  a  borksque  of 
Woidswortli: 

Her  washing  ended  with  the  day, 

Tel  fived  she  at  ita  olow. 
And  paaed  the  long,  kng  Bi|^t  awaj 

In  danring  ragged  boae. 

But  when  the  son  in  all  Ua  atate 

Illumed  the  eastern  skies. 
She  passed  about  the  kitchen  grate 

And  went  to  making  pies. 

As  a  matter  id  faot  tliis  only  differs  by  the  use  (rf  a  few  tons 

Her  soffering  ended  with  the  day. 

by  James  Aldrich  (1810-1886).   

P.  271.  That  very  time  I  eaw,  etc.  See  Muuummer  tfigkre 

Dream,  Act  XL,  Sc.  1.  „.  „  ,  „  t       t  «  x 

P.  272.  On  a  Toasted  Muffin.  Sir  £.  L.  B.  L.  B.  L.  B.  Little 
was  Edward  Lytton  Bulwer  Lytton,  afterwards  Lord  Lytton, 
who  had  written  an  anonymous  satire,  The  New  Timtm. 
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P.  273.  In  Immmoriam.  In  oonnexion  with  thete  qostraim 
it  voMj  be  noted  that  Wheweil  (I794-1866).  in  one  of  hia  treatiaei, 
published  before  In  Memoriam,  dropped  into  the  following 
sentence: '  No  power  on  earth,  however  great,  oan  ■tretch  a  oorC 
however  fine,  into  »  kotiMBtal  Une  AaA  ihall  to  9hKkaiUtf 
straight. ' 

P.  874.  Bayard  Taylor.  The  Diver non$  of  the  Echo  Club  fint 
•ppewed  in  the  AtlanHo  MmttUji,  1872,  and  in  book  iom  in 
1870.  The  poems  here  reprintea  are  ^brm  by  permiMion  of 

tb»  Houghton,  Mifflin  Company. 
Tajdor,  writing  to  T.  B.  Aldrich,  March  29, 1873,  says: 

Story  told  me  that  Browning  sent  him  the  Echo  Club  last  summer, 
with  a  note  saying  it  was  the  best  thing  of  the  kind  he  had  ever  seen, 
and  that  if  he  had  found  the  imitations  of  himself  in  a  volume  of  his 
poems  be  woold  have  believed  that  he  actually  wrote  them. 

Lift  and  Letters  of  Bayard  Taylor. 

P.  281.  AU  or  Nothing.  While  parodying  Emerson's  poetry 
generally  Bayaxd  Taylor  had  ftwMj  em^y  in  mfaM  Tk» 

Sphinx  : 

The  Sphinx  is  drowsy, 
Her  wmgs  are  furled: 
Her  ear  is  heavy. 
She  broods  on  the  world. 

Most  of  Bavard  Taylor's  parodies  are  obviously  caibflr  of  the 
poets'  general  styles  tliaa  of  partionlur  poems. 
P.  286.  //  Ufo  wn  MMT  6iMsr.  Fteody  of  Swinbon^s  A 

Match : 

If  -love  were  what  the  rose  is 
And  I  were  like  the  leaf. 

P.  286.  Salad.    From  The  British  Birds  (1872): 

Enter  three  Poets,  all  handsome.  One  hath  redundant  hair,  a 
second  redundant  beard,  a  third  redundant  brow.  They  present 
a  letter  of  introduction  from  an  eminent  Liondon  publisher,  stating 
that  they  are  candidates  for  the  important  post  of  Poet  lAoreate  to 
the  New  Municipality  which  the  Birds  are  aboat  to  create. 

P.  289.  FmaShrinvp. 

I'm  afloat !  I'm  afloat  I  On  the  fierae  roUkg  tide— 
The  ooeua's  my  home  and  my  bark  is  mybride. 
Up,  up,  with  my  flag,  let  it  wave  o'er  the  sea,— 
rm  afloat  1  I'm  afloat  I  and  the  Bovw  is  free. 

P.  200.  DanU  BoateUi.  These  poems  are  taken,  by  per- 
misBkm,  frmn  Tkt  Worka  of  DanU  €UMd  JSmmM— tiw  single- 
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▼ohuMcditkmof  1911.  'MmoCnckm'  itmtlamfuoijoiam 
id  TMinyMo'i  «ur)y  poema,  'The  Knken ': 

Below  the  thundm  of  the  upper  deep; 
Far.  far  beneath  in  the  abyimal  sea, 
Hk  ancient,  dreamleia,  unrnvaded  tleen 
Tht  KnkM  ilMptlh. 

Mr.  Francis  MaoCrMiMB,  of  Belfaal*  WM  th*  pgrnhiwr  ot 

early  works  by  the  pre-IUpliMlite  artiitf. 

P.  290.  The  Brothert.  Another  poem  by  Tenn)rson,  '  The 
Sisters,'  tells  of  the  tragic  love  of  twin  girls  for  one  man,  and 
this  duality  suggested  the  verses  to  Rmnetti  when  he  found 
that  the  '  Thomas  Maitland '  who  had  attacked  his  work  in  the 
CoN<«M]Kir«Hy  Anew  (*  Th*  ItaUy  So^ 
Robert  Buchanan. 

P.  292.  Ode  to  Tobacco.  This  is  in  the  Draytonian  metre, 
*  Fair  stood  the  wind  for  France,*  but  Calverley  evidently  had 
Longfellow  in  mind.  Compare  the  second  stanza  of  his  Od>  «Ml 
the  third  staiusa  of  Longfellow's  Skeleton  in  Armour : 

I  was  a  Viking  old  I 
My  deeds,  though  manifold, 
No  Skald  in  scmg  has  told. 
Mb  Secft  tMtfM  thee! 

P.  294.  The  real  beverage  for  featting  gods  on.   The  aUwion  in 
the  seventh  stanza  is  to  Jupiter  and  the  Indian  Ale: 

'  Bring  it !'  quoth  the  Cloud-Compelier, 
And  the  wine -god  brought  the  beer— 

'  Port  and  Claret  are  like  water 
To  the  aoUe  etaf  Ibnt'e  ban.' 

Calverley  also  parodied  Byron  in  Arcades  Ambo. 

P.  297.  Wtmitirert.  Teonywm's  'The  Brook,'  with  the  aoiv 
of  thebioidc: 

I  eome  from  haunts  of  coot  and  barn. 
I  make  a  sudden  sally, 

but  mding  .<>  parody  of  TennyKmian  blank  vwse.  In  his 
Collectioiu  and  SeeoKectioiu,  Mr.  G.  W.  E.  Roaadl  hM  quoted 
the  last  Biz  Ikes,  'idiich  even  appreciative  critkp  gmwally 
ovMlook.  .  .  Will  any  one  stake  his  literary  reputbi  :>n  on  the 
assertion  tbat  these  lines  are  not  really  Tennyson's  ?'  (The 
poem  is  from  Fly -Leaves,  1872,  by  permission  of  Messrs.  George  • 
Bel!  and  .%>ns.} 

P.  £93.  Proverbial  PkHoaophy.   Here  are  some  typksal  Unea 
by  Martin  Topper: 
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A  Ri.^ti  tu(j   arefiil  of  danger  liveth  in  continual  torment, 
But  a  ciieen.ii  (<\))«cter  of  ttie  best  hath  a  fountain  of  joy  within 
him: 

Y«a.  though  the  breath  of  diaappointment  should  chill  tho  »nguin< 
heart. 

SpaedUjr  gloweth  it  anin.  wmutd  bgr  the  live  emben  of  hupe; 
lloi^  the  bbek  mm  hmry  mmf/t  tkam  abov*  tiw  kaai  for  • 


Ttt  tlM  luq>py  bopyMwy  el  fiiiimi  riwA  n^eriar  to 

P.  300.  Read  iK'fMatUly  thtf  '^nrlce—i.e.,  Btuknt't  Fmn§f- 
The  Prince  of  Mo<Urn  Botmnet—%     Lord  Lytton. 

P.  301.  ThtC^>cknnd^BuU.  A.  Mr.  Seaiaui  truly  remarks, 
thte  ii  a  reoognized  mMtMrpieo*  af  tti*  hidsMr  rt^a  parody, 
wfaflit  an  author' <  litetwry  nwtlMdi — ^  Wm  cmm  Browning  s 
Tkt  Ring  end  the  Book-sj^  imitated.    (Prom  Fl  Leave- 

P.  304.  Lovers,  and  a  TUflftion.  Cai/erley  may  have  .ad  lu 
mind  William  Morri.^  s  '  Two  i<>  i  lioses  iM^ross  the  Moon,'  which 
befins  'There  was  »  lady  iivtxi  in  a  hall,'  but  undoubtedly 
tlM  toorco  of  his  inspiratiot!  was  Jean  Ingelow's  'The  Apple- 
Wmnan's  Smig.'  tem  M^m»  tkt  Fmiry,  the  -^  -^nd  Ibie  oi 
iHiieh  nem-.Wmlktm  mim  mem,  aad  a  wisp  u;  hay.'  (From 


Wly-Ltavtt.) 

P.  306.  BaUad.  Another  burlei<<}ue  of  the  H;iine  poet.  Mitui 
Ingelow  attempted  to  retaliate  m  Fated  u>  h  Frt'  with  ■  ^eble 
lines  intended  to  pour  sf-om  m  *  Gilford  <  '  i  vshaw  '-  i.e.,  (  ver- 
lay.    (From  Fly-Leaver.) 

p.  309.  You,  are  old.  Father  WUlm  n.  A  example  of  a 
MRMfy  hlliwil  to  everybody,  ai^hough  the  orisinal  is  known  to 
km.  The  poem  imitated  is  Sout  ney's '  Tli«  Old  llaa's  Oamluts, 
and  itow  he  gained  lliem,'  beginuing: 

You  are  old.  Father  William,  the  young  man  cried. 

and  ending: 

In  the  days  <d  my  yoath  1  reoMmber'd  my  Uod 
And  He  batik  not  fcwgoUsa  aqr  age. 

P.  314.  Tkt  Tkne  Wabm.  TsKiyson's  Tkt  Two  Vote 

A  stfll  ssadl  Toios  mm»  wrta  im. 


P.  322.  Btmmlifia  Simp.  Tht  aulfcmaMpel  'Be— itfui  9oow,' 
iriiloh  was  immensolj  pepolw  in  this  eeoatiy  as  well  a--  ia  to 
native  Amerioa,  oumoi  be  verified    It  has  been  attr8>r  ad  to 

an  unhappy  woman,  to  Major  W  \..  Sipri  imey;  who  i  it^id 
to  have  written  the  vwsee  in  18u>  and  »i.o  died  in  .6lk,  and 
to  a  JaM  W.  WatMB. 
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P.m.  Bmimf$,  Vuet^rotftmdmm: 

Tht  ski .  «  they  wtn  Mhen  and  sonar; 
'1    .eav-  they  were  cmped  and  «ere— 
ii     a^.,  they  wore  withering  and  msn: 
r    ^as  rught  m  the  iooMmne  Octobw 

CM  m-  most  imntemorial  year: 
It       b*rd  by  the  dim  Uki  of  Auber. 

In  the  mirtv  mid  r«gk»  of  Weir- 
U  ir«  d^wB  bjr  the  dMik  tarn  of  Au.  r. 
In  the  g*i«d:ii'»tt*  =  ,d  woodland  of  W  oir. 

P.  324   7  *e  yaAfiaf.    Tkr  name.  '  Owine  Merrvthu^f  •  (;  « 

.^^M^thc  ennv.  ,  fr ,e  of  these  lines.  ""^W' 
HiJt  wmilKli    u    '  "« w^enty-fifth  birthd      f  that 

ntr    itior.      «  r©tt,ved  vwo  late  f     inelaiion  amons  the 
nbuw  H«voluiiie,«Mlitwa»|frtiSSlAri^f£ 

.  '  *^w«j»c«  0/  •Z)at'»rf  Oamcit.'  ete.   T.  W 

t  -^atr-  m  md  Oirrxck  was  produced  in  1864 

T^vJ  1',  ,i  'T^^ry-    A  faroieal  atase  character  in  Tom 

Uytor  sp  ,  0«r.4wer»coiiCo««ii,  in  which  Bdwa-d  — ^  - 

reatedso  hing  of  a  furore  in  1861-62.  » 

The.t.T*  f*»»W-.X  Th.  «,kt 

P.  33;  o^' a  «iiiy  «rf«rerf.    Nelly  Moore  (.  m 

sS>  ^    "  '       '                                     Hay  ih 
From  Specimefu  of  Modern  Poets  |  The  He^iMooia  | 

W^d      '  fc'^^?"'*  Messrs.  Chat%  S 

win.i        The  poets  parodied  ere  Tennyson,  Robert  and 

S  1  Specimens  were  r.ub- 

tiS^t^^^T^^  iLf^K  '  Meredith  '  is  par- 

t.  ilarly  -^^^  and  Btrikee  the  .  .  9  note  as  that  of  Hood'the 

^■J  « .  •  *  P""^^'     himself  is  one  of  the 

assrtof  itskind.    '  The  iiud' Idyll  is  the  third  irt<rf» 

0«;a4w;  "  P«««arfy  by 
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P.  312.  A  Geological  Madrigal.  Sheoatone's  ▼en«  beginning 

I  h»T«  found  out  »  gift  for  my  fftir; 

I  haviB  found  when  iho  «ood-p%emit  breed. 

are  in  Hope,  the  second  part  of  his  Padoni  Balkul  in  Four  Parts. 
The  inspiration  of  Bret  Harte's  verses  is  sometimes  ridiculously 
attributed  to  Herriok. 

P.  3^i7.  V§rt  tU  Soditi.  This  might  have  been  classed  as  » 
parody  of  Praed,  bat  was  {ffinted  originally  as  by  '  Fritt«i) 
Lacquer.'  It  is  here  reprinted,  with  the  two  following  parodies, 
from  Traill's  Recaptured  Rhymes,  by  permission  of  Messrs. 
Blackwood. 

P.  348.  The  Puss  and  the  Boots.  This  may  be  compared  with 
Calverley's  'The  Cock  and  the  Bull'  (see  p.  301). 

P.  350.  Afier  DUettanU  ConeitH.  See  Bossetti's  Sister  Helen, 
whkk  commsnoes; 

*  Why  did  yon  melt  your  waxen  man. 

Suiter  HdenT 
To-day  is  the  third  since  you  began.' 

*  The  time  was  long,  yet  the  time  ran, 

Uttle  Brother  I' 
{0  Matkvr,  Mary  Mother. 
Thrt*  iaj/e  Uhdag,  hetwtitn  HeU  and  Hmmn/) 

The  sonnet  with  which  Traill  closes  ia  a  pMody  of  Sonnet 
XCVII.  CI  The  House  of  Life,  beginning : 

'  Look  in  my  face;  my  name  is  Mitdit'have-been; 
I  am  also  called  No-Mora,  Too-Late,  FarewelL' 

Pp.  353-7.  Andrew  Lang.  The  parodies  on  the  Rossetti  and 
Morris  styles  are  taken  from  Andrew  Lang's  essay  on  Thomas 
Haynes  Bayly  in  Essays  in  Little.  '  Bayly,'  iitr.  Lang  wrote,  in 
disoassing  Oh,  no,  we  never  mmtion  her,'  '  had  now  struck  the 
iiol%  the  sweet  sentimental  note,  of  the  early,  innocent,  Viotorian 
M*....  We  Hhonld  do  the  toiok  quits  differently  now,  monlfln 
tms.*  Here  follows 'Loye  spake  to  me,*  of  iHiiim  its  antiwrseyi 
at  the  end : 

I  declare  I  nearly  weep  over  these  lines;  for,  though  they  are  only 
Bayly's  sentiment  hastily  recast  in  a  modern  manner,  there  is  some- 
thing so  very  atfecting,  mouldy,  and  unwhobaome  about  them  that 
they  sound  as  if  they  had  been  'writtea  op  to'  a  ifceMiby  a  dia^^ 
of  Mr.  Rossetti's. 

So,  of — 

Oaily  the  Troubadour 
Touched  his  guitar, 

Mr.  Lang  says, '  Any  one  of  us  could  get  in  more  local  colour  for 
tiM  monsgr.  aiid  gife  tiM  erandsr  a  oithflcn  or  eitole  instead  of  a 
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guitar,'  and  in  [voof  givw  tita  '  comaatio^  motmiOf  old  Fnaeh 

poem,  -'SirRal^.'" 

The  two  Swinburne  parodies  are  from  Rhymes  a  la  Mode,  I89S. 
An  earlier  BaUade,  of  which  that  on  p.  354  is  an  improved  version, 
was  printed  in  the  St.  James's  Cfazette  in  1881.  The  original  of 
this  is  Swinburne's  'A  Ballad  of  Burdens ' ;  of  'The  Fftlaoe  of 
Brio>a>btM)»*  'The  Qaiden  of  Proeorpine* : 

Here,  where  the  world  is  quiet. 

Here,  where  all  trouble  seona 
Dead  winds'  and  spent  waves'  riot 

In  doubtful  dreams  of  dreams. 

P.  355.  Brahma.  Emerson's  '  If  the  red  slayer  think  he 
slays.'  This  parody  is  said  to  have  been  an  impromptu.  It  it 
taken  from  New  Collected  Rhymes.  All  the  Lang  parodies  here 
are  given  by  permiwkm  of  Messrs.  LongiiiMi. 

Pp.  338-64.  A.  C.  Hilton.  The  parodua  by  Hilton  appeared  in 
the  two  numbers  of  The  Light  Oreen.  They  are  reprinted  here  by 
permission  of  Messrs.  Metcalfe,  Cambridge. 

The  original  of '  Octopus '  was  clearly '  Dolores,'  which  appeared 
in  Poetr  <  and  Ballads,  First  Series,  1866.  The  fourth  stanza  of 
this,  with  which  may  be  compared  the  fifth  stanza  of  '  Octopus,' 
nioa: 

O  %i  foU  of  lort  and  of  iMighter, 

Ouiad  Boakw  thalt  an  fed  fmn  my  breast, 
Bite  hard  lest  mMmbcaaoe  oome  after 

And  iness  with  new  Ups  where  you  pressed. 
For  my  heart,  too,  sj^ings  up  at  ^  pressure. 

Mine  eyelids,  too,  mdsteo  and  bum; 
Ah.  feed  me  and  fill  me  with  plsasurs, 

Ere  pain  come  in  turn. 

P.  305.  Home,  Sweet  Home.  This  Fantasia  is  taken  from 
Aire  from  Arcady,  1885,  by  pwioission  of  Messrs.  Charles 
Sorilmer's  Sons. 

P.874.  (MsoMaJMrosfMflC  This  Ode  was  mit  into  tho  moath 
of  an  Eton  master  named  Joynes.  Being  a  Ltberal  wMi  Nation- 
alist sympathies,  he  visited  a  disturbed  district  in  the  North  of 
Ireland  (presumably  in  the  summer  of  1882),  and  contrived  to 
get  himself  arrested,  and  imprisoned  for  a  short  time.  He  then 
wrote  a  book  or  pamphlet  on  the  subject,  with  the  result  indicated 
ia  the  verses,  which  seem  to  point  to  his  having  withdrawn  his 
work  rathtt'  tiian  resin  his  i^j^pcMntanant.  Mr.  Joynes  still  held 
his  mastership  iHien  toe  Adniptei  wm  pabltdied  m  Nonnnber, 
1882,  and  the  popularity  of  the  piece  at  Eton  was  prodigious, 
especially  the  admirable  line,  *  They  snatched  a  fearful  Joynes.' 

P.  378.  To  A.  T.  M.  '  The  K.'  was  the  '  A.  T.  M.'  to  whom 
the  piece  is  addressed — A.  T.  Mvers  (Arthur,  a  jAysioian  of  some 
mukmrn),  tlM  yoaa§mii  teooMr  of  tiM  pool  puodlad.  Sir 
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Herbert  Stephen  (by  whose  permiusion  his  brother's  parodies, 
from  Lapsus  Calami,  are  given)  states  that  in  the  early  days  of 
the  Society  for  Psychical  Research,  founded  by  F.  W.  H.  Myers, 
and  of  stady  of  the  newly-named '  telepathy,'  such  experimenta 
were  fraqnmtly  tried  bv  the  members,  and  he  thinks  it  h^^y 
probable  that  the  incident  of  Arthur  Myers  taking  peppermint 
in  order  to  test  the  ability  of  an  alleged  telepathut  '^m  quite 
another  room '  to  say  what  it  was,  took  place  in  fact  as  described. 
'  The  K.'  was  a  nickname  by  which  A.  T.  M.  was  very  generally 
known  among  his  friends  and  relations :  the  reason  is  obscure. 

P.  379.  Wake  !  for  the  li^iddy  Ball.  This  imitation  by  Francis 
Thompson  of  the  Rubaiyat  \vaa  first  printed  in  Mr.  E.  V.  Lucas's 
One  Day  with  AnoUur.  It  ia  hue  givea  fay  pwmiasion  of  Mr. 
Wilfrid  Meynell  and  of  Mfmn.  Bums  and  (him. 

P.  382.  Robert  Fuller  Murray.  '  The  Poet's  Hat '  and  '  Andrew 
M'Crie '  are  taken,  by  permission  of  Messrs.  MacLehose  and  Sons, 
from  The  Scarla  Ooum,  1891,  the  parodies  in  which,  according  to 
Andrew  Lang,  are  not  inferior  to  Calverley.  '  Andrew  M'Crie  * 
is  an  improved  edition  of  the  verses  originally  contributed  to 
the  Untveraity  Newa-Sheet  (St.  Andrewn)  in  1886,  entitled 
'  Albert  MeOee.* 

P.  384.  A 'somi'isanaiidBrgradaatefrftlteMcoiKUa'tertiaa 

of  the  third,  year. 

P.  387.  Fish  have  their  times  to  biU.  This  parody  of  Mnu 
Hemans,  by  an  unknown  author,  is  taken  from  College  Rhymes. 
1801.  :nw  original  bq^: 

Leaves  have  their  time  to  fall, 
And  flowers  to  wither  at  the  north-wind's  breath. 

And  stars  to  set — but  all, 
Thou  hast  all  seasons  for  thine  own,  O  Death. 

P.  390.  A  Oirtonian  Funeral.  This  parody  of  *  A  Grammar- 
ian's Funeral '  first  appeared  in  the  Journal  of  Education,  May  1, 
1886,  from  which  it  is  hwe  reprinted  by  the  permission  of  the 
editor.  Tbe  ftvtiMahi^  is  nnknoim. 
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That  which  waa  wptBiMd  bjr  the  monl  abiUty 
The  auM  wife  eat  at  ber  Mad  door  •  •  • 
The  autumn  upon  m  waa  nithlM  • 
The  burden  of  hard  hlttlac:  iloff  away  • 
liM  chapel  beU,  with  hollow  mowratid  MWKl  - 
The  dear  cool  note  ol  the  caAw  wkkh  I 

the  legitimate  naot>holdor 
The  comb  betweea  wboaa  iTory  tMtb  ifea 
The  day  la  done,  and  darlmeie 
The  Ck)tble  kwha  Mlemn  ... 
The  laat  lamp  of  the  alley  • 
The  little  brown  lanirrel  hope  la  tho  con 
The  mltfity  epirit.  and  lU  power  wbUk  ataiaa 
The  Padia  eat  In  hiB  dtm  ... 
The  rate  had  falleB.  ttM  ?oet  anaa  • 
The  rain  waa  raintag  ebooiftdly 
There.paylt,  Jamaal'ttB 
There  la  a  fever  of  the  «Mt  .... 
There  la  a  river  dear  and  Mr  • 
There  waae  ane  katt,  and.  sne  gnde  gnye  tatt 
The  Beotli.  Kerra,  and  Murraye,  and  DetamiaM  at 
The  aUaa  they  were  aah 
Hw  am  ateki  ioltly  to  Ua  evMtac  paat 
Thoae  Kvenlng  BeBi,  tliaaa  Vvaataf 
ThBB  trim,  when  fMia  attaA 
•TiBBfawl  whatacaaBtaeanmyJer 
•Tiatweetto  view, tmhaU-paat Ira tsatai 
•TIa  the  voioa  at  tha  tobater  • 
Twaa  Mt  the  brown  at  ehaataal 
TwtaUe,  twtaUe,  Bttlabtt  • 
Two  awataw  or  downa— bat  ean 

lOMlBotthadaav 


'  mile  I  aerer  eonld  be 


Wattraa,  witti  eyee  to  marrelloBa  Uaek 
Wakal  for  the  Rnddy  BaU  haa  tain 
Waa  It  not  lovely  to  behold  • 
WeadaoaM  ftaantttrr.  feeble  and  qaerulooa 
Wa  iMfr-'twM  la  •  — b  aad  I  thon^t  he 
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